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A WARNING 
PROM THE AUTHOR 

This is the first tune I have ever attached any condition to the perusal of my 
books except the simple ceremony of walking into a bookshop and paying for 
them. I now find myself a party to a plan by which nobody, not even a million- 
aire, can obtain a copy of this edition of my plays unless he or she is a regular 
reader of one or other of certain newspapers or periodicals which credit their 
readers with brains beyond the ordinary and literary tastes not entirely 
vulgar. On this condition you can get the book for what it costs to manu- 
facture, or less; and except on this condition you cannot get it at all. 

This is an odd state of things; but what makes it odder is that I must warn 
you, before you attempt to enjoy my plays, to clear out of your consciousness 
most resolutely everything you have ever read about me in a newspaper. 
Otherwise you will not enjoy them: you will read them with a sophisticated 
mind, and a store of beliefs concerning me which have not the slightest foun- 
dation either in prosaic fact or in poetic truth. In some unaccountable way I 
seem to cast a spell on journalists which makes them recklessly indifferent not 
only to common veracity, but to human possibility. The person they represent 
me to be not only does not exist but could not possibly exist. 

Now it may be that a pen portrait of an imaginary monster with my name 
attached to it may already have taken possession of your own mind through 
your inevitable daily contact with the newspaper press. If so, please it 
with the unicorn and the dragon, the j abberwock and the bandersnatch, as a 
creature perhaps amusing but certainly entirely fabulous. If you are to get 
any good out of me you must accept me as a quite straightforward practitioner 
of the art I make my living by. Inasmuch as that living depends finally on you 
as reader or playgoer or both, I am your very faithful servant; and I should no 
more dream of pulling your leg or trifling with you or insulting you than any 
decent shopkeeper would dream of doing that to his best customers. If I make 
you laugh at yourself, remember that my business as a classic writer of 
comedies is “to chasten morals with ridicule"; and if I sometimes make you 
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A WARNING FROM THE AUTHOR 

feel like a fool, remember that I have by the same action cured your folly, just 
as the dentist cures your toothache by pulling out your tooth. And I never do 
it without giving you plenty of laughing gas. 

When you once get accustomed to ray habit of mind, which I was bom with 
and cannot help, you will not find me such bad company. But please do not 
think you can take in the work of my long lifetime at one reading. Y ou must 
make it your practice to read all my works at least twice over every year for 
ten years or so. That is why this edition is so substantially bound for you. 
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THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF 

BERNARD SHAW 

I 

WIDOWERS’ HOUSES 

BEING THE FIRST OF THREE UNPLEASANT PLAYS 


ACT I 

In the garden restaurant of a hotel at Remagen 
on the Rhine ^ on a fine afternoon in August in 
the eighteen-eighties. Looking down the Rhine 
towards Bonn, the gate leading from the garden 
to the riverside is seen on the right. The hotel is on 
the left. It has a wooden annexe with aji entrance 
marked Table dTIote, A waiter is in attendance. 

A couple of English tourists come out of the 
hotel. The younger, Dr Harry Trench, is about 
24>, stoutly built, thick in the neck, close-cropped 
and black in the hair, with undignified medical- 
student manners, frank, hasty, rather boyish. 
The other, Mr William de Burgh Cokane, is 
probably over 40, possibly 50: an ill-nourished, 
scanty-haired gentleman, with affected manners: 
fidgety, touchy, and constitutionally ridiculous in 
uncompassionate eyes. 

COKANE [on the threshold of the hotel, calling 
peremptorily to the 7vailer^ Two beers for us out 
here. [The waiter goes for the beer. Cokane 
comes into the garden\. We have secured the 
room with the best view in the hotel, Harry, 
thanks to my tact. We’ll leave in the morn- 
ing, and do Mainz and Frankfurt. There is a 
very graceful female statue in the private 
house of a nobleman in Frankfurt. Also a zoo. 
Next day, Nuremberg! finest collection of in- 
struments of torture in the world. 

TRENCH. All right. You look out the trains, 
will you? [He takes a Continental Bradshaw 
from his pocket, and tosses it on one of the 
tables]. 

COKANE [baulking himself in the act of sitting 
down] Pahl the seat is all dusty. These 
foreigners are deplorably unclean in their 
habits. 

TRENCH [buoyantly] Never mind: it dont 
matter, old chappie. Buck up, Billy, buck up. 
Enjoy yourself. [He throws Cokane into the 
chair, and sits down opposite him, taking out his 
pipe, and singing noisily] 


Pour out the Rhine wine: let it flow 
Like a free and bounding river — 

COKANE [scandalized] In the name of com- 
mon decency, Harry, will yourememberthat 
you are a Gentleman, and not a coster on 
Hampstead Heath on Bank Holiday? Would 
you dream of behaving like this in London? 

TRENCH. Oh, rot! Ive come abroad to enjoy 
myself. So would you if youd just passed an 
examination after four years in the medical 
school and walking the hospital. [He again 
bursts into song], 

COKANE [rising] Trench: either you travel 
as a gentleman, or you travel alone. This is 
what makes Englishmen unpopular on the 
Continent. It may not matter before the 
natives; but the people who came on board 
the steamer at Bonn are English. I have been 
uneasy all the afternoon about what they 
must think of us. Look at our appearance. 

TRENCH. Whats wrong with our appearance? 

COKANE. N^glig^, my dear fellow, neglig^. 
On the steamboat a little n^glig^ was quite 
en regie; but here, in this hotel, some of them 
are sure to dress for dinner; and you have 
nothing but that Norfolk jacket. How are 
they to know that you are well connected if 
you do not shew it by your costume? 

TRENCH. Pooh! the steamboat people were 
the scum of the earth: Americans and all 
sorts. They may go hang themselves, Billy. 
I shall not bother about them. [He strikes a 
match, and proceeds to light his pipe]. 

COKANE. Do drop calling me Billy in public, 
Trench. My name is Cokane. I am sure they 
were persons of consequence: you were 
struck with the distinguished appearance of 
the father yourself. 

TRENCH [soheredai once] What! those people? 
[He blows out the match and puts up his pipe], 

COKANE [following up his advantage triumph- 
antly] Here, Harry, here: at this hotel. 1 

B 
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recognized the father's umbrella in the 
hall. 

TRENCH [with a touch of genuine shame] I 
suppose I ought to have brought a change. 
But a lot of luggage is such a nuisance; and 
[rising abruptly] at all events we can go and 
have a wash. [He turns to go into the hotels but 
stops in consternation, seeing some people coming 
up to the riverside gate]. Oh, I say! Here they 
are. 

A lady and gentleman, follorved by a porter 
with some light parcels, not luggage, hut shop 
purchases, come into the garden. They are ap- 
parently father and daughter. The gentleman is 
50, tall, well preserved, and of upright carriage. 
His incisive, domineering utterance and imposing 
style, with his strong aquiline nose and resolute 
clean-shaven mouth, give him an air of import- 
ance. He wears a light grey frock-coat with silk 
linings, a white hat, and a f eld-glass slung in a 
new leather case, A self-made man, formidable to 
servants, not easily accessible to anyone. His 
daughter is a well-dressed, well-fed, good-look- 
ing, sirongminded young woman, presentahly 
ladylike, but still her father* s daughter. Never- 
theless fresh and attractive, and none the worse 
for being vital and energetic rather than delicate 
and refined. 

COKANE [quickly taking the arm of Trench, 
who is staring as if transfixed] Recollect your- 
self, Harry: presence of mind, presence of 
mind! [He strolls with him towards ike hotel. 
The waiter contes out with the beer], Kellner: 
ceci-la est notre table. Est ce que vous 
comprenez Fran^ais? 

WAITER. Yes, zare. Oil right, zare. 

THE GENTLEMAN [to his porter] Place those 
things on that table. [The porter does not 
understand], 

WAITER [interposing] Zese zhentellmen are 
using zis table, zare. Vould you mind — 

THE GENTLEMAN [severely] You should have 
told me so before. [To Cokane, with fierce con- 
descension] I regret the mistake, sir. 

COKANE. Dont mention it, my dear sir: dont 
mention it. Retain the place, I beg, 

THE GENTLEMAN [coldly turning his back on 
him] Thank you. [To the porter] Place them 
on that table. [The porter makes no movement 
until the gentleman points to the parcels and per- 
emptorily raps on another table, nearer the gate], 

PORTER. Ja wohl, gnad'g' Herr. [He puts 
down the parcels], 

THE GENTLEMAN [toMng out a handful of 
honey] Waiter. 


WAITER [awesiruclc] Yes, zare. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Tea. For two. Out here. 

WAITER. Yes, zare. [He goes into the hotel]. 

The gentleman selects a small coin from his 
handful of money, and gives it to the porter, who 
receives it with a submissive touch to his cap, and 
goes out, not daring to speak. His daughter sits 
down and opens a parcel of photographs. The 
gentleman takes out a Baedeker; places a chair 
for himself; and then, before sitting down, looks 
truculently at Cokane, as if waiting for him to 
take himself off, Cokane, not at all abashed, re- 
sumes his place at the other table with an air of 
modest good breeding, and calls to Trench, who 
is prowling irresolutely in the background, 

COKANE. Trench, my dear fellow: your beer 
is waiting for you. [He drinks], 

TRENCH [glad of the excuse to come back to 
his chair] Thank you, Cokane. [He also 
drinks]. 

COKANE. By the way, Harry, I have often 
meant to ask you: is Lady Roxdale your 
mother's sister or your father s? 

This shot tells immediately. The gentleman is 
perceptibly interested. 

TRENCH. My mother’s, of course. What put 
that into your head? 

COKANE. Nothing. I was just thinking — 
hm! She will expect you to marry, Harry: a 
doctor ought to marry. 

TRENCH. What has she got to do with it? 

COKANE. A great deal, dear boy. She looks 
forward to floating your wife in society in 
London. 

TRENCH. What rot! 

COKANE. Ah, you are young, dear boy: you 
dont know the importance of these things: 
apparently idle ceremonial trifles, really the 
springs and wheels of a great aristocratic 
system. [The waiter comes back with the tea 
things, which he brings to the gentleman s table, 
Cokane rises and addresses the gentleman]. My 
dear sir, excuse my addressing you; but I 
cannot help feeling that you prefer this table, 
and that we are in your way. 

THE GENTLEMAN [graciously] Thank you. 
Blanche: this gentleman very kindly offers 
us his table, if you would prefer it. 

BLANCHE. Oh, thanks: it makes no differ- 
ence. 

THE GENTLEMAN [to Cokane] We are fellow 
travellers, I believe, sir. 

COKANE. Fellow travellers and fellow 
countrymen. Ah, we rarely feel the charm of 
our own tongue until it reaches our ears 
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under a foreign sky. You have no doubt 
noticed that? 

THE GENTLEMAN [a Uttle puzzled] Hoi! From 
a romantic point of view, possibly, very 
possibly. As a matter of fact, the sound of 
English makes me feel at home; and I dis- 
like feeling at home when I am abroad. It is 
not precisely what one goes to the expense 
for. [He looks at Trench]. I think this gentle- 
man travelled with us also. 

CO KANE [acting as master of the ceremonies] 
My valued friend, Dr Trench. [The gentleman 
and Trench rise]. Trench, my dear fellow, 
allow me to introduce you to — er — ? [He 
looks inquiringly at the gentleman, waiting for 
the name]. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Permit me to shake your 
hand, Dr Trench. My name is Sartorius; and 
I have the honor of being known to Lady 
Roxdale, who is, I believe, a near relative of 
yours. Blanche. [She looks up]. Dr Trench. 
[They bow]. 

TRENCH. Perhaps I should introduce my 
friend Cokane to you. Mr Sartorius: Mr 
William de Burgh Cokane. [Cokane makes an 
elaborate bow. Sartorius accepts it with dignity. 
The waiter meanwhile returns with the tea things]. 

SARTORIUS [to the waiter] Two more cups. 

WAITER. Yes, zare. [He goes into the hotel]. 

BLANCHE. Do you take sugar, Mr Cokane? 

COKANE. Thank you. [To Sartorius] This is 
really too kind. Harry; bring your chair 
round. 

SARTORIUS. You are very welcome. [Trench 
brings his chair to the tea table; and they all sit 
round it. The waiter returns with two more 
cups]. 

WAITER. Table d'hote at alf pass zeex, 
zhentellmenn. Somesing else now, zare? 

SARTORIUS. No. You can go. [The waiter 
goes]. 

COKANE [very agreeably] Do you contem- 
plate a long stay here, Miss Sartorius? 

BLANCHE. We were thinking of going on to 
Rolandseck. Is it as nice as this place? 

COKANE. Harry: the Baedeker. [Trench pro- 
duces it from the other pocket]. Thank you, [He 
consults the index for Rolandseck]. 

BLANCHE. Sugar, Dr Trench? 

TRENCH. Thanks. [She hands him the cup, and 
looks meaningly at him for an instant. He looks 
down hastily, and glances apprehensively at Sar- 
torius, who is preoccupied with the bread and 
butter]. 

COKANE. Rolandseck appears to be an ex- 


tremely interesting place. [He reads] “It is 
one of the most beautiful and frequented 
spots on the river, and is surrounded with 
numerous villas and pleasant gardens, chiefly 
belonging to wealthy merchants from the 
Lower Rhine, and extending along the 
wooded slopes at the back of the village." 

BLANCHE. That sounds civilized and com- 
fortable. I vote we go there. 

SARTORIUS. Quite like our place at Sur- 
biton, my dear. 

BLANCHE. Quite. 

COKANE. You have a place down the river? 
Ah, I envy you. 

SARTORIUS. No: I have merely taken a fur- 
nished villa at Surbiton for the summer. I 
live in Bedford Square. I am a vestryman, 
and must reside in the parish. 

BLANCHE. Another cup, Mr Cokane? 

COKANE. Thank you, no. [To Sartorius] I 
presume you have been round this little 
place. Not much to see here, except the 
Apollinaris Church. 

SARTORIUS [scandalized] The what! 

COKANE. The Apollinaris Church. 

SARTORIUS. A strange name to give a 
church. Very continental, I must say. 

cocKANE. Ah, yes, yes, yes. That is where 
our neighbors fall short sometimes, Mr Sar- 
torius. Taste! taste is what they occasionally 
fail in. But in this instance they are not to 
blame. The water is called after the church, 
not the church after the water. 

SARTORIUS if this were an extenuating cir- 
cumstance, but not a complete excuse] I am glad 
to hear it. Is the church a celebrated one? 

COKANE. Baedeker stars it. 

SARTORIUS [respectfully] Oh, in that case I 
should like to see it. 

COKANE [reading] “ — erected in 1839 by 
Zwirner, the late eminent architect of the 
cathedral of Cologne, at the expense of Count 
Fiirstenberg-Stammheim. " 

SARTORIUS [much impressed] We must cer- 
tainly see that, Mr Cokane. I had no idea 
that the architect of Cologne cathedral lived 
so recently. 

BLANCHE. Dont let us bother about any 
more churches, papa: theyre all the same. 
I’m tired to death of them. 

SARTORIUS. Well, my dear, if you think it 
sensible to take a long and expensive journey 
to see what there is to be seen, and then go 
away without seeing it — 

BLANCHE. Not this aftcmoon, papa, please. 
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SARTORius. My dear: I should like you to 
see everything. It is part of your education — 

BLANCHE \risingi with a petulant sigh] Oh, my 
education! Very well, very well: I suppose I 
must go through with it. Are you coming, 
Dr Trench? [With a grimace] I’m sure the 
Johannis Church will be a treat for you. 

coKANE [laughing softly and archly] Ah, ex- 
cellent, excellent: very good indeed. [iSm- 
ously] But do you know, Miss Sartorius, there 
actually are Johannis churches here — several 
of them — as well as Apollinaris ones? 

SARTORIUS [sententiouslyi taking out his field- 
glass and leading the way to the gate] There is 
many a true word spoken in jest, Mr Cokane. 

COKANE [accompanying him] How true! How 
true! 

They go out together, ruminating profoundly, 
Dla?iche makes no movement to follow them. She 
watches until they are safely out of sight, and 
then posts herself before Trench, looking at him 
with an enigmatic smile, which he returns with a 
half sheepish, half conceited grin, 

BLANCHE. Well! So you hav e done it at last. 

TRENCH. Yes. At least Cokane *s done it. 
I told you he’d manage it. He’s rather an ass 
in some ways; but he has tremendous tact. 

BLANCHE [contemptuously] Tact! Thats not 
tact: thats inquisitiveness. Inquisitive people 
always have a lot of practice in getting into 
conversation with strangers. Why didnt you 
speak to my father yourself on the boat? You 
were ready enough to speak to me without 
any introduction. 

TRENCH. I didnt particularly want to talk to 
him. 

BLANCHE. It didnt occur to you, I suppose, 
that you put me in a false position by that. 

TRENCH. Oh, I dont see that, exactly. 
Besides, your father isnt an easy man to 
tackle. Of course, now that I know him, I see 
that he’s pleasant enough; but then youve 
got to know him first, havnt you? 

BLANCHE [impatiently] Everybody is afraid 
of papa: I’m sure I dont know why, [She sits 
down again, pouting a Utile], 

TRt.NCH [tenderly] However, it’s all right 
now: isnt it? [He sits near her], 

BLANCHE [sharply] I dont know. How should 
I? You had no right to speak to me that day 
on board the steamer. You thought I was 
alone, because [with false pathos] I had no 
mother with me. 

TRENCH [protesting] Oh, I say! Come! It was 
you who spoke to me. Of course I was only 


too glad of the chance; but on my word I 
shouldnt have moved an eyelid if you hadnt 
given me a lead. 

BLANCHE. I only asked you the name of a 
castle. There was nothing unladylike in that. 

TRENCH. Of course not. Why shouldnt you? 
[With renewed tenderness] But it’s all right 
now: isnt it? 

BLANCHE [softly, looking subtly at him] Is it? 

TRENCH [suddenly becoming shy] I — I sup- 
pose so. By the way, what about the Apolli- 
naris Church? Yourfather expects us to follow 
him, doesnt he? 

BLANCHE [with supprcsscd resentment] Dont 
let me detain you if you wish to see it. 

TRENCH. Wont you come? 

BLANCHE. No. tums her face away 

moodily], 

TRENCH [alarmed] I say: youre not offended, 
are you? [She looks round at him for a moment 
with a reproachful film on her eyes], Blanche. 

bristles instantly; overdoes it; and frightens 
him], I beg your pardon for calling you by 
your name; but I — er — [She corrects her mis- 
take by softening her expression eloquently. He 
responds with a gush] You d o n t mind, do you? 
I felt sure you wouldnt, somehow. Well, look 
here. I have no idea how you will receive this; 
it must seem horribly abrupt; but the circum- 
stances do not admit of — the fact is, my utter 
want of tact — [he founders more and more, un- 
able to see that she can hardly contain her eager- 
ness], Now, if it were Cokane — 

BLANCHE [impatiently] Cokane! 

TRENCH [terrified] No, not Cokane. Though 
I assure you I was only going to say about 
him that — 

BLANCHE. That he will be be back presently 
with papa. 

TRENCH [stupidly] Yes: they cant be very 
long now. I hope I’m not detaining you. 

BLANCHE. I thought you were detaining 
me because you had something to say. 

TRENCH [totally unnerved] Not at all. At 
least, nothing very particular. That is. I’m 
afraid you wouldnt think it very particular. 
Another time, perhaps — 

BLANCHE. What other time? How do you 
know that we shall ever meet again? [Desper^ 
ately] Tell me now. I w a n t you to tell me now. 

TRENCH. Well, I was thinking that if we 
could make up our minds to — or not to — at 
least — er — [His nervousness deprives him of the 
power of speecK], 

BLANCHE [giving him up as hopeless] I dont 
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think theres much danger of y o u r making up 
your mind, Dr Trench. 

TRENCH {stammering] I only thought — {He 
stops and looks at her piteously. She hesitates a 
moment, and then puts her hands into his tvith 
cakulaied impulsiveness. He snatches her into 
his arms with a cry of relief]. Dear Blanche! I 
thought I should never have said it. I believe 
I should have stood stuttering here all day if 
you hadnt helped me out with it. 

BLANCHE [indignantly trying to break loose 
from him] I didnt help you out with it. 

TRENCH {holding her] I dont mean that you 
did it on purpose, of course. Only instinct- 
ively. 

BLANCHE {still a little anxious] But you havnt 
said anything. 

TRENCH. What more can I say than this? 
{He kisses her agairi], 

BLANCHE {overcome by the kiss, but holding on 
to her point] But Harry — 

TRENCH {delighted at the name] Y es. 

BLANCHE. When shall we be married? 

TRENCH. At the first church we meet: the 
Apollinaris Church, if you like. 

BLANCHE. No, but seriously. This is serious, 
Harry: you musnt joke about it. 

TRENCH {looking suddenly round to the river- 
side gate and quickly releasing her] Sh! Here 
they are back again. 

BLANCHE- Oh, d — {The word is drowned by 
the clangor of a hell from within the hotel. The 
waiter appears on the steps, ringing it. Cokane 
and Sartorius are seen returning by ike river 
gate]. 

WAITER. Table d’h6te in dwendy minutes, 
ladies and zhentellmenn. {He goes into the 
hotel], 

SARTORIUS {gravely] I intended you to ac- 
company us, Blanche. 

BLANCHE. Yes, papa. We were just about 
to start. 

SARTORIUS. We are rather dusty: we must 
make ourselves presentable at the table 
d*h6te. I think you had better come in with 
me, my child. Come. 

He offers Blanche his arm. The gravity of his 
manner overawes them all. Blanche silently takes 
his arm and goes into the hotel with him, Cokane, 
hardly less momentous than Sartorius himself, 
cmt^plates Trench with the severity of a judge, 

COKANE [w/M reprobation] No, my dear boy. 
No, no. Never. I blush for you. I was never so 
ashamed in my life. You have been taking 
advantage of that unprotected girl. 


TRENCH {hotly] Cokane! 

COKANE {inexorable] Her father seems to be 
a perfect gentleman. I obtained the privilege 
of his acquaintance: I introduced you: I 
allowed him to believe that he might leave 
his daughter in your charge with absolute 
confidence. And what did I see on our return? 
what did her father see? Oh, Trench, Trench! 
No, my dear fellow, no, no. Bad taste, Harry, 
bad form! 

TRENCH. Stuff! There was nothing to see. 

COKANE. Nothing to see! She, a perfect 
lady, a person of the highest breeding, actu- 
ally in your arms; and you say there was 
nothing to seel with a waiter there actually 
ringing a heavy bell to call attention to his 
presence! {Lecturing him with redoubled severity] 
Have you no principles, Trench? Have you 
no religious convictions? Have you no ac- 
quaintance with the usages of society? You 
actually kissed — 

TRENCH. You didnt see me kiss her. 

COKANE. We not only saw but heard it: 
the report positively reverberated down 
the Rhine. Dont condescend to subterfuge, 
Trench. 

TRENCH. Nonsense, my dear Billy. You — 

COKANE, There you go again. Dont use that 
low abbreviation. How am I to preserve the 
respect of fellow travellers of position and 
wealth, if I am to be Billied at every turn? 
My name is William: William de Burgh Co- 
kane. 

TRENCH. Oh, bother! There: dont be of- 
fended, old chap. Whats the use of putting 
your back up at every trifle? It comes natural 
to me to call you Billy: it suits you, some- 
how. 

COKANE {mortified] You have no delicacy of 
feeling, Trench: no tact. I never mention it 
to any one; but nothing, I am afraid, will ever 
make a true gentleman of you. {Sartorius ap- 
pears on the threshold of the hotel]. Here is my 
friend Sartorius, coming, no doubt, to ask you 
for an explanation of your conduct. I really 
should not have been surprised to see him 
bring a horsewhip with him. I shall not in- 
trude on the painful scene. 

TRENCH. Dont go, confound it. I dont want 
to meet him alone just now. 

COKANE {shaking his head] Delicacy, Harry, 
delicacy! Good taste! Savoir faire! {He walks 
away. Trench tries to escape in the opposite 
directio7i by strolling off towards the garden 
entrance]. 
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SARTORius [mesmerically] Dr Trench. 

TRENCH [stopping and turning Oh, is that 
you, Mr Sartorius? How did you find the 
church? 

SarioriuSy without a wordy points to a seat 
Trench y half hypnotized by his own nervousness 
and the impressiveness of Sartorius, sits down 
helplessly, 

SARTORIUS [also Seating himself] You have 
been speaking to my daughter. Dr Trench. 

TRENCH [with an attempt at ease of manner] 
Yes: we had a conversation — quite a chat, 
in fact — while you were at the church with 
Cokane. How did you get on with Cokane, 
Mr Sartorius? I always think he has such 
wonderful tact. 

SARTORIUS [ignoring the digression] I have 
just had a word with my daughter, Dr 
Trench; and I find her under the impression 
that something has passed between you 
which it is my duty as a father — the father 
of a motherless girl — to inquire into at once. 
My daughter, perhaps foolishly, has taken 
you quite seriously; and — 

TRENCH. But — 

SARTORIUS. One moment, if you will be 
so good. I have been a young man myself: 
younger, perhaps, than you would suppose 
from my present appearance. I mean, of 
course, in character. If you were not serious — 

TRENCH [ingenuously] But I was perfectly 
serious. I want to marry your daughter, Mr 
Sartorius. I hope you dont object. 

SARTORIUS [condescending to Trench's hu- 
mility from the mere instinct to seize an advan- 
tage, and yet deferring to Lady Roxdale's re- 
lative So far, no. I may say that your pro- 
posal seems to be an honourable and straight- 
forward one, and that it is very gratifying to 
me personally. 

TRENCH [agreeably surprised] Then I sup- 
pose we may consider the affair as settled. 
It’s really very good of you. 

SARTORIUS. Gently, Dr Trench, gently. 
Such a transaction as this cannot be settled 
off-hand. • 

TRENCH. Not off-hand, no. There are settle- 
ments and things, of course. But it may be 
regarded as settled between ourselves, 
maynt it? 

SARTORIUS. Hm! Have you nothing further 
to mention? 

TRENCH. Only that — that — No: I dont 
know that I have, except that I love — 

SARTORIUS [interrupting] Anything about 


your family, for example? You do not antici- 
pate any objection on their part, do you? 

TRENCH. Oh, they have nothing to do with 
it. 

SARTORIUS [warmly] Excuse me, sir: they 
have a great deal to do with it. [Trench is 
abashed], I am resolved that my daughter 
shall approach no circle in which she will not 
be received with the full consideration to 
which her education and her breeding [here 
his self-control slips a Utile; and he repeats, as 
if Trench had contradicted him] — I say, her 
breeding — entitle her. 

TRENCH [bewildered] Of course not. But 
what makes you think my family wont like 
Blanche? Of course my father was a younger 
son; and Ive had to take to a profession and 
all that; so my people wont expect us to 
entertain them: they 11 know we cant afford 
it. But theyll entertain us: they always ask 
me. 

SARTORIUS. That wont do for me, sir. 
Families often think it due to themselves to 
turn their backs on newcomers whom they 
may not think quite good enough for them. 

TRENCH. But I assure you my people arnt 
a bit snobbish. Blanche is a lady: thatll be 
good enough for them. 

SARTORIUS [moved] I am glad you think so. 
[lie offers his hand. Trench, astonished, takes 
I think so myself. [He presses Trench's hand 
gratefully and releases it]. And now. Dr 
Trench, since you have acted handsomely, 
you shall have no cause to complain of me. 
There shall be no difficulty about money: 
you shall entertain as much as you please: I 
will guarantee all that. But I must have a 
guarantee on my side that she will be re- 
ceived on equal terms by your family. 

TRENCH. Guarantee! 

SARTORIUS. Yes, a reasonable guarantee. I 
shall expect you to write to your relatives 
explaining your intention, and adding what 
you think proper as to my daughter’s fitness 
for the best society. When you can shew me 
a few letters from the principal members of 
your family, congratulating you in a fairly 
cordial way, I shall be satisfied. Can I say 
more? 

TRENCH [much puzzled, but grateful] No in- 
deed. You are really very good. Many thanks. 
Since you wish it. I’ll write to my people. 
But I assure you youll find them as jolly as 
possible over it. I’ll make them write by re- 
turn. 
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SARTORius. Thank you. In the meantime, 
I must ask you not to regard the matter as 
settled. 

TRENCH. Oh! Not to regard the — I see. You 
mean between Blanche and — 

SARTORIUS. I mean between you and Miss 
Sartorius. When I interrupted your conversa- 
tion here some time ago, you and she were 
evidently regarding it as settled. In case 
difficulties arise, and the match — you see I 
call it a match — is broken off, I should not 
wish Blanche to think that she had allowed 
a gentleman to — to — [Trench nods sym- 
pathetically^ Quite so. May I depend on you 
to keep a fair distance, and so spare me the 
necessity of having to restrain an intercourse 
which promises to be very pleasant to us 
all? 

TRENCH. Certainly; since you prefer it. 
[They shake hands on it\. 

SARTORIUS [rising\ You will write today, I 
think you said? 

TRENCH [eagerly'] I’ll write now, before I 
leave here: straight off. 

SARTORIUS. I will leave you to yourself then. 
[lie hesitates^ the conversation having made him 
self-conscious and embarrassed; then recovers 
himself with an effort ^ and adds with dignity , 
as he turns to go] I am pleased to have come 
to an understanding with you. [He goes into 
the hotel; and Cokane, who has been hanging 
about inquisitively, emerges from the shrubbery], 

TRENCH [excitedly] Billy, old chap: youre just 
in time to do me a favor. I want you to draft 
a letter for me to copy out. 

coKANE. I came with you on this tour as a 
friend. Trench: not as a secretary. 

TRENCH. Well, youll write as a friend. It’s 
to my Aunt Maria, about Blanche and me. 
To tell her, you know. 

COKANE. Tell her about Blanche and you! 
Tell her about your conduct! Betray you, my 
friend; and forget that I am vn*iting to a 
lady? Never! 

TRENCH. Bosh, Billy: dont pretend you dont 
understand. We’re engaged: engaged, my 
boy! what do you think of that? I must write 
by tonight’s post. You are the man to tell 
me what to say. Come, old chap [coaxing him 
to sit down at one of the tables]', heres a pencil. 
Have you a bit of — oh, here: thisll do: write 
it on the back of the map. [He tears the map 
out of his Baedeker and spreads it face down- 
wards on the table, Cokane takes the pencil and 
prepares to write], Thats right. Thanks awfully. 


old chap. Now fire away. [Anxiously] Be care- 
ful how you word it though, Cokane. 

COKANE [putting down the pencil] If you 
doubt my ability to express myself becom- 
ingly to Lady Roxdale — 

TRENCH [propitiating him] All right, old 
fellow, all right: theres not a man alive who 
could do it half so well as you. I only wanted 
to explain. You see, Sartorius has got it into 
his head, somehow, that my people will snub 
Blanche; and he wont consent unless they 
send letters and invitations and congratula- 
tions and the deuce knows what not. So just 
put it in such a way that Aunt Maria will 
write by return saying she is delighted, and 
asking us — Blanche and me, you know — to 
stay with her, and so forth. You know what 
I mean. Just tell her all about it in a chatty 
way; and — 

COKANE [crushingly] If you will tell m e all 
about it in a chatty way, I daresay I can 
communicate it to Lady Roxdale with be- 
coming delicacy. What is Sartorius? 

TRENCH [taken aback] I dont know: I didnt 
ask. It’s a sort of question you cant very well 
put to a man — at least a man like him. Do 
you think you could word the letter so as to 
pass all that over? I really dont like to ask 
him. 

COKANE. I can pass it over if you wish. 
Nothing easier. But if you think Lady Rox- 
dale will pass it over, I differ from you. I may 
be wrong: no doubt I am. I generally am 
wrong, I believe; but that is my opinion. 

TRENCH [much perplexed] Oh, confound it! 
What the deuce am I to do? Cant you say 
he’s a gentleman: that wont commit us to 
anything. If you dwell on his being well off, 
and Blanche an only child. Aunt Maria will 
be satisfied. 

COKANE. Henry Trench: when will you be- 
gin to get a little sense? This is a serious 
business. Act responsibly, Harry: act re- 
sponsibly. 

TRENCH. Bosh! Dont be moral! 

COKANE. I am not moral. Trench. At least 
I am not a moralist: that is the expression I 
should have used. Moral, but not a moralist. 
If you are going to get money with your wife, 
doesnt it concern your family to know how 
that money was made? Doesnt it concern you 
— you, Harry? [Trench looks at him helplessly, 
twisting his fingers nervously, Cokane throws 
down the pencil and leans back with ostentatious 
indifference]. Of course it is no business of 
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mine: I only throw out the suggestion. Sar- 
torius may be a retired burglar for all I 
know. \Sariortus and Blanche, ready for dinner, 
come from the hotel], 

TRENCH. Sh! Here they come. Get the 
letter finished before dinner, like a good old 
chappie: I shall be awfully obliged to you. 

COKANE [impatiently] Leave me, leave me: 
you disturb me. [He waves him off, and begins 
to write], 

TRENCH [humbly and gratefully] Yes, old 
chap. Thanks awfully. [By this time Blanche 
has left her father, and is strolling off towards 
the riverside. Sartorius comes down the garden, 
Baedeker in hand, and sits near Cohane, reading. 
Trench addresses him]. You wont mind my 
taking Blanche in to dinner, I hope, sir? 

SARTORIUS. By all means, Dr Trench. Pray 
do so. [He graciously waves him off to join 
Blanche, Trench hurries after her through the 
gate. The light reddens as the Rhenish sunset 
begins, Cohane, making wry faces in the agonies 
of composition, is disconcerted to find Sartorius* s 
eye upon him], 

SARTORIUS. I do not disturb you, I hope, 
Mr Cokane. 

COKANE. By no means. Our friend Trench 
hfas entrusted me with a difficult and delicate 
task. He has requested me, as a friend of the 
family, to write to them on a subject that 
concerns you. 

SARTORIUS. Indeed, Mr Cokane! Well, the 
communication could not be in better hands. 

COKANE [with an air of modesty] Ah, that is 
going too far, my dear sir, too far. Still, you 
see what Trench is. A capital fellow in his 
way, Mr Sartorius, an excellent young fellow. 
But family communications like these require 
good manners. They require tact; and tact 
is Trench's weak point. He has an excellent 
heart, but no tact: none whatever. Every- 
thing depends on the way the matter is put 
to Lady Roxdale. But as to that, you may 
rely on me. I understand the sex. 

SARTORIUS. Well, however she may receive 
it — and care as little as any man, Mr 
Cokane, how people may choose to receive 
me — I trust I may at least have the pleasure 
of seeing you sometimes at my house when 
we return to England. 

COKANE [ofverrvhelmedl] My dear sir! You 
express yourself in the true spirit of an 
English gentleman. 

SARTORIUS. Not at all. You will always be 
«nost welcome. But I fear I have disturbed 


you in the composition of your letter. Pray 
resume it. I shall leave you to yourself. [He 
pretends to rise, but checks himself to add[] Un- 
less indeed I can assist you in any way? by 
clearing up any point on which you are not 
informed, for instance? or even, if I may so 
far presume on my years, giving you the 
benefit of my experience as to the best way 
of wording the matter? [Cokane looks a little 
surprised at this, Sartorius looks hard at him, 
and continues deliberately and meaningly] I 
shall always be happy to help any friend of 
Dr Trench's, in any way, to the best of my 
ability and of my means. 

COKANE. My dear sir: you are really very 
good. Trench and I were putting our heads 
together over the letter just now; and there 
certainly were one or two points on which 
we were a little in the dark. [Scrupulously] 
But I would not permit Harry to question 
you. No. I pointed out to him that, as a 
matter of taste, it would be more delicate 
to wait until you volunteered the necessary 
information. 

SARTORIUS. Hm! May I ask what you have 
said, so far? 

COKANE. ‘‘My dear Aunt Maria." That is, 
Trench's dear Aunt Maria, my friend Lady 
Roxdale. You understand that I am only 
drafting a letter for Trench to copy. 

SARTORIUS. Quite so. Will you proceed; or 
would it help you if I were to suggest a word 
or two? 

COKANE [effusively] Your suggestions will 
be most valuable, my dear sir, most wel- 
come. 

SARTORIUS. I think I should begin in some 
such way as this. "In travelling with my 
friend Mr Cokane up the Rhine — " 

COKANE [murmuring as he mites] Invaluable, 
invaluable. The very thing. ‘‘ — my friend 
Mr Cokane up the Rhine — " 

SARTORIUS. ‘T have made the acquaintance 
of" — or you may say ‘‘picked up," or ‘‘come 
across," if you think that would suit your 
friend's style better. We must not be too 
formal. 

COKANE. "Picked up"! oh no: too d^gag^, 
Mr Sartorius, too d^gag^. I should say "had 
the privilege of becoming acquainted with." 

SARTORIUS [quickly] By no means: Lady 
Roxdale must judge of that for herself. Let 
it stand as I said. ‘‘I have made the acquaint- 
ance of a young lady, the daughter of — " [He 
hesitates]. 
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coKANE \rvnling\ “acquaintance of a young 
lady, the daughter of" — yes? 

SARTORius. “of" — you had better say “a 
gentleman." 

coKANE [surprised] Of course. 

SARTORIUS [ivith sudden passion] It is not of 
course, sir. [Cokane, startled, looks at him with 
dawning suspicion. Sartorius recovers himself 
somewhat shamefacedly]. Hm! “ — of a gentle- 
man of considerable wealth and position — " 

COKANE [echoing him with a new note of cold- 
ness in his voice as he writes the last words] 
“ — and position" 

SARTORIUS. “which, however, he has made 
entirely for himself." [Cokane, now fully en- 
lightened, stares at him instead of writing]. 
Have you written that? 

COKANE [expanding into an attitude of patron- 
age and encouragement] Ah, indeed. Quite so, 
quite so. [He writes] “ — entirely for himself." 
Just so. Proceed, Sartorius, proceed. Very 
clearly expressed. 

SARTORIUS. “The young lady will inherit 
the bulk of her father’s fortune, and will be 
liberally treated on her marriage. Her educa- 
tion has been of the most expensive and com- 
plete kind obtainable; and her surroundings 
have been characterized by the strictest re- 
finement. She is in every essential particu- 
lar—" 

COKANE [interrupting] Excuse the remark; 
but dont you think this is rather too much in 
the style of a prospectus of the young lady? 
I throw out the suggestion as a matter of 
taste. 

SARTORIUS [troubled] Perhaps you are right. 
I am of course not dictating the exact 
words; — 

COKANE. Of course not: of course not. 

SARTORIUS. — but I desire that there may 
be no wrong impression as to my daughter s 
— er — breeding. As to myself — 

COKANE. Oh, it will be sufficient to mention 
your profession, or pursuits, or — [lie pauses; 
and they look pretty hard at one another]. 

SARTORIUS [very deliberately] My income, 
sir, is derived from the rental of a very ex- 
tensive real estate in London. Lady Roxdale 
is one of the head landlords; and Dr Trench 
holds a mortgage from which, if I mistake 
not, his entire income is derived. The truth is, 
Mr G)kane, I am quite well acquainted with 
Dr Trench’s position and affairs; and I have 
long desired to know him personally. 

COKANE [again obsequious, but still inquisiiivel 


What a remarkable coincidence! In what 
quarter is the estate situated, did you 
say? 

SARTORIUS. In London, sir. Its manage- 
ment occupies as much of my time as is not de- 
voted to the ordinary pursuits of a gentleman. 
[lie rises and takes out his card case]. The rest I 
leave to your discretion. [He leaves a card on 
the table]. That is my address at Surbiton. If 
it should unfortunately happen, Mr Cokane, 
that this leads to nothing but a disappoint- 
ment for Blanche, probably she would rather 
not see you afterwards. But if all turns out as 
we hope, Dr Trench’s best friends will then 
be our best friends. 

COKANE [rising and confronting Sartorius con- 
fdently, pencil and paper in hand] Rely on me, 
Mr Sartorius. The letter is already finished 
here [pointing to his brain]. In five minutes it 
will be finished there [He pomts to the paper; 
nods to emphasize the assertion; and begins to 
pace up and down the garden, writing, and tap- 
ping his forehead from time to time as he goes, 
with every appearance of severe intellectual exer- 
tion]. 

SARTORIUS [calling through the gate after a 
glance at his watch] Blanche. 

BLANCHE [replying in the distance] Yes? 

SARTORIUS. Time, my dear. [He goes into the 
table d'hdte]. 

BLANCHE [nearer] Coming. comes back 
through the gate followed by Trench]. 

TRENCH [in a half whisper, as Blanche goes 
tonmrds the table d'hote] Blanche: stop. One 
moment. We must be careful 

when your father is by. I had to promise him 
not to regard anything as settled until I hear 
from my people at home. 

BLANCHE [chilled] Oh, I see. Your family 
may object to me; and then it will be all over 
between us. They are almost sure to. 

TRENCH [anxiously] Dont say that, Blanche: 
it sounds as if you didnt care. I hope you 
regard it as settled. You havnt made any 
promise, you know. 

BLANCHE [earnestly] Yes, I have: / promised 
papa too. But I have broken my promise for 
your sake. I suppose I am not so conscien- 
tious as you. And if the matter is not to be 
regarded as settled, family or no family, pro- 
mise or no promise, let us break it off here 
and now. 

TRENCH [intoxicaied with affection] Blanche: 
on my most sacred honor, family or no family, 
promise or no promise — [ The waiter reappears 
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at the table d'hote entrance^ ringing his hell\. 
Damn that noise! 

coKANE he comes to them ^ Nourishing the 
letter^ Finished, dear boy, finished. Done to a 
turn, punctually to the second, C*est fini, 
mon cher gar^on, c*est fini. returns\ 

SARTORius. Will you take Blanche in, Dr 
Trench? [Trench takes Blanche in to the table 
d'hote]. Is the letter finished, Mr Cokane? 

COKANE [with an author's pride, handing his 
draft to Sartorius] There! [Sar^ortws reads it, 
nodding gravely over it with complete approval], 

SARTORIUS [returning the draft] Thank you, 
Mr Cokane. You have the pen of a ready 
w^riter. 

COKANE [a^ they go in together] Not at all, 
not at all. A little tact, Mr Sartorius, a little 
knowledge of the world, a little experience 
of women — [They disappear into the annexe], 

ACT II 

In the library of a handsomely appomted villa 
at Surbiton on a sunny forenoon in September, 
Sartorius is busy at a writing table littered with 
business letters. The fireplace, decorated for 
summer, is close behind him: the window is in 
the opposite 7vall, Between the table and the win- 
dow Blanche, in her prettiest frock, sits reading 
The Queen, The door is in the middle. All the 
walls are lined with shelves of smartly tooled 
books, fitting into their places like bricks. 

SARTORIUS. Blanche. 

BLANCHE. Yes, papa. 

SARTORIUS. I have some news here. 

BLANCHE. What is it? 

SARTORIUS. I mean news for you — from 
Trench. 

BLANCHE [with affected indifference] Indeed? 

SARTORIUS. “Indeed?”! Is that all you have 
to say to me? Oh, very well. 

He resumes his work. Silence. 

BLANCHE. What do his people say, papa? 

SARTORIUS. His people? I dont know. [5^i7/ 

Another pause. 

BLANCHE. What does he say? 

SARTORIUS. He! He says nothing. [He folds 
a letter leisurely, and looks for the envelope]. He 
prefers to communicate the result of his — 
where did I put? — oh, here. Yes: he prefers 
to communicate the result in person. 

BLANCHE [springing up] Oh, papa! When is 
he coming? 

SARTORIUS. If he walks from the station, 


he may arrive in the course of the next half- 
hour. If he drives, he may be here at any 
moment. 

BLANCHE [making hastily for the door] Oh! 

SARTORIUS. Blanche. 

BLANCHE. Yes, papa. 

SARTORIUS. You will of course not meet 
him until he has spoken to me. 

BLANCHE [hypocritically]Oi course not, papa. 

I shouldnt have thought of such a thing. 

SARTORIUS. That is all. [She is going, when 
he puts out his hand, and says with fatherly 
emotion] My dear child. [SAe responds by going 
over to kiss him, A tap at the door]. Come in. 

Lickcheese enters, carrying a black handbag. 
He is a shabby, needy man, with dirty face and 
linen, scrubby beard and whiskers, going bald. 
A nervous, iviry, pertinacious human terrier, 
judged by his mouth and eyes, but miserably 
apprehejisive and servile before Sartorius. He 
bids Blanche “Good morning, miss”; and she 
passes out with a slight and contemptuous recog- 
nition of him. 

LICKCHEESE. Good moming, sir. 

SARTORIUS [harsh and peremptory] Good 
morning. 

LICKCHEESE [talcing a little sack of money from 
his bag] Not much this morning, sir. I have 
just had the honor of making Dr Trenches 
acquaintance, sir. 

SARTORIUS [looking up from his writing, dis- 
pleased] Indeed? 

LICKCHEESE. Yes, sir. Dr Trench asked his 
way of me, and was kind enough to drive me 
from the station, 

SARTORIUS. Where is he, then? 

LICKCHEESE. I left him in the hall, with his 
friend, sir. I should think he is speaking to 
Miss Sartorius. 

SARTORIUS. Hm! What do you mean by his 
friend? 

LICKCHEESE. There is a Mr Cokane with 
him, sir. 

SARTORIUS. I see you have been talking 
to him, eh? 

LICKCHEESE. As we drove along: yes, sir. 

SARTORIUS [sharply] Why did you not come 
by the nine o’clock train? 

LICKCHEESE. I thought — 

SARTORIUS. It cannot be helped now; so 
never mind what you thought. But do not 
put off my business again to the last moment. 
Has there been any further trouble about 
the St Giles property? 

LICKCHEESE. The Sanitary Inspector has 
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been complaining again about No. 13 
Robbins's Row. He says he’ll bring it before 
the vestry. 

SARTORius. Did you tell him that I am on 
the vestry.^ 

LicKCHEESE. Yes, sir. 

SARTORIUS. What did he say to that? 

LICKCHEESE. Said he supposed so, or you 
wouldnt dare to break the law so scand’lous. 
I only tell you what he said. 

SARTORIUS. Hm! Do you know his name? 

LICKCHEESE. Yes, sir. Speakman. 

SARTORIUS. Write it down in the diary for 
the day of the next meeting of the Health 
Committee. I will teach Mr Speakman his 
duty to members of the vestry. 

LICKCHEESE \douhtfulli/\ The vestry cant 
hurt him, sir. He’s under the Local Govern- 
ment Board. 

SARTORIUS. I did not ask you that. Let me 
see the books. [Lickcheese produces the rent 
hook, and hands it to Sartorius; then makes the 
desired entry in the diary on the table, watching 
Sartorius with misgiving as the rent hook is 
examined, Sartorius rises, frowning\ One 
pound four for repairs to number thirteen! 
What does this mean? 

LICKCHEESE. Well, sir, it was the staircase 
on the third floor. It was downright danger- 
ous: there werent but three whole steps in it, 
and no handrail. I thought it best to have a 
few boards put in. 

SARTORIUS. Boards! Firewood, sir, firewood! 
They will burn every stick of it. You have 
spent twenty-four shillings of my money on 
firewood for them. 

LICKCHEESE. There ought to be stone 
stairs, sir: it would be a saving in the long 
run. The clergyman says — 

SARTORIUS. What! Who says? 

LICKCHEESE. The clergyman, sir, only the 
clergyman. Not that I make much account 
of him; but if you knew how he has worried 
me over that staircase — 

SARTORIUS. I am an Englishman; and I will 
suffer no priest to interfere in my business. 
[He turns suddenly on Lickcheese], Now look 
here, Mr Lickcheese! This is the third time 
this year that you have brought me a bill of 
over a pound for repairs. I have warned you 
repeatedly against dealing with these tene- 
ment houses as if they were mansions in a 
West-End square. I have had occasion to 
warn you too against discussing my affairs 
with strangers. You have chosen to disre- 


gard my wishes. You are discharged. 

LICKCHEESE [dismayed] Oh, sir, dont say that. 

SARTORIUS [fercely] You are discharged. 

LICKCHEESE. Well, Mr Sartorius, it is hard, 
so it is. No man alive could have screwed 
more out of them poor destitute devils for 
you than I have, or spent less in doing it. I 
have dirtied my hands at it until theyre not 
fit for clean work hardly; and now you turn 
me — 

SARTORIUS [interrupting him menacingly] 
What do you mean by dirtying your hands? 
If I find that you have stepped an inch out- 
side the letter of the law, Mr Lickcheese, I 
will prosecute you myself. The way to keep 
your hands clean is to gain the confidence of 
your employers. You will do well to bear that 
in mind in your next situation. 

THE PARLORMAID [opening the door] Mr 

Trench and Mr Cokane. 

Cokane and Trench come in: Trench festively 
dressed and in buoyant spirits: Cokane highly 
self-satisfied, 

SARTORIUS. How do you do. Dr Trench? 
Good morning, Mr Cokane. I am pleased to 
see you here. Mr Lickcheese: you will place 
your accounts and money on the table: I will 
examine them and settle with you presently. 

Lickcheese retires to the table, and begins to 
arrange his accounts, greatly depressed. The 
parlormaid withdraws, 

TRENCH [glancing at Lickcheese] I hope we’re 
not in the way. 

SARTORIUS. By no means. Sit down, pray. 
I fear you have been kept waiting. 

TRENCH [taking Blanche's chair] Not at all. 
Weve only just come in. [He takes out a packet 
of letters, and begins untying them], 

COKANE [going to a chair nearer the window, 
but stopping to look admiri^igly round before 
sitting down] You must be happy here with 
all these books, Mr Sartorius. A literary 
atmosphere. 

SARTORIUS [resuming his seat] I have not 
looked into them. They are pleasant for 
Blanche occasionally when she wishes to 
read. I chose the house because it is on 
gravel. The death-rate is very low. 

TRENCH [triumphantly] I have any amount 
of letters for you. All my people are de- 
lighted that I am going to settle. Aunt Maria 
wants Blanche to be married from her house. 
[He hands Sartorius a letter], 

SARTORIUS. Aunt Maria? 

COKANE. Lady Roxdale, my dear sir: he 
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means Lady Roxdale. Do express yourself 
with a little more tact, my dear fellow. 

TRENCH. Lady Roxdale, of course. Uncle 
Harry — 

coKANE. Sir Harry Trench. His godfather, 
my dear sir, his godfather. 

TRENCH. Just so. The pleasantest fellow for 
his age you ever met. He offers us his house 
at St Andrews for a couple of months, if we 
care to pass our honeymoon there. [He hands 
Sartorius another letter], It*s the sort of house 
nobody can live in, you know; but it*s a nice 
thing for him to offer. Dont you think so? 

SARTORIUS [dissembling a thrill at the titles] 
No doubt. These seem very gratifying. Dr 
Trench. 

TRENCH. Yes, arnt they? Aunt Maria has 
really behaved like a brick. If you read the 
postscript youll see she spotted Cokane s 
hand in my letter. [Chuckling] He wrote it for 
me. 

SARTORIUS [glancing at Cokane] Indeed! Mr 
Cokane evidently did it with great tact. 

COKANE [returning the glance] Dont mention 
it. 

TRENCH [gleefully] Well, what do you say 
now, Mr Sartorius? May we regard the 
matter as settled at last? 

SARTORIUS. Quite settled. [He rises and 
offers his hand. Trench ^ glowing with gratitude ^ 
rises and shakes it vehemently , unable to find 
words for his feelings], 

COKANE [coming between them]. Allow me to 
congratulate you both, [He shakes hands with 
the two at the same time], 

SARTORIUS. And now, gentlemen, I have a 
word to say to my daughter. Dr Trench; you 
will not, I hope, grudge me the pleasure of 
breaking this news to her; I have had to dis- 
appoint her more than once since I last saw 
you. Will you excuse me for ten minutes? 

COKANE [in a fiush of friendly protest] My 
dear sir; can you ask? 

TRENCH. Certainly. 

SARTORIUS. Thank you. [He goes out], 

TRENCH [fhuckling again] He wont have any 
news Id break, poor old boy: she’s seen all 
the letters already. 

COKANE. I must say your behavior has been 
far from straightforward, Harry. You have 
been carrying on a clandestine correspond- 
ence. 

LiCKCHEESE [stealthily] Gentlemen — 

TRENCH U/unimg; they had for-j ^ .. 

COKANE / gotten his presence] 


LICKCHEESE [coming between them very 
humbly i but in mortal anxiety and haste] Look 
here, gentlemen. [To Trench] You, sir, I ad- 
dress myself to more particlar. Will you say 
a word in my favor to the guvnor? He's just 
given me the sack; and I have four children 
looking to me for their bread. A word from 
you, sir, on this happy day, might get him to 
take me on again. 

TRENCH [embarrassed] Well, you see, Mr 
Lickcheese, I dont see how I can interfere. 
I'm very sorry, of course. 

COKANE. Certainly you cannot interfere. 
It would be in the most execrable taste. 

LICKCHEESE. Oh, gentlemen, youre young; 
and you dont know what loss of employment 
means to the like of me. What harm would 
it do you to help a poor man? Just listen to 
the circumstances, sir. I only — 

TRENCH [moved, but snatching at an excuse for 
taking a high tone in avoiding the unpleasantness 
of helping him] No; I had rather not. Excuse 
my saying plainly that I think Mr Sartorius 
is not a man to act hastily or harshly. I have 
always found him very fair and generous; and 
I believe he is a better judge of the circum- 
stances than I am. 

COKANE [inquisitive] I think you ought to 
hear the circumstances, Harry. It can do no 
harm. Hear the circumstances by all means. 

LICKCHEESE. Never mind, sir: it aint any 
use. When I hear that man called generous 
and fair! — well, never mind. 

TRENCH [severely] If you wish me to do any- 
thing for you, Mr Lickcheese, let me tell you 
that you are not going the right way about 
it in speaking ill of Mr Sartorius. 

LICKCHEESE. Havc I Said one word against 
him, sir? I leave it to your friend; have I said 
a word? 

COKANE. True; true. Quite true. Harry; be 
just. 

LICKCHEESE. Mark my words, gentlemen: 
he’ll find what a man he’s lost the very first 
week’s rents the new man’ll bring him. Youll 
find the difference yourself. Dr Trench, if you 
or your children come into the property. Ive 
took money there when no other collector 
alive would have wrung it out. And this is the 
thanks I get for it! Why, see here, gentlemen! 
Look at that bag of money on the table. 
Hardly a penny of that but there was a 
hungry child crying for the bread it would 
have bought. But I got it for him — screwed 
and worried and bullied it out of them. I — 
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look here, gentlemen; Fm pretty seasoned to 
the work; but theres money there that I 
couldnt have taken if it hadnt been for the 
thought of my own children depending on 
me for giving him satisfaction. And because 
I charged him four-and-twenty shillin to 
mend a staircase that three women have been 
hurt on, and that would have got him prose- 
cuted for manslaughter if it had been let go 
much longer, he gives me the sack. Wouldnt 
listen to a word, though I would have offered 
to make up the money out of my own pocket: 
aye, and am willing to do it still if you will 
only put in a word for me. 

TRENCH \aghast'\ You took money that 
ought to have fed starving children! Serve 
you right! If I had been the father of one of 
those children, Fd have given you something 
worse than the sack. I wouldnt say a word 
to save your soul, if you have such a thing. 
Mr Sartorius was quite right. 

LICKCHEESE [siaring at him, surprised into 
contemptuous amusement in the midst of^ his 
anxiety^ Just listen to this! Well, you are an 
innocent young gentleman. Do you suppose 
he sacked me because I was too hard? Not a 
bit on it: it was because I wasnt hard enough. 
I never heard him say he was satisfied yet: 
no, nor he wouldnt, not if I skinned em alive. 
I dont say he s the worst landlord in London: 
he couldnt be worse than some; but he*s no 
better than the worst I ever had to do with. 
And, though I say it, Fm better than the 
best collector he ever done business with. Ive 
screwed more and spent less on his proper- 
ties than anyone would believe that knows 
what such properties are. I know my merits. 
Dr Trench, and will speak for myself if no 
one else will. 

coKANE. What description of properties? 
Houses? 

LICKCHEESE. Tenement houses, let from 
week to week by the room or half room: aye, 
or quarter room. It pays when you know how 
to work it, sir. Nothing like it. It s been 
calculated on the cubic foot of space, sir, 
that you can get higher rents letting by the 
room than you can for a mansion in Park 
Lane. 

TRENCH. I hope Mr Sartorius hasnt much 
of that sort of property, however it may pay. 

LICKCHEESE. He has nothing else, sir; and 
he shews his sense in it, too. Every few hun- 
dred pounds he could scrape together he 
bought old houses with: houses that you 


wouldnt hardly look at without holding your 
nose. He has em in St Giles’s; he has em in 
Marylebone: he has em in Bethnal Green. 
Just look how he lives himself, and youll see 
the good of it to him. He likes a low death- 
rate and a gravel soil for himself, he does. 
You come down with me to Robbins’s Row; 
and I’ll shew you a soil and a death-rate, I 
will! And, mind you, it's me that makes it 
pay him so well. Catch him going down to 
collect his own rents! Not likely! 

TRENCH. Do you mean to say that all his 
property — all his means — come from this 
sort of thing? 

LICKCHEESE. Every penny of it, sir. 

Trench^ overwhelmed, has to sit down. 

COKANE [looking compassionately at him^ Ah, 
my dear fellow, the love of money is the root 
of all evil. 

LICKCHEESE. Yes, sir; and we’d all like to 
have the tree growing in our garden. 

COKANE [revolted] Mr Lickcheese: I did not 
address myself to you. I do not wish to be 
severe with you; but there is something 
peculiarly repugnant to my feelings in the 
calling of a rent collector. 

LICKCHEESE. It’s no worsc than many 
another. I have my children looking to 
me. 

COKANE. True: I admit it. So has our friend 
Sartorius. His affection for his daughter is a 
redeeming point — a redeeming point, cer- 
tainly. 

LICKCHEESE. Shc’s a lucky daughter, sir. 
Many another daughter has been turned out 
upon the streets to gratify his affection for 
her. Thats what business is, sir, you see. 
Come, sir: I think your friend will say a word 
for me now he knows Fm not in fault. 

TRENCH [rising angrily] I will not. It’s a 
damnable business from beginning to end; 
and you deserve no better luck for helping in 
it. Ive seen it all among the out-patients at 
the hospital; and it used to make my blood 
boil to think that such things couldnt be pre- 
vented. 

LICKCHEESE Suppressed spleen breaking 
out] Oh indeed, sir. But I suppose youll take 
your share when you marry Miss Blanche, all 
the same. [Furiously] Which of us is the 
worse, I should like to know? me that wrings 
the money out to keep a home over my 
children, or you that spend it and try to 
shove the blame on to me? 

COKANE. A most improper observation to 
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address to a gentleman, Mr Lickcheese! A 
most revolutionary sentiment! 

LICKCHEESE. Perhaps so. But then Robbins’s 
Row aint a school for manners. You collect a 
week or two there — youre welcome to my 
place if I cant keep it for myself — and youll 
hear a little plain speaking, you will. 

COKANE [with dignity^ Do you know to whom 
you are speaking, my good man? 

LICKCHEESE [recklessU/] I know well enough 
who I’m speaking to. What do I care for you, 
or a thousand such? I’m poor: thats enough to 
make a rascal of me. No consideration for me! 
nothing to be got by saying a word for me! 
[Suddenly cringing to Trench] Just a word, sir. 
It would cost you nothing. [Sartorius appears 
at the door, unobserved]. Have some feeling for 
the poor. 

TRENCH. I’m afraid you have shewn very 
little, by your own confession. 

LICKCHEESE [breaking out again] More than 
your precious father-in-law, anyhow. I — 
voice, striking in with deadly cold- 
ness, paralyzes him], 

SARTORIUS. -You wUl comc here tomorrow 
not later than ten, Mr Lickcheese, to con- 
clude our business. I shall trouble you no 
further today, [Lickcheese, cowed, goes out amid 
dead silence, Sartorius continues, after an awk- 
ward pause] He is one of my agents, or rather 
was; for I have unfortunately had to dismiss 
him for repeatedly disregarding my instruc- 
tions. [Trench says nothing, Sartorius throws 
off his embarrassment, and assumes a jocose, 
rallying air, unbecoming to him under any cir- 
cumstances, and just now almost unbearably jar- 
ring], Blanche will be down presently, Harry 
[Trench recoils] — I suppose I must call you 
Harry now. What do you say to a stroll 
through the garden, Mr Cokane? We are 
celebrated here for our flowers. 

COKANE. Charmed, my dear sir, charmed. 
Life here is an idyll — a perfect idyll. We were 
just dwelling on it. 

SARTORIUS [slyly] Harry can follow with 
Blanche. She will be down directly. 

TRENCH [hastily] No. I cant face her just 
now. 

SARTORIUS [rallying him] Indeed! Ha, ha! 

The laugh, the first they have heard from him, 
sets Trenches teeth on edge, Cokane is taken aback 
but instantly recovers himself 

COKANE. Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! 

TRENCH. But you dont understand. 


do. Eh, Mr Cokane? Ha! ha! 

COKANE. I should think we do. Ha! ha! ha! 

They go out together, laughing at him. He 
collapses into a chair, shuddering in every nerve. 
Blanche appears at the door. Her face lights up 
when she sees that he is alone. She trips noise- 
lessly to the back of his chair and clasps her 
hands over his eyes. With a convulsive start and 
exclamation he springs up and breaks away from 
her, 

BLANCHE [astonished] Harry! 

TRENCH [7vith distracted poUteness] I beg your 
pardon. I was thinking — wont you sit down? 

BLANCHE [lookmg suspicwusly at him] Is any- 
thing the matter? [SAe sits down slowly near 
the writing table. He takes Cokane' s chair], 

TRENCH. No. Oh no. 

BLANCHE. Papa has not been disagreeable, 
I hope. 

TRENCH. No: I have hardly spoken to him 
since I was with you. [He rises; takes up his 
chair; and plants it beside hers. This pleases her 
better. She looks at him with her most winning 
smile, A sort of sob breaks from him; and he 
catches her hands and kisses them passionately. 
Then, looking into her eyes with intense earnest- 
ness, he says] Blanche: are you fond of money? 

BLANCHE [gaily] Very. Are you going to give 
me any? 

TRENCH [wincing Dont make a joke of it: 
I’m serious. Do you know that we shall be 
very poor? 

BLANCHE. Is that what made you look as if 
you had neuralgia? 

TRENCH [pleadingly] My dear: it’s no laugh- 
ing matter. Do you know that I have a bare 
seven hundred a year to live on? 

BLANCHE. How dreadful! 

TRENCH. Blanche: it’s very serious indeed: 
I assure you it is. 

BLANCHE. It would keep me rather short in 
my housekeeping, dearest boy, if I had no- 
thing of my own. But papa has promised me 
that I shall be richer than ever when we are 
married. 

TRENCH. We must do the best we can with 
seven hundred. I think we ought to be self- 
supporting. 

BLANCHE. Thats just what I mean to be, 
Harry. If I were to eat up half your seven 
hundred, I should be making you twice as 
poor; but I’m going to make you twice as 
rich instead [He shakes his head]. Has papa 
made any difficulty? 
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hack to its former •place] No. None at all. [lie sits 
down dejectedly. When Blanche speaks again her 
face and voice betray the beginning of a struggle 
with her temper], 

BLANCHE. Harry: are you too proud to take 
money from my father? 

TRENCH. Yes, Blanche: I am too proud. 

BLANCHE [after a pause] That is not nice to 
me, Harry. 

TRENCH. You must bear with me, Blanche. 
I — I cant explain. After all, it's very natural. 

BLANCHE. Has it occurred to you that I may 
be proud too? 

TRENCH. Oh, thats nonsense. No one will 
accuse y o u of marrying for money. 

BLANCHE. No One would think the worse of 
me if I did, or of you either. rises and 
begins to walk restlessly about]. We really can- 
not live on seven hundred a year, Harry; and 
I dont think it quite fair of you to ask me 
merely because you are afraid of people talk- 
ing. 

TRENCH. It s not that alone, Blanche. 

BLANCHE. What else is it, then? 

TRENCH. Nothing. I — 

BLANCHE [ge//mg behind him^ and speaking with 
forced playfidness as she bends over hiiUy her 
hands on his shoulders] Of course it s nothing. 
Now dont be absurd, Harry: be good; and 
listen to me: I know how to settle it. You are 
too proud to owe anything to me; and I am 
too proud to owe anything to you. You have 
seven hundred a year. Well, I will take just 
seven hundred a year from papa at first; and 
then we shall be quits. Now, now, Harry, 
you know youve not a word to say against 
that. 

TRENCH. It’s impossible. 

BLANCHE. Impossible! 

TRENCH. Yes, impossible. I have resolved 
not to take any money from your father. 

BLANCHE. But he’ll give the money to me, 
not to you. 

TRENCH. It’s the same thing. [With an 
effort to he sentimental] I love you too well to 
see any distinction. [He puts up his hand half- 
heartedly: she takes it over his shoulder with 
equal indecision. They are both trying hard to 
conciliate one another], 

BLANCHE. Thats a very nice way of putting 
it, Harry; but I’m sure theres something I 
ought to know. Has papa been disagreeable? 

TRENCH. No: he has been very kind — to me, 
at least. It’s not that. It’s nothing you can 
guess, Blanche. It would only pain you — 


perhaps offend you. I dont mean, of course, 
that we shall live always on seven hundred 
a year. I intend to go at my profession in 
earnest, and work my fingers to the bone. 

BLANCHE [p/ay/wg with his fingers y still over his 
shoulder] But I shouldnt like you with your 
fingers worked to the bone, Harry. I must 
be told what the matter is. [He takes his hand 
quickly away: she flushes angrily; and her voice 
is no longer even an imitation of the voice of a 
lady as she exclaims] I hate secrets; and I 
dont like to be treated as if I were a child. 

TRENCH [annoyed by her tone] Theres nothing 
to tell. I dont choose to trespass on your 
father’s generosity: thats all. 

BLANCHE. You had no objection half an 
hour ago, when you met me in the hall, and 
shewed me all the letters. Your family doesnt 
object. Do you object? 

TRENCH [earnestly] I do not indeed. It’s 
only a question of money. 

BLANCHE [imploringly y the voice softening and 
refining for the last time] Harry: theres no use 
in our fencing in this way. Papa will never 
consent to my being absolutely dependent 
on you; and I dont like the idea of it my- 
self. If you even mention such a thing to him 
you will break off the match: you will in- 
deed. 

TRENCH [obstinately] I cant help that. 

BLANCHE [white with rage] You cant help — ! 
Oh, I’m beginning to understand. I will save 
you the trouble. You can tell papa that I 
have broken off the match; and then there 
will be no further difficulty. 

TRENCH [taken aback] What do you mean, 
Blanche? Are you offended? 

BLANCHE. Offended! How dare you ask me? 

TRENCH. Dare! 

BLANCHE. How much more manly it would 
have been to confess that you were trifling 
with me that time on the Rhine! Why did 
you come here today? Why did you write 
to your people? 

TRENCH. Well, Blanche, if you are going 
to lose your temper — 

BLANCHE. Thats no answer. You depended 
on your family to get you out of your engage- 
ment; and they did not object: they were 
only too glad to be rid of you. You were not 
mean enough to stay away, and not manly 
enough to tell the truth. You thought you 
could provoke me to break the engagement: 
thats so like a man — to try to put the woman 
in the wrong. Well, you have your way: I 
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release you. I wish youd opened my eyes by 
downright brutality; by striking me; by 
anything rather than shuffling as you have 
done. 

TRENCH [hotly] Shuffling! If Td thought 
you capable of turning on me like this, Td 
never have spoken to you. Ive a good mind 
never to speak to you again. 

BLANCHE. You shall not — not ever. I will 
take care of that [going to the door], 

TRENCH [alarmed] What are you going to 
do? 

BLANCHE. To get your letters: your false 
letters, and your presents: your hateful 
presents, to return them to you. Tm very 
glad it's all broken off; and if — she puts 
her hand to the door it is opened from without 
by SartoriuSt who enters and shuts it behind 
him], 

SARTORius [interrupting her severely] Hush, 
pray, Blanche: you are forgetting yourself: 
you can be heard all over the house. What 
is the matter? 

BLANCHE [too angry to care whether she is 
overheard or not] You had better ask h i m. He 
has some excuse about money. 

SARTORIUS. Excuse! Excuse for what? 

BLANCHE. For throwing me over. 

TRENCH [vehemently] I declare I never — 

BLANCHE [interrupting him still more vehe- 
mently] You did. You did. You are doing no- 
thing else. 

TRENCH 1 together: each trying to shout down 

BLANCHE / the other 

{ I am doi ng nothing of the sort. Y ou know very 
What else is it but throwing me over? But 

( well that what you are saying is disgracefully 
I dont care for you. I hate you. I always 

{ untrue. It's a damned lie. I wont stand — 
hated you. Beastly — dirty — vile — 

SARTORIUS [m desperation at the noise] 
Silence! [Still more formidably] Silence!! [They 
obey. He proceeds firmly] Blanche: you must 
control your temper: I will not have these 
repeated scenes within hearing of the ser- 
vants. Dr Trench will answer for himself to 
me. You had better leave us. [He opens the 
door, and calls] Mr Cokane: will you kindly 
join us here. 

COKANE [in the conservatory] Coming, my 
dear sir, coming. [He appears at the door], 
BLANCHE. I'm sure I have no wish to stay, 
hope I shall 6nd you alone when I come 
ack. [An inarticulate exclamation bursts from 
Trench, She goes out, passing Cokane resent- 


fully, He looks after her in surprise; then looks 
questioningly at the two men, Sartorius shuts 
the door with an angry stroke, and turns to 
Trench], 

\ SARTORIUS [aggressively] Sir — 

TRENCH [interrupting him more aggressively] 
Well, sir? 

COKANE [getting between them] Gently, dear 
boy, gently. Suavity, IJarry, suavity. 

SARTORIUS [mastering himself] If you have 
anything to say tome. Dr Trench, I will listen 
to you patiently. You will then allow me to 
say what I have to say on my part. 

TRENCH [ashamed] I beg your pardon. Of 
course, yes. Fire away. 

SARTORIUS. May I take it that you have 
refused to fulfil your engagement with my 
daughter? 

TRENCH. Certainly not: your daughter has 
refused to fulfil her engagement with me. 
But the match is broken off, if thats what you 
mean. 

SARTORIUS. Dr Trench: I will be plain with 
you. I know that Blanche has a quick temper. 
It is part of her strong character and her 
physical courage, which is greater than that 
of most men, I can assure you. You must be 
prepared for that. If this quarrel is only 
Blanche's temper, you may take my word 
for it that it will be over before tomorrow. 
But I understood from what she said just now 
that you have made some difficulty on the 
score of money. 

TRENCH [with renewed excitement] It was Miss 
Sartorius who made the difficulty. I shouldnt 
have minded that so much, if it hadnt been 
for the things she said. She shewed that she 
dosent care that [snapping his fingers] for 
me. 

COKANE [soothingly] Dear boy — 

TRENCH. Hold your tongue, Billy: it's 
enough to make a man wish he’d never seen 
a woman. Look here, Mr Sartorius: I put the 
matter to her as delicately and considerately 
as possible, never mentioning a word of my 
reasons, but just asking her to be content 
to live on my own little income; and yet 
she turned on me as if I'd behaved like a 
savage. 

SARTORIUS. Live on your income! Impos- 
sible: my daughter is accustomed to a proper 
establishment. Did I not expressly undertake 
to provide for that? Did she not tell you I 
promised her to do so? 

TRENCH. Yes, I know all about that, Mr 
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Sartorius; and Tm greatly obliged to you; 
but rd rather not take anything from you 
except Blanche herself. 

SARTORIUS. And why did you not say so 
before? 

TRENCH. No matter why. Let us drop the 
subject. 

SARTORIUS. No matter! But it does matter, 
sir. I insist on an answer. Why did you not 
say so before? 

TRENCH. I didnt know before. 

SARTORIUS [provoW] Then you ought to 
have known your own mind on a point of 
such vital importance. 

TRENCH [much injured] I ought to have 
known! Cokane: is this reasonable? [Cokane*s 
features are contorted by an air of judicial con- 
sideration; but he says nothing; and Trench again 
addresses Sartorius, this time with a marked 
diminution of respect]. How the deuce could 
I have known? You didnt tell me. 

SARTORIUS. You are trifling with me, sir. 
You said that you did not know your own 
mind before. 

TRENCH. I said nothing of the sort. I say 
that I did not know where your money came 
from before. 

SARTORIUS. That is not true, sir. I — 

COKANE. Gently, my dear sir. Gently, Harry 
dear boy. Suaviter in modo: fort — 

TRENCH. Let him begin then. What does 
he mean by attacking me in this fashion? 

SARTORIUS. Mr Cokane: you will bear me 
out. I was explicit on the point. I said I was 
a self-made man; and I am not ashamed of 
it. 

TRENCH. You are nothing of the sort. I 
found out this morning from your man — 
Lickcheese, or w'hatever his confounded 
name is — that your fortune has been made 
out of a parcel of unfortunate creatures that 
have hardly enough to keep body and soul 
together — made by screwing, and bullying, 
and threatening, and all sorts of pettifogging 
tyranny. 

SARTORIUS [outraged] Sir! [They confront one 
another threateningly], 

COKANE [softly] Rent must be paid, dear 
boy. It is inevitable, Harry, inevitable. 
[Trench turns away petulantly, Sartorius looks 
after him reflectively for a moment; then resumes 
his former deliberate and dignified manner, and 
addresses Trench with studied consideration, hut 
with a perceptible condescension to his youth and 
/ 0 %] 


SARTORIUS. I am afraid. Dr Trench, that 
you are a very young hand at business; and 
I am sorry I forgot that for a moment or so. 
May I ask you to suspend your judgment 
until we have had a little quiet discussion of 
this sentimental notion of yours? if you will 
excuse me for calling it so. [He takes a chair, 
and motions Trench to another on his right], 

COKANE. Very nicely put, my dear sir. 
Come, Harry: sit down and listen; and con- 
sider the matter calmly and judicially. Dont 
be headstrong. 

TRENCH. I have no objection to sit down 
and listen; but I dont see how that can make 
black white; and I am tired of being turned 
on as if I were in the wrong. [He sits down], 

Cokane sits at Trench's elbow, on his right. 
They compose themselves for a conference, 

SARTORIUS. I assume, to begin with. Dr 
Trench, that you are not a Socialist, or any- 
thing of that sort. 

TRENCH. Certainly not. I’m a Conservative. 
At least, if I ever took the trouble to vote, I 
should vote for the Conservative and against 
the other fellow. 

COKANE. True blue, Harry, true blue! 

SARTORIUS. I am glad to find that so far 
we are in perfect sympathy. I am, of course, 
a Conservative. Not a narrow or prejudiced 
one, I hope, nor at all opposed to true pro- 
gress. Still, a sound Conservative. As to 
Lickcheese, I need say no more about him 
than that I have dismissed him from my 
service this morning for a breach of trust; 
and you will hardly accept his testimony as 
friendly or disinterested. As to my business, 
it is simply to provide homes suited to the 
small means of very poor people, who require 
roofs to shelter them just like other people. 
Do you suppose I can keep up those roofs 
for nothing? 

TRENCH. Yes: thats all very fine; but the 
point is, what sort of homes do you give them 
for their money? People must live somewhere 
or else go to jail. Advantage is taken of that 
to make them pay for houses that are not 
fit for dogs. Why dont you build proper dwell- 
ings, and give fair value for the money you 
take? 

SARTORIUS [pitying his innocence] My young 
friend: these poor people do not know how 
to live in proper dwellings: they would wreck 
them in a week. You doubt me: try it for 
yourself. You are welcome to replace all the 
missing banisters, handrails, cistern lids and 
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dusthole tops at your own expense; and you 
will find them missing again in less than 
three days: burnt, sir, every stick of them. 

I do not blame the poor creatures; they need 
fires, and often have no other way of getting 
them. But I really cannot spend pound after 
pound in repairs for them to pull down, when 
I can barely get them to pay me four and 
sixpence a week for a room, which is the 
recognized fair London rent. No, gentlemen; 
when people are very poor, you cannot help 
them, no matter how much you may sym- 
pathize with them. It does them more harm 
than good in the long run. I prefer to save 
my money in order to provide additional 
houses for the homeless, and to lay by a little 
for Blanche. [He looks at them. They are silent: 
Trench unconvinced, hut talked down; Cokane 
humanely perplexed, Sartorius bends his brows; 
comes forward in his chair as if gathering 
himself for a spring; and addresses himself 
with impressive significance, to Trenc}i\, And 
now, Dr Trench, may I ask what your income 
is derived from? 

TRENCH \defiantly\ From interest; not from 
houses. My hands are clean as far as that 
goes. Interest on a mortgage. 

SARTORIUS [forcibly'] Yes: a mortgage on 
my property. When I, to use your own words, 
screw, and bully, and drive these people to 
pay what they have freely undertaken to 
pay me, I cannot touch one penny of the 
money they give me until I have first paid 
you your seven hundred a year out of it. 
What Lickcheese did for me, I do for you. 
He and I are alike intermediaries: you are 
the principal. It is because of the risks I run 
through the poverty of my tenants that you 
exact interest from me at the monstrous 
and exorbitant rate of seven per cent, forcing 
me to exact the uttermost farthing in my 
turn from the tenants. And yet. Dr Trench, 
you, who have never done a hand's turn of 
work in connection with the place, you have 
not hesitated to speak contemptuously of 
me because I have applied my industry and 
forethought to the management of our 
property, and am maintaining it by the same 
honorable means. 

COKANE [greatly relieved] Admirable, my 
dear sir, excellent! I felt instinctively that 
Trench was talking unpractical nonsense. 
Let us drop the subject, my dear boy; you 
only make an ass of yourself when you 
meddle in business matters. I told you it 


was inevitable. 

TRENCH [dazed] Do you mean to say that 
I am just as bad as you are? 

COKANE. Shame, Harry, shame! Grossly 
bad taste! Be a gentleman. Apologize. 

SARTORIUS. Allow me, Mr Cokane. [To 
Trench] If, when you say you are just as bad 
as I am, you mean that you are just as power- 
less to alter the state of society, then you 
are unfortunately quite right. 

Trench does not at once reply. He stares at 
Sartorius, and then hangs his head and gazes 
stupidly at the fioor, morally beggared, with his 
clasped knuckles between his knees, a living pic- 
ture of disillusion, Cokane comes sympathetically 
to him and puts an encouraging hand on his 
shoulder. 

COKANE [gently] Come, Harry, come! Pull 
yourself together. You owe a word to Mr 
Sartorius. 

TRENCH [still stupefied, slowly unlaces his 
fingers; puts his hands on his knees, and lifts 
himself upright; pulls his waistcoat straight with 
a tug; and tries to take his disenchantment philo- 
sophically as he says, turning to Sartorius] Well, 
people who live in glass houses have no right 
to throw stones. But, on my honor, I never 
knew that my house was a glass one until 
you pointed it out. I beg your pardon. [He 
offers his hand], 

SARTORIUS. Say no more, Harry; your feel- 
ings do you credit; I assure you I feel exactly 
as you do, myself. Every man who has a 
heart must wish that a better state of things 
was practicable. But unhappily it is not. 

TRENCH [a little consoled] I suppose not. 

COKANE. Not a doubt of it, my dear sir; not 
a doubt of it. The increase of the population 
is at the bottom of it all. 

SARTORIUS [to Trench] I trust I have con- 
vinced you that you need no more object 
to Blanche sharing my fortune, than I need 
object to her sharing yours. 

TRENCH [with dull wistfulness] It seems so. 
We're all in the same swim, it appears. I 
hope youll excuse my making such a fuss. 

SARTORIUS. Not another word. In fact, I 
thank you for refraining from explaining 
the nature of your scruples to Blanche: I 
admire that in you, Harry. Perhaps it will 
be as well to leave her in ignorance. 

TRENCH [anxiously] But I must explain 
now. You saw how angry she was. 

SARTORIUS. You had better leave that to 
me. [He looks at his watch^ and rings the bell]. 
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Lunch is nearly due: while you are getting 
ready for it I can see Blanche; and I hope 
the result will be quite satisfactory to us all. 
[The parhrmaid answers the hell: he addresses 
her with his habitual peremptoriness\ Tell Miss 
Blanche I want her. 

THE PARLORMAID [her fape falling express^ 
ively] Yes, sir. turns reluctantly to go]. 

SARTORius [on second thoughts^ Stop. [SAe 
^^opj]. My love to Miss Blanche; and I am 
alone here and would like to see her for a 
moment if she is not busy. 

THE PARLORMAID [relieved^ Yes, sir. [She 
goes out\ 

SARTORIUS. I will shew you your room, 
Harry. I hope you will soon be perfectly at 
home in it. You also, Mr. Cokane, must learn 
your way about here. Let us go before 
Blanche comes. [He leads the way to the door\ 

COKANE [cheerily i following hiin^ Our little 
discussion has given me quite an appetite. 

TRENCH [moodily^^ It’s taken mine away. 

The two friends go out, Sartorius holding the 
door for them. lie is following when the parlor- 
maid reappears. She is a snivelling sympathetic 
creature, and is on the verge of tears. 

SARTORIUS. Well: is Miss Blanche coming? 

THE PARLORMAID. Yes, sir. I think so, sir. 

SARTORIUS. Wait here until she comes; and 
tell her that I will be back in a moment. I 
have to shew Dr Trench his room. 

THE PARLORMAID. Ycs, sir. comes into 

the room. A sound between a sob and a sniff 
escapes her\ 

Sartorius looks suspiciously at her. He half 
closes the door. 

SARTORIUS [lowering his voice] Whats the 
matter with you? 

THE PARLORMAID [whimpering] Nothing, sir. 

SARTORIUS [at the same pitch , more menacingly] 
Take care how you behave yourself when 
there are visitors present. Do you hear? 

THE PARLORMAID. Yes, sir. [Sariorius goes 
out]. 

SARTORIUS [outside] Excuse me: I had a 
word to say to the servant. 

Trench is heard replying “Not at all,” and 
Cokane “Dont mention it, my dear sir.” 

Their voices pass out of hearing. The parlor- 
maid sniffs; dries her eyes; and takes some brown 
paper and a ball of string from a cupboard 
under the bookcase. She puts them on the table, 
and wrestles with another sob. Blanche comes in 
with a jewel box in her hands. Her expression is 
that of a strong and determined woman in an 


Id 

intense passion. The maid looks at her with 
abject wounded affection and bodily terror. 

BLANCHE [looking round] Wheres my father? 

THE PARLORMAID [tremulously propitiatory] 
He left word he’d be back directly, miss. I’m 
sure he wont be long. Heres the paper and 
string all ready, miss. [She spreads the paper 
on the table]. Can I do the parcel for you, 
miss? 

BLANCHE. No. Mind your own business. [-SAe 
empties the box on the sheet of brown paper. It 
contains a packet of letters and some jewellery. 
She plucks a ring from her finger and throws it 
down on the heap so angrily that it rolls away and 
falls on the carpet. The maid submissively picks 
it up and puis it on the table, again snijfing and 
drying her eyes]. What are you crying for? 

THE PARLORMAID [plaintively] You speak so 
brutal to me, Miss Blanche; and Ido love you 
so. I’m sure no one else would stay and put 
up with what I have to put up with. 

BLANCHE. Then go. I dont want you. Do 
you hear. Go. 

THE PARLORMAID [pitcously, falling on her 
knees] Oh no. Miss Blanche. Dont send me 
away from you: dont — 

BLANCHE [with ficrcc disgust] Agh! I hate 
the sight of you. [The maid, wounded to the 
heart, cries bitterly]. Hold your tongue. Are 
those two gentlemen gone? 

THE PARLORMAID [wCCping] Oh, hoW COUld 
you say such a thing to me, Miss Blanche: 
me that — 

BLANCHE [seizing her by the hair and throat] 
Stop that noise, I tell you, unless you want 
me to kill you. 

THE PARLORMAID [protesting and imploring, 
but in a carefully subdued voice] Let me go. 
Miss Blanche: you know youll be sorry: you 
always are. Remember how dreadfully my 
head was cut last time. 

BLANCHE [raging] Answer me, will you. 
Have they gone? 

THE PARLORMAID. Lickchecse has gone, 
looking dreadf — [she breaks off with a stifled 
cry as Blanche's fingers tighten furiously on 
her]. 

BLANCHE. Did I ask you about Lickcheese? 
You beast: you know who I mean: youre 
doing it on purpose. 

THE PARLORMAID [in a gttsp] Theyrc staying 
to lunch. 

BLANCHE [looking intetitly into her face] He? 

THE PARix>RMAiD [whispering with a sym- 
pathetic nod] Y es, miss. [Blanche lets her drop, 
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and stands forlorn^ with despair in her face. The 
parlormaids recognizing the passing of the crisis 
of passion, and fearing no further violence, sits 
discomfitedly on her heels, and tries to arrange 
her hair am/ cap, whimpering a little with ex- 
haustion and soreness\ Now youve set my 
hands all trembling; and I shall jingle the 
things on the tray at lunch so that everybody 
will notice me. It*s too bad of you, Miss 
B1 — [Sartorius coughs outside\ 

BLANCHE [(quickly] Sh! Get up. The parlor- 
maid hastily rises, and goes out as demurely as 
she can, Sartorius glances sternly at her and 
comes to Blanche, 

SARTORIUS [mournfully"] My dear; can you 
not make a little better fight with your 
temper? 

BLANCHE [jpanting with the subsidence of her 
fit] No I cant. I wont. I do my best. Nobody 
who really cares for me gives me up because 
of my temper. I never shew my temper to 
any of the servants but that girl; and she is 
the only one that will stay with us. 

SARTORIUS. But, my dear, remember that 
we have to meet our visitors at luncheon 
presently. I have run down before them to 
say that I have arranged that little difficulty 
with Trench. It was only a piece of mischief 
made by Lickcheese. Trench is a young fool; 
but it is all right now. 

BLANCHE. I dont Want to marry a fool. 

SARTORIUS. Then you will have to take a 
husband over thirty, Blanche. You must not 
expect too much, my child. You will be 
richer than your husband, and, I think, 
cleverer too. I am better pleased that it 
should be so. 

BLANCHE [seizing his arrn] Papa. 

SARTORIUS. Yes, my dear. 

BLANCHE. May I do as I like about this 
marriage; or must I do as you like? 

SARTORIUS [uneasily] Blanche — 

BLANCHE,, No, papa: you must answer me. 

SARTc RIU8 [abandoning his self-control, and 
giving way recklessly to his affection for her] 
You shall do as you like now and always, my 
beloved child. I only wish to do as my own 
darling pleases. 

BLANCHE. Then I will not marry him. He 
has played fast and loose with me. He thinks 
us beneath him: he is ashamed of us: he 
dared to object to being benefited by you — 
as if it were not natural for him to owe you 
yerything; and yet the money tempted him 
after all. [She throws her arms hysterically 


about his neck] Papa: I dont want to marry: 
I only want to stay with you and be happy 
as we have always been. I hate the thought 
of being married: I dont care for him; I dont 
want to leave you. [Trench and Cokane come 
in; but she can hear nothing but her own voice and 
does not notice them]. Only send him away: 
promise me that you will send him away and 
keep me here with you as we have always — 
[seeing Trench] Oh! [She hides her face on her 
father s breast], 

TRENCH [nervously] I hope we are not in- 
truding. 

SARTORIUS [formidably] Dr Trench; my 
daughter has changed her mind. 

TRENCH [disconcerted] Am I to understand — 

COKANE [striking in in his most vinegary 
manner] I think, Harry, under the circum- 
stances, we have no alternative but to seek 
luncheon elsewhere. 

TRENCH. But, Mr Sartorius, have you ex- 
plained? 

SARTORIUS [straight in Trench' s face] I have 
explained, sir. Good morning. [Trench, out- 
raged, advances a step, Blanche sinks away from 
her father into a chair, Sartorius stands his 
ground rigidly ], ' 

TRENCH [turning away indignantly] Come on, 
Cokane. 

COKANE. Certainly, Harry, certainly. [Trench 
goes out, very angry. The parlormaid, with a 
tray jingling in her hands, passes outside]. You 
have disappointed me, sir, very acutely. Good 
morning. [He follows Trench], 

ACT III 

The drawing-room in Sartorius* s house in 
Bedford Square, London, Winter evening: fire 
burning, curtains drawn, and lamps lighted, 
Sartorius and Blanche are sitting glumly near 
the fire. The parlormaid, who has just brought 
in coffee, is placing it on a small table between 
them. There is a large table in the middle of the 
room. Looking from it towards the two windows, 
the pianoforte, a grand, is on the right, with a 
photographic portrait of Blanche on a miniature 
easel on a sort of bedspread which covers the top, 
shewing that the instrument is seldom, if ever, 
opened. There are two doors: one on the left, 
further forward than the fireplace, leading to 
the study; the other by the corner nearest the 
right hand window, leading to the lobby, Blanche 
has her workbasket at hand, and is knitting, 
Sartorius, closer to the fire, has a newspaper. 
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The parlormaid goes out 

SARTORius. Blanche, my love. 

BLANCHE. Yes. 

SARTORIUS. I had a long talk to the doctor 
today about our going abroad. 

BLANCHE \impatienily^ I am quite well; and 
I will not go abroad. I loathe the very thought 
of the Continent. Why will you bother me 
so about my health? 

SARTORIUS. It was not about your health, 
Blanche, but about my own. 

BLANCHE \rising'\ Yours! goes anxiously 
to him]. Oh, papa, theres nothing the matter 
with you, I hope? 

SARTORIUS. There will be: there must be, 
Blanche, long before you begin to consider 
yourself an old woman. 

BLANCHE. But thcrcs nothing the matter 
now? 

SARTORIUS. Well, my dear, the doctor says 
I need change, travel, excitement — 

BLANCHE. Excitement! You need excite- 
ment! [She laughs joylessly, and sits dorcn on 
the rug at his feet]. How is it, papa, that you, 
who are so clever with everybody else, are 
not a bit clever with me? Do you think I 
cant see through your little plan to take me 
abroad? Since I will not be the invalid and 
allow you to be the nurse, you are to be the 
invalid and I am to be the nurse. 

SARTORIUS. Well, Blanche, if you will have 
it that you are well and have nothing preying 
on your spirits, I must insist on being ill and 
have something preying on mine. And in- 
deed, my girl, there is no use in our going on 
as we have for the last four months. You 
have not been happy; and I have been very 
far from comfortable. [Blanche's face clouds: 
she turns away from him, and sits dumb and 
brooding. He waits in vain for some reply; then 
adds in a lower tone] Need you be so inflexible, 
Blanche? 

BLANCHE. I thought you admired inflexi- 
bility: you have always prided yourself on it. 

SARTORIUS. Npnsense, my dear, nonsense! I 
have had to give in often enough. And I could 
shew you plenty of soft fellows who have 
done as well as I, and enjoyed themselves 
more, perhaps. If it is only for the sake 
of inflexibility that you are standing out — 

BLANCHE. I am not standing out. I dont 
know what you mean. [<SAe tries to rise and go 
away], 

SARTORIUS [catching her arm and arresting 
her on her knees] Come, my child! you must 


not trifle with me as if I were a stranger. 
You are fretting because — 

BLANCHE [violently twisting herself free and 
speaking as she rises] If you say it, papa, I 
will kill myself. It is not true. If he were here 
on his knees tonight, I would walk out of the 
house sooner than endure it. goes out 
excitedly], 

Sartorius, greatly troubled, turns again to the 
fire with a heavy sigh, 

SARTORIUS [gasing gloomily into the glow] 
Now if I fight it out with her, no more com- 
fort for months! I might as well live with 
my clerk or my servant. And if I give in now; 
I shall have to give in always. Well! I cant 
help it. I have stuck to having my own way 
all my life; but there must be an end to that 
drudgery some day. She is young: let her 
have her turn at it. 

The parlormaid comes in, evidently excited, 

THE PARLORMAID. Pleasc, sir, Mr Lick- 
cheese wants to see you very particlar. On 
important business, Your business, he told 
me to say. 

SARTORIUS. Mr Lickcheese! Do you mean 
Lickcheese who used to come here on my 
business? 

THE PARLORMAID. Yes, sir. But indeed, sir, 
youd scarcely know him. 

SARTORIUS [frowning] Hm! Starving, I 
suppose. Come to beg? 

THE PARLORMAID [intensely repudiating the 
idea] 0-o-o-o-h NO, sir. Quite the gentleman, 
sir! Sealskin overcoat, sir! Come in a hansom, 
all shaved and clean! I’m sure he’s come into 
a fortune, sir. 

SARTORIUS. Hm! Shew him up. 

Lickcheese, who has been waiting at the door, 
instantly comes in. The change in his appearance 
is dazzling. He is in evening dress, with an 
overcoat lined throughout with furs presenting 
all the hues of the tiger. His shirt is fastened at 
the breast mth a single diamond stud. His silk 
hat is of the glossiest black; a handsome gold 
watch-chain hangs like a garland on his filled- 
out waistcoat; he has shaved his whiskers and 
grown a moustache, the ends of which are waxed 
and pointed. As Sartorius stares speechless at 
him, he stands, smiling, to be admired, intensely 
enjoying the effect he is producing. The parlor- 
maid, hardly less pleased with her own share 
in this coup-de-thedtre, goes out beaming, full of 
the news for the kitchen, Lickcheese clinches the 
situation by a triumphant nod at Sartorius, 

SARTORIUS [bracing himself: hostile] Well? 
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LiCKCHEESE. Quite well, Sartorius, thankee. 

SARTORius. I was not asking after your 
health, sir, as you know, I think, as well as 
I do. What is your business? 

LICKCHEESE. Busincss that I can take else- 
where if I meet with less civility than I please 
to put up with, Sartorius. You and me is 
man and man now. It was money that used 
to be my master, and not you: dont think it. 
Now that Tm independent in respect of 
money — 

SARTORIUS [crossing determinedly to the door^ 
and holding it open'] You can take your inde- 
pendence out of my house, then. I wont have 
it here. 

LICKCHEESE [indulgently^ Come, Sartorius: 
dont be stiff-necked. I come here as a friend 
to put money in your pocket. No use your 
lettin on to me that youre above money. Eh? 

SARTORIUS [hesitates^ and at last shuts the door ^ 
saying guardedly^ How much money? 

LICKCHEESE [victorious^ going to Blanche's 
chair and taking off his overcoat] Ah! there you 
speak like yourself, Sartorius. Now suppose 
you ask me to sit down and make myself 
comfortable? 

SARTORIUS [coming from the door] I have a 
mind to put you downstairs by the back of 
your neck, you infernal blackguard. 

LICKCHEESE [not a bit ruffled, hangs his over- 
coat on the back of Blanche's chair, pulling a 
cigar case out of one of the pockets as he does 5o] 
You and me is too much of a pair for me to 
take anything you say in bad part, Sartorius. 
Ave a cigar? 

SARTORIUS. No smoking here: this is my 
daughter's room. However, sit down, sit 
down. [They sit], 

LICKCHEESE. T bin gittin on a little since I 
saw you last. 

SARTORIUS. So I see. 

LICKCHEESE. I owe it partly to you, you 
know. Does that surprise you? 

SARiORius. It doesnt concern me. 

LICKCHEESE, So you think, Sartorius; be- 
cause it never did concern you how / got on, 
so long as I got you on by bringin in the 
rents. But I picked up something for myself 
down at Robbins’s Row. 

SARTORIUS, I always thought so. Have you 
come to make restitution? 

LICKCHEESE. You wouldnt take it if I offered 
it to you, Sartorius. It wasnt money: it was 
J^nowledge: knowledge of the great public 
question of the Ousing of the Working 


Classes. You know theres a Royal Com- 
mission on it, dont you? 

SARTORIUS. Oh, I see. Youve been giving 
evidence. 

LICKCHEESE. Giving evidence! Not me. 
What good would that do me? Only my ex- 
penses; and that not on the professional scale, 
neither. No: I gev no evidence. But I’ll tell 
you what I did. I kep it back, jast to oblige 
one or two people whose feelins would a’ bin 
urt by seein their names in a bluebook as 
keepin a fever den. Their Agent got so 
friendly with me over it that he put his name 
on a bill of mine to the tune of — well, no 
matter: it gev me a start; and a start was all 
I ever wanted to get on my feet. Ive got a 
copy of the first report of the Commission in 
the pocket of my overcoat. [He rises and gets 
at his overcoat, from a pocket of which he takes a 
bluebook], I turned down the page to shew 
you: I thought youd like to see it. [He doubles 
the hook back at the place indicated, and hands it 
to Sartorius], 

SARTORIUS. So blackmail is the game, eh? 
[He puts the book on the table without looking at 
it, and strikes it emphatically with his fist], I 
dont care that for my name being in blue- 
books. My friends dont read them; and I’m 
neither a Cabinet Minister nor a candidate 
for Parliament. Theres nothing to be got out 
of me on that lay. 

LICKCHEESE [shocked] Blackmail! Oh, Mr 
Sartorius, do you think I would let out a word 
about your premises? Round on an old pal! 
no: that aint Lickcheese’s way. Besides, they 
know all about you already. Them stairs that 
you and me quarrelled about, they was a 
whole arternoon examinin the clergyman 
that made such a fuss — you remember? — 
about the women that was urt on it. He 
made the worst he could of it, in an ungentle- 
manly, unchristian spirit. I wouldnt have that 
clergyman’s disposition for worlds. Oh no: 
thats not what was in my thoughts. 

SARTORIUS. Come, come, man! what w as in 
your thoughts? Out with it. 

LICKCHEESE [with provoking deliberation, smil- 
ing and looking mysteriously at him] You aint 
spent a few hundreds in repairs since we 
parted, ave you? [Sartorius, losing patience, 
makes a threatening movement]. Now dont fly 
out at me. I know a landlord that owned as 
beastly a slum as you could find in London, 
down there by the Tower. By my advice that 
man put half the houses into first-class repair, 
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and let the other half to a new Company: 
the North Thames Iced Mutton Depot Com- 
pany, of which I hold a few shares: promoters* 
shares. And what was the end of it, do you 
think? 

SARTORius. Smash, I suppose. 

LICKCHEESE. Smash! not a bit of it. Com- 
pensation, Mr Sartorius, compensation. Do 
you understand that? 

SARTORIUS. Compensation for what? 

LICKCHEESE. Why, the land was wanted for 
an extension of the Mint; and the Company 
had to be bought out, and the buildings com- 
pensated for. Somebody has to know these 
things beforehand, you know, no matter how 
dark theyre kept. 

SARTORIUS [interested y hut cautious^ Well? 

LICKCHEESE. Is that all you have to say to 
me, Mr Sartorius? “Weir’l as if I was next 
door’s dog! Suppose I’d got wind of a new 
street that would knock down Robbins’s Row 
and turn Burke’s Walk into a frontage worth 
thirty pound a foot! would you say no more 
to me than [mimicking^ “Well”? 
hesitates i looking at him in great doubt, Lickcheese 
rises and exhibits himself \ Come! look at my 
get-up, Mr Sartorius. Look at this watch- 
chain! Look at the corporation Ive got on me! 
Do you think all that came from keeping my 
mouth shut? No: it came from keeping my 
ears and eyes open. 

Blanche comes in, followed by the parlormaid, 
who has a silver tray on which she collects the 
coffee cups, Sartorius, impatient at the interrup- 
tion, rises and motions Lickcheese to the door of 
the study, 

SARTORIUS. Sh! We must talk this over in 
the study. There is a good fire there; and 
you can smoke. Blanche: an old friend of ours. 

LICKCHEESE. And a kind one to me. I hope 
I see you well. Miss Blanche. 

BLANCHE. Why, it’s Mr Lickcheese! I hardly 
knew you. 

LICKCHEESE. I find you a little changed your- 
self, miss. 

BLANCHE [hastily^ Oh, I am the same as 
ever. How are Mrs Lickcheese and the chil — 

SARTORIUS [impatiently'\ We have business 
to transact, Blanche. You can. talk to Mr 
Lickcheese afterwards. Come on. 

Sartorius and Lickcheese go into the study, 
Blanche, surprised at her father s abruptness, 
looks after them for a moment. Then, seeing 
Lickcheese' s overcoat on her chair, she takes it 
up, amused, and looks at the fur. 


THE PARLORMAID. Oh, we are fine, aint we, 
Miss Blanche? I think Mr Lickcheese must 
have come into a legacy. [Confidentially] I 
wonder what he can want with the master. 
Miss Blanche! He brought him this big book. 
[iSAe shews the bluebook to Blanche], 

BLANCHE [her curiosity roused] Let me see. 
[She takes the book and looks at */]. Theres 
something about papa in it. [-SAe sits down and 
begins to read], 

THE PARLORMAID [folding the tea-table and 
putting it out of the way] He looks ever s’much 
younger. Miss Blanche , dont he? I couldnthelp 
laughing when I saw him with his whiskers 
shaved off: it do look so silly when youre not 
accustomed to it. [No answer from Blanche], 
You havnt finished your coffee, miss: I sup- 
pose I may take it away? [Ao answer]. Oh, 
you are interested in Mr Lickcheese’s book, 
miss. 

Blanche springs up. The parlormaid looks at 
her face, and instantly hurries out of the room 
on tiptoe with her tray. 

BLANCHE. So that was why he would not 
touch the money. [She tries to tear the book 
across. Fmding this imposible she throws it 
violently into the fireplace. It falls into the 
fender]. Oh, if only a girl could have no 
father, no family, just as I have no mother! 
Clergyman! beast! “The worst slum landlord 
in London.” “ Slum landlord.” Oh! [She covers 
her face with her hands, and sinks shuddering 
into the chair on which the overcoat lies. The 
study door opens], 

LICKCHEESE [in the study] You just wait five 
minutes: I’ll fetch him. [Blanche snatches a 
piece of work from her basket, and sits erect and 
quiet, stitching at it. Lickcheese comes back, speak- 
ing to Sartorius, who follows him]. He lodges 
round the corner in Gower Street; and my 
private ansom’s at the door. By your leave. 
Miss Blanche [pulling gently at his overcoat.] 

BLANCHE [rmwg] I beg your pardon. I hope 
I havnt crushed it. 

LICKCHEESE [gallantly, as he gets into the coat] 
Youre welcome to crush it again now. Miss 
Blanche. Dont say good evenin to me, miss: 
I’m comin back presently: me and a friend 
or two. Ta ta, Sartorius: I shant be long. [He 
goes out], 

Sartorius looks about for the bluebook, 

BLANCHE. I thought wc Were done with 
Lickcheese. 

SARTORIUS. Not quite yet, I think. He left a 
book here for me to look over: a large book 
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in a blue paper cover. Has the girl put it 
away? [He sees it in the fender; looks at Blanche; 
and adds^ Have you seen it? 

BLANCHE. No. Yes. [Angrily] No: I have not 
seen it. What have I to do with it? 

Sartorius picks up the hook and dusts it; then 
sits down quietly to read. After a glance up and 
down the columns, he nods assentingly, as if he 
found there exactly what he expected. 

SARTORIUS. It's a curious thing, Blanche, 
that the Parliamentary gentlemen who write 
such books as these should be so ignorant of 
practical business. One would suppose, to 
read this, that we are the most grasping, 
grinding, heartless pair in the world, you 
and I. 

BLANCHE. Is it not truc? About the state of 
the houses, I mean? 

SARTORIUS [calmly] Oh, quite true. 

BLANCHE. Then it is not our fault? 

SARTORIUS. My dear: if we made the houses 
any better, the rents would have to be raised 
so much that the poor people would be unable 
to pay, and would be thrown homeless on 
the streets. 

BLANCHE. Well, turn them out and get in a 
respectable class of people. Why should we 
have the disgrace of harboring such wretches? 

SARTORIUS [opening his eyes] That sounds a 
little hard on them, doesnt it, my child? 

BLANCHE. Oh, I hate the poor. At least, 
I hate those dirty, drunken, disreputable 
people who live like pigs. If they must be 
provided for, let other people look after 
them. How can you expect any one to think 
well of us when such things are written about 
us in that infamous book? 

SARTORIUS [coldly and a Utile wistfully] I see 
I have made a real lady of you, Blanche. 

BLANCHE [defantly] Well? Are you sorry for 
that? 

SARTORIUS. No, my dear: of course not. But 
do you know, Blanche, that my mother was 
a very oodr woman, and that her poverty was 
not her fault? 

BLANCHE. I suppose not; but the people we 
want to mix with now dont know that. And it 
was not my fault; so I dont see why / should 
be made to suffer for it. 

SARTORIUS [enraged] Who makes you suffer 
for it, miss? What would you be now but for 
what yoJr grandmother did for me when she 
stood at her wash-tub for thirteen hours a 
day and thought herself rich when she made 
fifteen shillings a week? 


BLANCHE [angrily] I suppose I should have 
been down on her level instead of being 
raised above it, as I am now. Would you like 
us to go and live in that place in the book for 
the sake of grandmamma? I hate the idea of 
such things. I dont want to know about them. 
I love you because you brought me up to 
something better. [Half aside, as she turns 
away from him] I should hate you if you had 
not. 

SARTORIUS [giving in] Well, my child, I sup- 
pose it is natural for you to feel that way, 
after your bringing up. It is the ladylike view 
of the matter. So dont let us quarrel, my girl. 
You shall not be made to suffer any more. I 
have made up my mind to improve the pro- 
perty, and get in quite a new class of tenants. 
There! does that satisfy you? I am only wait- 
ing for the consent of the ground landlord. 
Lady Roxdale. 

BLANCHE. Lady Roxdale! 

SARTORIUS. Yes. But I shall expect the 
mortgagee to take his share of the risk. 

BLANCHE. The mortgagee! Do you mean — 
cannot finish the sentence: Sartorius does 
it for her]. 

SARTORIUS. Harry Trench, Yes. And re- 
member, Blanche: if he consents to join me 
in the scheme, I shall have to be friends with 
him. 

BLANCHE. And to ask him to the house? 

SARTORIUS. Only on business. You need 
not meet him unless you like. 

BLANCHE [overwhelmed] When is he coming? 

SARTORIUS. There is no time to be lost. 
Lickcheese has gone to ask him to come 
round. 

BLANCHE [in dismay] Then he will be here 
in a few minutes! What shall I do? 

SARTORIUS. I advise you to receive him as 
if nothing had happened, and then go out 
and leave us to our business. You are not 
afraid to meet him? 

BLANCHE. Afraid! No: most certainly not. 
But — 

lickcheese's VOICE [7ciihout\ Straight in 
front of you, doctor. You never bin here 
before; but I know the house better than my 
own. 

BLANCHE. Here they are. Dont say I'm 
here, papa. [iSAe rushes away into the study]. 

Lickcheese comes in with Trench and Cokane. 
Both are in evening dress. Cokane shakes hands 
effusively with Sartorius. Trench, who is 
coarsened and sullen, and has evidently not been 
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making the best of his disappointment, hows 
shortly and resentfully, Lickcheese covers the 
general embarrassment by talking cheerfully 
until they are all seated round the large table: 
Trench nearest the fireplace; Cokane nearest 
the piano; and the other two between them, with 
Lickcheese next Cokane"], 

LICKCHEESE. Here we are, all friends round 
St Pauls. You remember Mr Cokane? he 
does a little business for me now as a friend, 
and gives me a help with my correspondence: 
sekketerry we call it. Ive no litery style, and 
thats the truth; so Mr Cokane kindly puts 
it into my letters and draft prospectuses and 
advertisements and the like. Dont you, 
Cokane? Of course you do: why shouldnt 
you? He's been helping me to persuade his 
old friend. Dr Trench, about the matter we 
were speaking of. 

COKANE [austerely] No, Mr Lickcheese, not 
trying to persuade him. No: this is a matter 
of principle with me. I say it is your duty, 
Henry — your duty — to put those abomin- 
able buildings into proper and habitable re- 
pair. As a man of science you owe it to the 
community to perfect the sanitary arrange- 
ments. In questions of duty there is no room 
for persuasion, even from the oldest friend. 

SARTORius [to Trench] I certainly feel, as 
Mr Cokane puts it, that it is our duty: one 
which I have perhaps too long neglected out 
of regard for the poorest class of tenants. 

LICKCHEESE. Not a doubt of it, gents: a 
dooty. I can be as sharp as any man when 
it's a question of business; but dooty 's an- 
other pair o* shoes. 

TRENCH. Well, I dont see that it’s any more 
my duty now than it was four months ago. 
I look at it simply as a question of so much 
money. 

COKANE. Shame, Harry, shame! Shame! 

TRENCH. Oh, shut up, you fool. [Cokane 
springs up], 

LICKCHEESE [patching his coat and holding 
him] Steady! steady! Mr Sekketerry. Dr 
Trench is only joking. 

COKANE. I insist on the withdrawal of that 
expression. I have been called a fool. 

TRENCH [morosely] So you are a fool. 

COKANE. Then you are a damned fool. 
Now, sir! 

TRENCH. All right. Now weve settled that. 
[Cokane, with a snort, sits dowri]. What I mean 
is this. Dont lets have any nonsense about 
this job. As 1 understand it, Robbins’s Row 


is to be pulled down to make way for the 
new street into the Strand; and the straight 
tip now is to go for compensation. 

LICKCHEESE [chuckUng] That 'so. Dr Trench. 
Thats it. 

TRENCH [continuing] Well, it appears that 
the dirtier a place is the more rent you get; 
and the decenter it is, the more compensation 
you get. So we’re to give up dirt and go in 
for decency. 

SARTORIUS. I should not put it exactly in 
that way; but — 

COKANE. Quite right, Mr Sartorius, quite 
right. The case could not have been stated 
in worse taste or with less tact. 

LICKCHEESE. Sh-sh-sh-sh! 

SARTORIUS. I do not quite go with you there 
Mr Cokane. Dr Trench puts the case frankly 
as a man of business. I take the wider view 
of a public man. We live in a progressive 
age; and humanitarian ideas are advancing 
and must be taken into account. But my 
practical conclusion is the same as his. I 
.should hardly feel justified in making a large 
claim for compensation under existing cir- 
cumstances. 

LICKCHEESE. Of coursc not; and you wouldnt 
get it if you did. You see, it’s like this. Dr 
Trench. Theres no doubt that the Vestries 
has legal powers to play old Harry with slum 
properties, and spoil the houseknacking 
game if they please. That didnt matter in 
the good old times, because the Vestries 
used to be us ourselves. Nobody ever knew 
a word about the election; and we used to 
get ten of us into a room and elect one an- 
other, and do what we liked. Well, that cock 
wont fight any longer; and, to put it short, 
the game is up for men in the position of 
you and Mr Sartorius. My advice to you is, 
take the present chance of getting out of it. 
Spend a little money on the block at the 
Cribbs Market end: enough to make it look 
like a model dwelling, you know; and let the 
other block to me on fair terms for a depot 
of the North Thames Iced Mutton Company. 
Theyll be knocked down inside of two year 
to make room for the new north and south 
main thoroughfare; and youll be compen- 
sated to the tune of double the present 
valuation, with the cost of the improvements 
thrown in. Leave things as they are; and 
you stand a good chance of being fined, or 
condemned, or pulled down before long. 
Now’s your time. 
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coKANE. Hear, hear! Hear, hear! Hear, 
hear! Admirably put from the business 
point of view! I recognize the uselessness of 
putting the moral point of view to you, 
Trench; but even you must feel the cogency 
of Mr Lickcheese*s business statement. 

TRENCH. But why cant you act without me? 
What have I got to do with it? Fm only a 
mortgagee. 

SARTORius. There is a certain risk in this 
compensation investment, Dr Trench. The 
County Council may alter the line of the new 
street. If that happens, the money spent in 
improving the houses will be thrown away: 
simply thrown away. Worse than thrown 
away, in fact; for the new buildings may stand 
unlet or half let for years. But you will expect 
your seven per cent as usual. 

TRENCH. A man must live. 

COKANE. Je ne*n vois pas la n^cessit^. 

TRENCH. Shut up, Billy; or else speak some 
language you understand. No, Mr Sartorius: 
I should be very glad to stand in with you if 
I could afford it; but I cant; so you may leave 
me out of it. 

LiCKCHEESE. Well, all I can say is that youre 
a very foolish young man. 

COKANE. What did I tell you, Harry? 

TRENCH. I dont see that it’s any business of 
yours, Mr Lickcheese. 

LICKCHEESE. It’s a free country: every man 
has a right to his opinion. 

COKANE. Hear, hear! 

LICKCHEESE. Comc! whcres your feelins for 
them poor people. Dr Trench? Remember 
how it went to your heart when I first told 
you about them. What! are you going to turn 
hard? 

TRENCH. No: it wont do: you cant get over 
me that way. You proved to me before that 
there was no use in being sentimental over 
that slum shop of ours; and it’s no good your 
turning round on the philanthropic tack now 
that y )u want me to put my capital into your 
speculation. I’ve had my lesson; and I’m 
going to stick to my present income. It’s 
little enough for me as it is. 

SARTORIUS. It really matters nothing to me, 
Dr Trench, how you decide. I can easily raise 
the money elsewhere and pay you off. Then, 
since you are resolved to run no risks, you 
can invest your ten thousand pounds in 
Consols and get two hundred and fifty pounds 
a year for it instead of seven hundred. 

Trenchi completely outwitted^ stares at them in 


consternation. Cokane breaks the silence. 

COKANE. This is what comes of being ava- 
ricious, Harry. Two thirds of your income 
gone at one blow. And I must say it serves 
you right. 

TRENCH. Thats all very fine; but I dont 
understand it. If you can do this to me, why 
didnt you do it long ago? 

SARTORIUS. Because, as I should probably 
have had to borrow at the same rate, I should 
have saved nothing; whereas you would have 
lost over four hundred a year: a very serious 
matter for you. I had no desire to be un- 
friendly; and even now I should be glad to 
let the mortgage stand, were it not that the 
circumstances mentioned by Mr Lickcheese 
force my hand. Besides, Dr Trench, I hoped 
for some time that our interests might be 
joined by closer ties even than those of 
friendship. 

LICKCHEESE [jumping upi relieved] There! 
Now the murder’s out. Excuse me. Dr 
Trench. Ex-cuse me, Mr Sartorius: excuse 
my freedom. Why not Dr Trench marry Miss 
Blanche, and settle the whole affair that way? 

Sensation. Lickcheese sits down triumphant. 

COKANE. You forget, Mr Lickcheese, that 
the young lady, whose taste has to be con- 
sidered, decisively objected to him. 

TRENCH. Oh! Perhaps you think she was 
struck with you. 

COKANE. I do not say so. Trench. No man of 
any delicacy would suggest such a thing. 
You have an untutored mind, Trench, an un- 
tutored mind. 

TRENCH. Well, Cokane: Ive told you my 
opinion of you already. 

COKANE [rising wildly] And I have told you 
m y opinion of y o u. I will repeat it if you wish. 
I am ready to repeat it. 

LICKCHEESE. Come, Mr Sekketerry: you and 
me, as married men, is out of the unt as far 
as young ladies is concerned. I know Miss 
Blanche: she has her father’s eye for business. 
Explain this job to her; and she’ll make it 
up with Dr Trench. Why not have a bit of 
romance in business when it costs nothing? W e 
all have our feelins: we aint mere calculatin 
machines. 

SARTORIUS [revolted] Do you think, Lick- 
cheese, that my daughter is to be made part 
of a money bargain between you and these 
gentlemen? 

LICKCHEESE. Oh come, Sartorius! dont talk 
as if you was the only father in the world. I 
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have a daughter too; and my feelins in that 
matter is just as fine as yours. I propose 
nothing but what is for Miss Blanche s advan- 
tage and Dr Trench’s. 

coKANE. Lickcheese expresses himself 
roughly, Mr Sartorius; but his is a sterling 
nature; and what he says is to the point. If 
Miss Sartorius can really bring herself to care 
for Harry, I am far from desiring to stand in 
the way of such an arrangement. 

TRENCH. Why, what have you got to do 
with it? 

LICKCHEESE. Easy, Dr Trench, easy. We 
want your opinion. Are you still on for marry- 
ing Miss Blanche if she’s agreeable? 

TRENCH [shortly] I dont know that I am. 
[Sartorius rises indignantly], 

LICKCHEESE. Easy one moment, Mr Sar- 
torius. [To Trench] Come now, Dr Trench! 
you say that you dont know that you are. 
But do you know that you aint? thats what 
we want to know. 

TRENCH [sulkily] I wont have the relations 
between Miss Sartorius and myself made part 
of a bargain. [He rises to leave the table], 

LICKCHEESE [W^wg] Tliats enough*. a gentle- 
man could say no less. [Insinuatingly] Now, 
would you mind me and Cokane and the 
guvnor steppin into the study to arrange 
about the lease to the North Thames Iced 
Mutton Company? 

TRENCH. Oh, I dont mind. I’m going home. 
Theres nothing more to say. 

LICKCHEESE. No*. dont go. Only just a 
minute: me and Cokane will be back in no 
time to see you home. Youll wait for us, wont 
you? 

TRENCH. Oh well, if you wish, yes. 

LICKCHEESE [cheerily] Didnt I know you 
would! 

SARTORIUS [at the study door, to Cokane] After 
you, sir. 

Cokane hows formally and goes into the study, 

LICKCHEESE [at the door, aside to Sartorius] 
You never ad such a managin man as me, 
Sartorius. [He goes into the study chucklmg, 
followed by Sartorius], 

Trench, left alone, looks round carefully and 
listens a moment. Then he goes on tiptoe to the 
piano and leans upon it with folded arms, gazing 
at Blanche's portrait, Blanche herself appears 
presently at the study door. When she sees how 
he is occupied, she closes it softly and steals over 
to him, watching him intently. He rises from his 
leaning attitude, and takes the portrait from the 


easel, and is about to kiss it when, taking a second 
look round to reassure himself that nobody is 
watching him, he finds Blanche close upon him. 
He drops the portrait, and stares at her without 
the least presence of mind, 

BLANCHE [shrewishly] Well? So you have 
come back here. Y ou have had the meanness 
to come into this house again. [Hefiushes and 
retreats a step. She follows him up remorse- 
lessly]. What a poor spirited creature you 
must be! Why dont you go? [Red and wincing, 
he starts huffily to get his hat from the table; but 
when he turns to the door with it she deliberately 
stands in his way; so that he has to stop]. I dont 
want you to stay. [For a moment they stand face 
to face, quite close to one another, she provoca- 
tive, taunting, half defying, half inviting him to 
advance, in a fiush of undisguised animal excite- 
ment, It suddeyily fiashes on him that all this 
ferocity is erotic: that she is making love to him. 
His eye lights up: a cunning expression comes 
into the corners of his mouth: with a heavy as- 
sumption of indifference he walks straight back 
to his chair, and plants himself in it with his 
arms folded. She comes down the room after 
him]. But I forgot: you have found that there 
is some money to be made here. Lickcheese 
told you. You, who were so disinterested, so 
independent, that you could not accept any- 
thing from my father! [At the end of every sent- 
ence she ivaits to see what execution she has done], 
I suppose you will try to persuade me that 
you have come down here on a great philan- 
thropic enterprise — to befriend the poor by 
having those houses rebuilt, eh? [Trench 
maintains his attitude and makes no sign]. Yes: 
when my father makes you do it. And when 
Lickcheese has discovered some way of mak- 
ing it profitable. Oh, I know papa; and I 
know you. And for the sake of that, you come 
back here — into the house where you were 
refused — ordered out. [Trench's face darkens: 
her eyes gleam as she sees it]. Aha! you re- 
member that. You know it’s true: you cant 
deny it. [5'Ae sits down, and softens her tone a 
little as she affects to pity hirn]. Well, let me 
tell you that you cut a poor figure, a very, 
very poor figure, Harry. [At the word Harry 
he relaxes the fold of his arms; and a faint grin 
of anticipated victory appears on his face]. And 
you, too, a gentleman! so highly connected! 
with such distinguished relations! so particu- 
lar as to where your money comes from! I 
wonder at you. I really wonder at you. I 
should have thought that if your fine family 
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gave you nothing else, it might at least have 
given you some sense of personal dignity. 
Perhaps you think you look dignified at pre- 
sent: eh? [No reply\ Well, I can assure you 
that you dont: you look most ridiculous — as 
foolish as a man could look — you dont know 
what to say; and you dont know what to do. 
But after all, I really dont see what any one 
could say in defence of such conduct. [He 
looks straight in front of him^ and purses up his 
lips as if whistling. This annoys her; and she 
becomes affectedly polite\ I am afraid I am in 
your way, Dr Trench. [5*^6 me^]. I shall not 
intrude on you any longer. You seem so per- 
fectly at home that I need make no apology 
for leaving you to yourself. [S/ie makes a feint 
of going to the door; hut he does not budge; and 
she returns and comes behind his chair\ Harry. 
[He does not turn. She comes a step nearer\ 
Harry: I want you to answer me a question. 
[Earnestly^ stooping over him^ Look me in the 
face. [No reply]. Do you hear? [Seizing his 
cheeks a7id twisting his head round] Look — me 
— in — the — face. [He shuts his eyes tight and 
grins. She suddenly kneels down beside him with 
her breast against his shoulder]. Harry: what 
were you doing with my photograph just 
now, when you thought you were alone? [He 
opens his eyes: they are full of delight. ShejUngs 


her arms round him^ and crushes him in an 
ecstatic embrace as she adds, with furious tender- 
ness] How dare you touch anything belong- 
ing to me? 

The study door opens and voices are heard. 

TRENCH. I hear some one coming. 

She regains her chair with a bound, and pushes 
it back as far as possible. Cokane,Lickcheese,and 
Sartorius come from the study. Sariorius and 
Lickcheese come to Trench. Cokane crosses to 
Blanche in his most killing manner. 

COKANE. How do you do. Miss Sartorius? 
Nice weather for the return of Tenfant pro- 
digue, eh? 

BLANCHE. Capital, Mr Cokane. So glad to 
see you. [SAe gives him her hand, which he 
kisses with gallantry]. 

LICKCHEESE [on Trench' s left, in a low voice] 
Any noos for us. Dr Trench? 

TRENCH [^0 Sartorius, on his right] I’ll stand 
in, compensation or no compensation. [He 
shakes Sartorius* s hand]. 

The parlormaid has just appeared at the door. 

THE PARLORMAID. Suppcr is ready, miss. 

COKANE. Allow me. 

Exeunt omnes: Blanche on Cokane* s arm; 
Lickcheese jocosely taking Sartorius on one arm, 
and Trench on the other. 

THE END 


II 

THE PHILANDERER 

BEING THE SECOND OF THREE UNPLEASANT PLAYS 


ACT I 

A lady and gentleman are making love to one 
another in the drawing room of aflat in Ashley 
Gardens in the Victoria district of London. It is 
yast ten\ at night. The avails are hung with 
theat ical engravings and photographs: Kemble 
as Hamlet, Mrs Siddons as Queen Katharine 
pleading in court, Macready as Werner (after 
Maclise), Sir Henry Irving as Richard III (after 
Long), Ellen Terry, Mrs Kendal, Ada Rehan, 
Sarah Bernhardt, Henry Arthur Jones, Sir 
Arthur Pinero, Sydney Grundy, and so on, but 
not Eleonora Duse nor any one connected with 
Ibsen. The room is not rectangular, one comer 
being cut off diagonally by the doorway, and 
the opposite one rounded by a turret window 
filled up with a stand of flowers surrounding a 


statuet of Shakespear. The fireplace is on the 
doorway side, with an armchair near it. A small 
round table, further from the door on the same 
side, with a chair beside it, has a yellow backed 
French novel lying open on it. The piano, a 
grand, is on the Shakespear side, open, with the 
keyboard at right angles to the wall. The piece 
of music on the desk is When Other Lips. In- 
candescent lights, well shaded, are on the piano 
and mantelpiece. Near the piano is a sofa, on 
which the lady and gentleman are seated affec- 
tionately side by side, in one another* s arms. 

The lady, Grace I'ranfield, is about 32, slight 
of build, delicate of feature, and sensitive in 
expression. She is just now given up to the 
emotion of the moment; but her well closed 
mouth, proudly set brows, firm chin, and elegant 



THE PHILANDERER 


99 


carriage skew plenty of determination and self- 
respect, She is in evening dress. 

The gentleman^ Leonard Charteris, a few 
years older, is unconventionally hut smartly 
dressed in a velvet jacket and cashmere trousers. 
His collar, dyed Wotan blue, is part of his shirt, 
and turns over a garnet colored scarf of Indian 
silk, secured by a turquoise ring. He wears blue 
socks and leather sandals. The arrangement 
of his tawny hair, and of his moustaches and 
short beard, is apparently left to Nature; hut he 
has taken care that Nature shall do him the full- 
est justice, His amative enthusiasm, at which he is 
himself laughing, and his clever, imaginative, 
humorous ways, contrast strongly with the sincere 
tenderness and dignified quietness of the woman. 

CHARTERis [impulsively clasping Grace^ My 
dearest love. 

GRACE [responding affectio7iately] My darling. 
Are you happy? 

CHARTERIS. In Heaven. 

GRACE. My own. 

CHARTERIS. My heart's love. [He sighs 
happily, and takes her hands in his, looking 
quaintly at her\ That must positively be my 
last kiss, Grace; or I shall become downright 
silly. Let us talk. [He releases her and sits a 
little apart], Grace: is this your first love affair? 

GRACE. Have you forgotten that I am a 
widow? Do you think I married Tranfield for 
money? 

CHARTERIS. How do I know? Besides, you 
might have married him not because you 
loved him, but because you didnt love any- 
body else. When one is young, one marries out 
of mere curiosity, just to see what it's like. 

GRACE. Well, since you ask me, I never was 
in love with Tranfield, though I only found 
that out when I fell in love with you. But 
I used to like him for being in love with me. 
It brought out all the good in him so much 
that I have wanted to be in love with some- 
one ever since. I hope, now that I am in love 
with you, you will like me for it just as I liked 
Tranfield. 

CHARTERIS. My dear*, it is because I like 
you that I want to marry you. I could love 
anybody — any pretty woman, that is. 

GRACE. Do you really mean that, Leonard? 

CHARTERIS. Of course. Why not? 

GRACE [reflecting] Never mind. Now tell me, 
is this your first love affair? 

CHARTERIS [amazcd at the simplicity of the 
question] No, bless my soul, no; nor my second, 
nor my third. 


GRACE. But I mean your first serious one? 

CHARTERIS [with a certain hesitatioji] Yes. 
[There is a pause. She is not convinced. He adds, 
with a very perceptible load on his conscience] 
It is the first in which I have been serious. 

GRACE [searchingly] I see. The other parties 
were always serious. 

CHARTERIS. Not alvvays. Heaven forbid! 

GRACE. How often? 

CHARTERIS. Well, once. 

GRACE. Julia Craven? 

CHARTERIS [recoUing] Who told you that? 
[SAe shakes her head mysteriously . lie turns 
away from her moodily and adds] You had 
much better not have asked. 

GRACE [gently] Tm sorry, dear. [iSAe puts 
out her hand and pulls softly at him to bring 
him near her again]. 

CHARTERIS [yielding mechanically to the pull, 
and allowing her hand to rest on his arm, but 
sitting squarely without the least attempt to 
return the caress] Do I feel harder to the touch 
than I did five minutes ago? 

GRACE. What nonsense! 

CHARTERIS. I feel as if my body had turned 
into the toughest hickory. That is what 
comes of reminding me of Julia Craven. 
[Brooding, with his chin on his right hand and 
his elbow on his knee] I have sat alone with 
her just as I am sitting with you — 

GRACE [shrinking from him] Just! 

CHARTERIS [sitting upright and facing her 
steadily] Just exactly. She has put her hands 
in mine, and laid her cheek against mine, and 
listened to me saying all sorts of silly things. 
[Grace, chilled to the soul, rises from the sofa 
and sits down on the piano stool, with her back 
to the keyboard]. Ah, you dont want to hear 
any more of the story. So much the better. 

GRACE [deeply hurt, but controlling herself] 
When did you break it off? 

CHARTERIS [guiltily] Break it off? 

GRACE [firynly] Yes: break it off. 

CHARTERIS. Well*, let me see. When did I 
fall in love with you? 

GRACE. Did you break it off then? 

CHARTERIS [making it plainer and plainer that 
it has not been broken off] It was clear then, of 
course, that it must be broken off. 

GRACE. And did you break it off? 

CHARTERIS. Oh, yes*. / broke it off. 

GRACE. But did she break it off? 

CHARTERIS [mmg] As a favor to me, dearest, 
change the subject. Come away from the 
piano: I want you to sit here with me. [He 
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takes a step towards her\ 

GRACE. No. I also have grown hard to the 
touch: much harder than hickory for the 
present. Did she break it ofF.^ 

CHARTERis. My dear, be reasonable. It was 
fully explained to her that it was to be broken 
off. 

GRACE. Did she accept the explanation? 

CHARTERIS. She did what a woman like J ulia 
always does. When I explained personally, 
she said it was not my better self that was 
speaking, and that she knew I still really 
loved her. When I wrote it to her with brutal 
explicitness, she read the letter carefully and 
then sent it back to me with a note to say 
that she had not had the courage to open it, 
and that I ought to be ashamed of having 
written it. [He comes beside Grace, and puts his 
left hand caressingly round her neck\ You see, 
dearie, she wont look the situation in the face. 

GRACE [shaking off his hand and turning a 
little away on the stool\ I am afraid, from the 
light way you speak of it, you did not sound 
the right chord. 

CHARTERIS. My dear: when you are doing 
what a woman calls breaking her heart, you 
may sound the very prettiest chords you 
can find on the piano; but to her ears it is 
just like this. [He sits down on the bass end of 
the keyboard, Grace puts her fingers in her ears. 
He rises and moves away from the piano, saying'\ 
No, my dear: Ive been kind; Ive been frank; 
Ive been everything that a goodnatured man 
can be; but she only takes it as the making up 
of a lovers’ quarrel. [Grace winces]. Frankness 
and kindness: one is as bad as the other. 
Especially frankness. Ive tried both. [He 
crosses to the fireplace, and stands facing the 
fire, looking at the ornaments on the mantelpiece 
and warming his hands], 

GRACE [her voice a little strained^ What are 
you going to try now? 

CHARTERIS [on the hearthrug, turning to face 
her] Action, my dear. Marriage. In that she 
must believe. She wont be convinced by any- 
thing short of it; because, you see, Ive had 
some tremendous philanderings before, and 
have gone back to her after them. 

GRACE. And so that is why you want to 
marry me? 

CHARTERIS. I cannot deny it, my love. Yes: 
it is your mission to rescue me from Julia. 

GRACE [rising] Then, if you please, I decline 
to be made use of for any such purpose. I will 
not steal you from another woman. [5Ae walks 


up and down the room with ominous disquiet], 

CHARTERIS. Steal me! [He comes towards 
her], Grace: I have a question to put to you 
as an advanced woman. Mind! as an advanced 
woman. Does Julia belong to me? Am I her 
owner — her master? 

GRACE. Certainly not. No woman is the pro- 
perty of a man. A woman belongs to herself 
and to nobody else. 

CHARTERIS. Quite right. Ibsen for ever! 
Thats exactly my opinion. Now tell me, do I 
belong to Julia; or have I a right to belong 
to myself? 

GRACE [jfiuszled] Of course you have; but — 

CHARTERIS [interrupting her triumphantly] 
Then how can you steal me from Julia if I 
dont belong to her? [He catches her by the 
shoulders and holds her out at arms length in front 
of hini]. Eh, little philosopher? No, my dear: 
if Ibsen sauce is good for the goose, it’s good 
for the gander as well. Besides [coaxing her] 
it was nothing but a philander with Julia. 
Nothing else in the world, I assure you. 

GRACE [breaking away from him] So much 
the worse! I hate your philanderings: they 
make me ashamed of you and of myself [•S'/re 
goes to the sofa and sits in the corner furthest 
from the piano, leaning gloomily on her elbow 
with her face averted], 

CHARTERIS. Grace*, you utterly misunder- 
stand the origin of my philanderings. [He sits 
down beside her]. Listen to me. Am I a par- 
ticularly handsome man? 

GRACE [astonished at his conceit] No. 

CHARTERIS [triujuphantly] You admit it. Am 
I a well dressed man? 

GRACE. Not particularly. 

CHARTERIS. Of course not. Have I a roman- 
tic mysterious charm about me? do I look as 
if a secret sorrow preyed on me? am I gallant 
to women? 

GRACE. Not in the least. 

CHARTERIS. Certainly not. No one can accuse 
me of it. Then whose fault is it that half the 
women I speak to fall in love with me? Not 
mine: I hate it: it bores me to distraction. At 
first it flattered me — delighted me — that was 
how Julia got me, because she was the first 
woman who had the pluck to make me a 
declaration. But I soon had enough of it; and 
at no time have I taken the initiative and 
persecuted women with my advances as 
women have persecuted me. Never. Except, 
of course, in your case. 

GRACE. Oh, you need not make any excep- 
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tion. I had a good deal of trouble to induce 
you to come and see us. You were very coy. 

CHARTERis [ fondly y taking her hand] With 
you, dearest, the coyness was sheer coquetry. 
I loved you from the first, and fled only that 
you might pursue. But come! let us talk about 
something really interesting, [lie takes her in 
his arms\ Do you love me better than anyone 
else in the world? 

GRACE. I dont think you like to be loved 
too much. 

CHARTERIS. That depends on who the person 

is. You [jiressing her to his heart] cannot love 
me too much: you cannot love me half 
enough. I reproach you every day for your 
coldness, your — [A violent double knock without. 
They start and listen, still in one another s arms, 
hardly daring to breathe]. Who the deuce is 
calling at this hour? 

GRACE. I cant imagine. [They listen guiltily . 
The door of the flat is opened without. They 
hasily get away from one another]. 

A woman's voice outside. Is Mr Charteris 
here? 

CHARTERIS [springing up] Julia! The devil! 
[lie stands at the end of the sofa with his eyes 
fixed on the door and his heart beating very un- 
pleasantly]. 

grace [nVtng also] What can she want? 

THE VOICE. Never mind: I will announce 
myself. [A beautiful, dark, tragic looking woman 
in mantle and toque, appears at the door, raging]. 
Oh, this is charming. I have interrupted a 
pretty tete-^-tete. Oh, you villain! comes 
straight at Grace. Charteris runs across behind 
the sofa, and stops her. She struggles furiously 
with him. Grace preserves her self-possession, 
but retreats quietly to the piano. Julia, finding 
Charteris too strong for her, gives up her at- 
tempt to get at Grace, but strikes him in the face 
as she frees herself]. 

CHARTERIS [shocked] Oh, Julia, Julia! This 
is too bad. 

JULIA. Is it, indeed, too bad? What are you 
doing up here with that woman? You 
scoundrel! But now listen to me, Leonard: you 
have driven me to desperation; and I dont 
care what I do, or who hears me: I’ll not bear 

it. She shall not have my place with you — 

CHARTERIS. Sh-sh! 

JULIA. No, no: I dont care: I wilj expose her 
true character before everybody^ You belong 
to me: you have no right to be h^re; and she 
knows it. I 

CHARTERIS. I think you had better let me 


take you home, Julia. 

JULIA. I will not. I am not going home: I 
am going to stay here— here— until I have 
made you give her up. 

CHARTERIS. My dear: you must be reason- 
able. You really cannot stay in Mrs Tran- 
field’s house if she objects. She can ring the 
bell and have us both put out. 

JULIA. Let her do it then. Let her ring the 
bell if she dares. Let us see how this pure 
virtuous creature will face the scandal of 
what I will declare about her. Let us see how 
you will face it. I have nothing to lose. 
Everybody knows how you have treated me: 
you have boasted of your conquests, you poor 
pitiful vain creature: I am "the common talk 
of your acquaintances and hers. Oh, I have 
calculated my advantage [she tears ojf her 
mantle]: I am a most unhappy and injured 
woman; but I am not the fool you take me to 
be. I am going to stay: see? [She flings the 
mantle on the round table*, puls her toque on it; 
and sits down]. Now, Mrs Tranfield: theres 
the bell [pointing to the button beside the fire- 
place]: why dont you ring? [Grace, looking 
attentively at Charteris, does not move]. Ha! ha! 
I thought so. 

CHARTERIS [quietly, without relaxing his 
watch on Julia] Mrs Tranfield: I think you 
had better go into another room. [Grace 
makes a movement towards the door, but stops 
and looks inquiringly at Charteris as Julia 
springs up to intercept her. lie advances a step to 
guard the way to the door]. 

JULIA. She shall not. She shall stay here. 
She shall know what you are, and how you 
have been in love with me: how it is not two 
days since you kissed me and told me that 
the future would be as happy as the past. 
[Screaming at him] You did: deny it if you 
dare. 

CHARTERIS [to Grace in a low voice] Go. 

GRACE [with nonchalant disgust, going] Get 
her away as soon as you can, Leonard. 

Julia, with a stifled cry of rage, rushes at 
Grace, who is crossing behind the sofa towards 
the door. Charteris seises Julia, and prevents her 
from getting past the sofa. Grace goes out. Char- 
teris, holding Julia fast, looks round to the door 
to see whether Grace is safely out of the room. 

JULIA [suddenly ceasing to struggle, and 
speaking with the most pathetic dignity] Oh, 
there is no need to be violent. [He passes her 
across to the sofa, and leans against the end of 
it, panting and mopping his forehead]. That is 
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worthy of you! to use brute force! to humili- 
ate me before her! [SAe bursts into tears\ 

CHARTER IS \to htmself, rvith vtelancholy con- 
viction] This is going to be a cheerful evening. 
Now patience! patience! patience! [lie sits 
down on a chair near the round iahle\ 

JULIA [in anguish] Leonard: have you no 
feeling for me? 

CHARTERis. Only an intense desire to get 
you safely out of this. 

JULIA [fiercely] I am not going to stir. 

CHARTERIS [weurily] Well, well. [He heaves 
a long sigh]. 

They sit silent for a while: Julia striving, not 
to regain her self-control, but to maintain her 
rage at boiling point 

JULIA [rising suddenly] I am going to speak 
to that woman. 

CHARTERIS [jumping up] No, no. Hang it, 
Julia, dont lets have another wrestling 
match. Remember: I’m getting on for forty: 
youre too young for me. Sit down; or else let 
me take you home. Suppose her father comes 
in! 

JULIA. I dont care. It rests with you. I am 
ready to go if she will give you up: until then 
I stay. Those are my terms: you owe me that. 
[^Ae sits down determinedly], 

Charteris looks at her for a moment; then, 
making up his mind, goes resolutely to the sofa; 
sits down near the end of it, she being at the 
opposite end; and speaks with biting emphasis, 

CHARTERIS. I owe you just exactly nothing. 

JULIA [reproachfully] Nothing! You can look 
me in the face and say that? Oh, Leonard! 

CHARTERIS. Let me remind you, Julia, that 
when first we became acquainted, the posi- 
tion you took up was that of a woman of ad- 
vanced views. 

JULIA. That should have made you respect 
me the more. 

CHARTERIS [placably] So it did, my dear. 
But that is not the point. As a woman of ad- 
vanced views, you were determined to be 
free. You regarded marriage as a degrading 
bargain, by which a woman sells herself to 
a man for the social status of a wife and the 
right to be supported and pensioned in old 
age out of his income. Thats the advanced 
view: our view. Besides, if you had married 
me, I might have turned out a drunkard, a 
criminal, an imbecile, a horror to you; and 
you couldnt have released yourself. Too big 
a risk, you see. Thats the rational view: our 
view. Accordingly, you reserved the right to 


leave me at any time if you found our com- 
panionship incompatible with — what was the 
expression you used? — with your full develop- 
ment as a human being. I think that was how 
you put the Ibsenist view: our view. So I had 
to be content with a charming philander, 
which taught me a great deal, and brought 
me some hours of exquisite happiness. 

JULIA. Leonard: you confess then, that you 
owe me something? 

CHARTERIS [haughtily] No: what I received, 
I paid. Did you learn nothing from me? was 
there no delight for you in our friendship? 

JULIA [vehemently and movingly; for she is 
now sincere] No. You made me pay dearly for 
every moment of happiness. You revenged 
yourself on me for the humiliation of being 
the slave of your passion for me. I was never 
sure of you for a moment. I trembled when- 
ever a letter came from you, lest it should 
contain some stab for me. I dreaded your 
visits almost as much as I longed for them. I 
was your plaything, not your companion. [5Ae 
rises, exclaiming] Oh, there was such suffering 
in my happiness that I hardly knew joy from 
pain. [*SAe sinks on the piano stool, and adds, as 
she buries her face in her hands and turns away 
from him] Better for me if I had never met 
you! 

CHARTERIS [rising indignantly] You ungen- 
erous wretch! Is this your gratitude for the 
way I have just been flattering you? What 
have I not endured from you? endured with 
angelic patience? Did I not find out, before 
our friendship was a fortnight old, that all your 
advanced views were merely a fashion picked 
up and followed like any other fashion, with- 
out understanding or meaning a word of 
them? Did you not, in spite of your care for 
your own liberty, set up claims on me com- 
pared to which the claims of the most jealous 
wife would have been trifles? Have I a single 
woman friend whom you have not abused as 
old, ugly, vicious — 

JULIA [quickly looking up] So they are. 

CHARTERIS. Well, then. I’ll come to griev- 
ances that even you can understand. I accuse 
you of habitual and intolerable jealousy and 
ill temper; of insulting me on imaginary pro- 
vocation; of positively beating me; of stealing 
letters of mine — 

JULIA. Yes, nice letters! 

CHARTERIS. — of breaking your solemn pro- 
mises not to do it again; of spending hours — 
aye, days! piecing together the contents of 
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my waste paper basket in your search for 
more letters; and then representing yourself 
as an ill used saint and martyr wantonly 
betrayed and deserted by a selfish monster 
of a man. 

JULIA [rising^ I was j ustified in reading your 
letters. Our perfect confidence in one another 
gave me the right to do it. 

cHARTERis. Thank you. Then I hasten to 
break off a confidence which gives such 
rights. [He sits down sulkily on the sofa\ 

JULIA [bending over him threateningly^ You 
have no right to break it off. 

CHARTERIS. I havc. You refused to marry 
me because — 

JULIA. I did not. You never asked me. If 
we were married, you would never dare 
treat me as you are doing now. 

CHARTERIS [laboriously going back to his argu- 
ment] It was understood between us as people 
of advanced views that we were not to marry; 
because, as the law stands, I might have 
become a drunkard, a — 

JULIA. — a criminal, an imbecile or a horror. 
You said that before. sits down beside him 
with ajling], 

CHARTERIS [politely] I beg your pardon, my 
dear. I know I have a habit of repeating my- 
self. The point is that you reserved your free- 
dom to give me up when you pleased. 

JULIA. Well, what of that? I do not please 
to give you up; and I will not. You have not 
become a drunkard or a criminal. 

CHARTERIS. You donT see the point yet, 
Julia. You seem to forget that in reserving 
your freedom to leave me in case I should 
turn out badly, you also reserved my free- 
dom to leave you in case you should turn out 
badly. 

JULIA. Very ingenious. And pray, have I 
become a drunkard, or a criminal, or an 
imbecile? 

CHARTERIS. You have become what is infin- 
itely worse than all three together: a jealous 
termagant. 

JULIA [shaking her head bitterly] Yes: abuse 
me: call me names. 

CHARTERIS. I now asscrt the right I re- 
served: the right of breaking with you when 
I please. Advanced views, Julia, involve ad- 
vanced duties: you cannot be an advanced 
woman when you want to bring a man to 
your feet, and a conventional woman when 
you want to hold him there against his will. 
Advanced people form charming friendships: 


conventional people marry. Marriage suits a 
good many people; and its first duty is fidelity. 
Friendship suits some people; and its first 
duty is unhesitating uncomplaining accept- 
ance of a notice of change of feeling from 
either side. You chose friendship instead of 
marriage. Now do your duty, and accept your 
notice. 

JULIA. Never. We are engaged in the eye of 
— the eye of — 

CHARTERIS. Yes, Julia? Cant you get it out? 
In the eye of something that advanced 
women dont believe in, eh? 

JULIA [throwing herself at his feet] Oh, 
Leonard, dont be cruel. I’m too miserable to 
argue — to think. I only know I love you. You 
reproach me with not wanting to marry you. 
I would have married you at any time after 
I came to love you, if you had asked me. I 
will marry you now if you will. 

CHARTERIS. I wont, my dear. Thats flat. 
We're intellectually incompatible. 

JULIA. But why? We could be so happy. 
You love me: I know you love me. I feel it. 
You say “My dear’’ to me: you have said it 
several times this evening. I know I liave 
been wicked, odious, bad; I say nothing in 
defence of myself. But dont be hard on me. 
1 was distracted by the thought of losing you. 
I cant face life without you, Leonard. I was 
happy when I met you: I had never loved any 
one: and if you had only let me alone, I could 
have gone on contentedly by myself. But I 
cant now. I must have you with me. Dont 
cast me off without a thought of all I have at 
stake. I could be a friend to you if you would 
only let me; if you would only tell me your 
plans; give me a share in your work; treat me 
as something more than the amusement of 
an idle hour. Oh, Leonard, Leonard, youve 
never given me a chance: indeed you havnt. 
I’ll take pains; I’ll read; I’ll try to think; I’ll 
conquer my jealousy; I’ll — [she breaks down, 
rocking her head desperately on his knees and 
writhing]. Oh, I’m mad: I’m mad: youll kill 
me if you desert me. 

CHARTERIS [pelting her] My dear love, dont 
cry: dont go on in this way. You know I cant 
help it. 

JULIA [sobbing as he rises and tenderly lifts 
her with him] Oh, you can, you can. One word 
from you will make us happy for ever. 

CHARTERIS [diplomoUcally] Come, my dear: 
we really must go. We cant stay until Cuth- 
bertson comes. [He releases her gently, and 

0 
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takes her mantle from the tahle\ Here is your 
mantle: put it on and be good. You have 
given me a terrible evening: you must have 
some consideration for me. 

JULIA [dangerous again'] Then I am to be 
cast off? 

CHARTERis [coaxinglf] You are to put on 
your bonnet, dearest. [He puts the mantle on 
her shoulders]. 

JULIA [with a hitter half laugh, half jo6] Well, 
I suppose I must do what I am told. [5Ae 
goes to the table, and looks for her toque. She 
sees the yellow backed French 7iovel]. Ah, look 
at that [holding it out to him]\ Look at what 
the creature reads! filthy, vile French stuff 
that no decent woman would touch. And 
you — you have been reading it with her. 

CHARTERIS. You recommended that book 
to me yourself. 

JULIA. Faugh! dashes it on thefoor]. 

CHARTERIS [running anxiously to the book] 
Dont damage property, Julia. [He picks it up 
and dusts it]. Making scenes is an affair of 
sentiment: damaging property is serious. 
[He replaces it on the table]. And now do pray 
come along. 

JULIA [implacably] You can go: there is 
nothing to prevent you. I will not stir. [5/te 
sits down stubbornly on the sofa]. 

CHARTERIS [losing paticiice] Oh come! I am 
not going to begin all this over again. There 
are limits even to my forbearance. Come on. 

JULIA. I will not, I tell you. 

CHARTERIS. Then goodnight. [He makes 
resolutely for the door. With a rush, she gets 
there before him and bars his way]. I thought 
you wanted me to go. 

JULIA [at the door] You shall not leave me 
here alone. 

CHARTERIS. Then come with me. 

JULIA. Not until you have sworn to me to 
give up that woman. 

CHARTERIS. My dear: I will swear anything 
if youll only come away and put an end to 
this. 

JULIA [perplexed, doubting him] You will 
swear ? 

CHARTERIS. Solemnly. Propose the oath. 
I have been on the point of swearing for the 
last half hour. 

JULIA [despairingly] You are only making 
fun of me. I want no oaths. I want your 
promise: your sacred word of honor. 

CHARTERIS. Certainly: anything you de- 
mand^ on condition that you come away 


immediately. On my sacred word of honor 
as a gentleman — as an Englishman — as 
anything you like — I will never see her again 
never speak to her, never think of her. Now 
come. 

JULIA. But are you in earnest? Will you 
keep your word? 

CHARTERIS [smiUng subtly] Now you are 
getting unreasonable. Do come along with- 
out any more nonsense. At any rate, I am 
going. I am not strong enough to carry you 
home; but I am strong enough to make my 
way through that door in spite of you. You 
will then have a new grievance against me 
for my brutal violence. [He takes a step to- 
wards the door]. 

JULIA [solemnly] If you do, I swear I will 
throw myself from that window, Leonard, 
as you pass out. 

CHARTERIS [unimpressed] That window is 
at the back of the building. I shall pass out 
at the front; so you will not hurt me. Good- 
night. [He approaches the door.] 

JULIA. Leonard: have you no pity? 

CHARTERIS. Not the least. When you con- 
descend to these antics you force me to 
despise you. How can a woman who behaves 
like a spoiled child and talks like a senti- 
mental novel have the audacity to dream 
of being a companion for a man of any sort 
of sense or charaeter? [She gives an inarticulate 
cry, and throws herself sobbing on his breast]. 
Come! dont cry, my dear Julia: you dont 
look half so beautiful as when youre happy; 
and it makes me all damp. Come along. 

Julia [affectionately] I’ll come, dear, if you 
wish it. Give me one kiss. 

CHARTERIS [exasperated] This is too much. 
No: I’m dashed if I will. Here: let me go, 
Julia. [5^6 clings to him]. Will you come with- 
out another word if I give you a kiss? 

JULIA. I will do anything you wish, darling. 

CHARTERIS. Well, here. [He takes her in his 
arms and gives her an unceremonious kiss]. 
Now remember your promise. Come along. 

JULIA. That was not a nice kiss, dearest. 
I want one of our old real kisses. 

CHARTERIS [furious] Oh, go to the deuce. 
[He disengages himself impulsively; and she, 
as if he had flung her down, falls pathetically 
with a stifled moan. With an angry look at her, 
he strides out and slams the door. She raises 
herself on one hand, listening to his retreating 
footsteps. They stop. Her face lights up with 
eager, triumphant cunning. The steps return 
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hastily. She throws herself down again as before, 
Charteris reappears, in the utmost dismay, 
exclaiming'] Julia; we’re done. Cuthbertson’s 
coming upstairs with your father [she sits up 
quickly]. Do you hear? the two fathers! 

JULIA [sitting on the fioor] Impossible. They 
dont know one another. 

CHARTERIS [desperately] I tell you theyre 
coming up together like twins. What on 
earth are we to do? 

JULIA [scrambling up 7vith the help of his hand] 
Quick: the lift: we can go down in that. 
rushes to the table for her toque], 

CHARTERIS. No: the man’s gone home; and 
the lift’s locked. 

JULIA [putting on her toque at express speed] 
Let’s go up to the next floor. 

CHARTERIS. Thcrcs no next floor. We’re at 
the top of the house. No, no: you must invent 
some thumping lie. I cant think of one: you 
can, Julia. Exercise all your genius. I’ll back 
you up. 

JULIA. But — 

CHARTERIS. Sli-sh! Here they are. Sit down 
and look at home. [Julia tears off her toque and 
mantle; throivs them on the table; and darts to 
the piano, at which she seats herself], 

JULIA. Come and sing. 

She plays the symphony to When Other Lips, 
Charteris stands at the piano, as if about to 
sing. Two elderly gentlemen enter. Julia stops 
playing. 

The elder of the two newcomers. Colonel 
Daniel Craven, affects the bluff simple veteran, 
and carries it off pleasantly and well, having a 
fine upright figure, and being, in fact, a good- 
naturedly impulsive credulous person who, after 
an entirely thoughtless career as an officer and a 
gentleman, is now being startled into some sort of 
self-education by the surprising proceedings of 
his children. 

His companion, Mr Joseph Cuthbertson, 
Grace's father, has none of the Colonels boyish- 
ness, He is a man of fervent idealistic sentiment, 
so frequently outraged by the facts of life that he 
has acquired an habitually indigna7it 7nanner, 
which unexpectedly becomes enthusiastic or affec- 
tionate when he speaks. 

The two men differ greatly in expression. The 
Colonels face is lined with iveather, with age, 
with eating and drinking, and with the cu7mdative 
effect of many petty vexations, but not with 
thought: he is still fresh, still full of expectations 
of pleasure and novelty. Cuthbertson has the lines 
of sedentary London brain work, with its chronic 


fatigue and longing for rest and recreative emo- 
tion, and its disillusioned indifference to adven- 
ture and enjoyment, except as a means of recupera- 
tion, His vigilant, irascible eye, piled-up hair, 
and the honorable seriousness with which he takes 
himself, give him an air of considerable conse- 
quence. 

They are both in evening dress. Cuthbertson 
has not taken off his fur-collared overcoat. 

CUTHBERTSON [with a hospitable show of 
delight at finding Dont stop, Miss 

Craven. Go on, Charteris. 

He comes behind the sofa, and hangs his over- 
coat on it, after taking an opera glass and a 
theatre program from the pockets, and putting 
them do7vn on the piano. Craven meanwhile goes 
to the fireplace, and plants hmself on the hearth- 
rug, 

CHARTERIS. No, thank you. Miss Craven 
has just been taking me through an old 
song; and Ive had enough of it. [He takes the 
song off the piano desk aiid lays it aside; then 
closes the lid over the keyboard]. 

JULIA [passing between the sofa and piano to 
shake hands with Cuthbertson] Why, youve 
brought Daddy! What a surprise! [Looking 
across to Craven] So glad youve come. Dad. 
[She takes a chair near the window, and sits 
there], 

CUTHBERTSON. Craven*. let me introduce you 
to Mr Leonard Charteris, the famous Ibsenist 
philosopher. 

CRAVEN. Oh, we know one another already. 
Charteris is quite at home in our house, Jo. 

CUTHBERTSON. I beg both your pardons. 
He’s quite at home here too. [Charteris sits 
down on the piano stool]. By the bye, wheres 
Grace? 

JULIA AND CHARTERIS. Er — [They stop and 
look at one another], 

JULIA [politely] I beg your pardon, Mr 
Charteris: I interrupted you. 

CHARTERIS. Not at all. Miss Craven. [An 
awlavard pause], 

CUTHBERTSON [to help theiji out] You were 
going to tell us about Grace, Charteris. 

CHARTERIS. I was Only going to say that I 
didnt know that you and Craven were ac- 
quainted. 

CRAVEN. Why, / didnt know it until tonight. 
It’s a most extraordinary thing. We met by 
chance at the theatre; and he turns out to be 
my oldest friend. 

CUTHBERTSON [energetically] Yes, Craven; 
and do you see how this proves what I was 
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saying to you about the break-up of family 
life? Here are all our young people bosom 
friends, inseparables; and yet they never said 
a word of it to us. We two, who knew each 
other before they were born, might never have 
met again if you hadnt popped into the stall 
next mine tonight by pure chance. Come: sit 
down \hustUng over to him affectionately ^ and 
pushing him into the armchair above the Jire\» 
theres your place, by my fireside, whenever 
you choose to fill it. [He posts himself at the 
end of the sofa, leaning against it and admiring 
Craven], Just imagine you being Dan Craven! 

CRAVEN. Just imagine you being Jo Cuth- 
bertson, though! Thats a far more extra- 
ordinary coincidence; because Td got it into 
my head that your name was Tranfield. 

cuTHBERTSON. Oh, thats my daughter’s 
name. She’s a widow, you know. How un- 
commonly well you look, Dan! The years 
havnt hurt you much. 

CRAVEN [suddenly becoming unnaturally 
gloomy] I look well. I even feel well. But my 
days are numbered. 

CUTHBERTSON [alarmed] Oh, dont say that, 
my dear fellow. I hope not. 

JULIA [with anguish in her voice] Daddy! 
[Cuthbertson looks inquiringly round at her], 

CRAVEN. There, there, my dear: I was wrong 
to talk of it. It’s a sad subject. But it’s better 
that Cuthbertson should know. We used to 
be very close friends, and are so still, I hope. 
[Cuthbertson goes to Craven and presses his hand 
silently; then returns to the sofa and sits down, 
pulling out his handkerchief, and displaying some 
emotion], 

CHARTERis [a Utile impatiently] The fact is, 
Cuthbertson, Craven’s a devout believer in 
the department of witchcraft called medical 
science. He’s celebrated in all the medical 
schools as an example of the newest sort of 
liver complaint. The doctors say he cant last 
another year; and he has fully made up his 
mind not to survive next Easter, just to 
oblige them. 

CRAVEN [with military affectation] It’s very 
kind of you to try to keep up my spirits by 
making light of it, Charteris. But I shall be 
ready when my time comes. I’m a soldier. 
[A sob from JuUa], Don’t cry, Julia. 

CUTHBERTSON [huskily] I hope you may 
long be spared, Dan. 

CRAVEN. To oblige me, Jo, change the 
subject. [He gets up, and again posts himself 
on the hearthrug with his back to the fre]. 


CHARTERIS. Pcrsuadc him to join our club, 
Cuthbertson. He mopes. 

JULIA. It’s no use. Sylvia and I are always 
at him to join; but he wont. 

CRAVEN. My child: I have my own club. 

CHARTERIS [contemptuously] Yes: the Junior 
Army and Navy! Do you call that a club? 
Why, they darent let a woman cross the 
doorstep! 

CRAVEN [a little ruffled] Clubs are a matter 
of taste, Charteris. You like a cock-and-hen 
club: I dont. It’s bad enough to have Julia 
and her sister — a girl under twenty! — spend- 
ing half their time at such a place. Besides, 
now really, such a name for a club! The Ibsen 
club! I should be laughed out of London. 
The Ibsen club! Come, Cuthbertson! back 
me up. I’m sure you agree with me. 

CHARTERIS. Cuthbcrtson’s a member. 

CRAVEN [amazed] No! Why, he’s been talk- 
ing to me all the evening about the way in 
which everything is going to the dogs through 
advanced ideas in the younger generation. 

CHARTERIS. Of course. He’s been studying 
it in the club. He’s always there. 

CUTHBERTSON [wormly] Not always. Dont 
exaggerate, Charteris. You know very well 
that though I joined the club on Grace’s 
account, thinking that her father’s presence 
there would be a protection and a — a sort of 
sanction, as it were, I never approved of it. 

CRAVEN [tactlessly harping on Cuthbertson s 
inconsistency] Well, you know, this is unex- 
pected: now it’s really very unexpected. I 
should never have thought it from hearing 
you talk, Jo. Why, you said the whole modern 
movement was abhorrent to you because 
your life had been passed in witnessing 
scenes of suffering nobly endured and sacri- 
fice willingly rendered by womanly women 
and manly men and deuce knows what else. 
Is it at the Ibsen club that you see all this 
manliness and womanliness? 

CHARTERIS. Certainly not: the rules of the 
club forbid anything of the sort. Every 
candidate for membership must be nomin- 
ated by a man and a woman, who both 
guarantee that the candidate, if female, is 
not womanly, and if male, not manly. 

CRAVEN [chuckling cunningly as he stoops to 
press his heated trousers against his legs, which 
are chilly] Wont do, Charteris. Cant take me 
in with so thin a story as that. 

CUTHBERTSON [vehemently] It's true. It's 
monstrous; but it’s true. 
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CRAVEN [with rising indignatioHy as he begins 
to draw the inevitable inferences^ Do you mean 
to say that somebody had the audacity to 
guarantee that my Julia is not a womanly 
woman? 

CHARTERis [darkly] It sounds incredible; 
but a man was found ready to take that in- 
conceivable lie on his conscience. 

JULIA [fifing up] If he has nothing worse 
than that on his conscience, he may sleep 
pretty well. In what way am I more womanly 
than any of the rest of them, I should like 
to know? They are always saying things like 
that behind my back: I hear of them from 
Sylvia. Only the other day a member of the 
committee said I ought never to have been 
elected — that y o u [to Charteris] had smuggled 
me in. I should like to see her say it to my 
face: thats all. 

CRAVEN. But, my precious, I most sincerely 
hope she was right. She paid you the highest 
compliment. Why, the place must be a den 
of infamy. 

cuTHBERTSON [emphatically] So it is, Craven: 
so it is. 

CHARTERIS. Exactly. Thats what keeps it 
so select: nobody but people whose reputa- 
tions are above suspicion dare belong to it. 
If we once got a good name, we should be- 
come a mere whitewashing shop for all the 
shady characters in London. Better join us, 
Craven. Let me put you up. 

CRAVEN. What! Join a club where theres 
some scoundrel who guaranteed my daughter 
to be an unwomanly woman! If I werent an 
invalid, Td kick him. 

CHARTERIS. Oh dont say that. It was I. 

CRAVEN [reproachfully] You! Now upon my 
soul, Charteris, this is very vexing. Now how 
could you bring yourself to do such a thing? 

CHARTERIS. She made me. Why, I had to 
guarantee Cuthbertson as unmanly; and he’s 
the leading representative of manly senti- 
ment in London. 

CRAVEN. That didnt do Jo any harm; but 
it took away my Julia’s character. 

JULIA [outraged] Daddy! 

CHARTERIS. Not at the Ibsen club: quite 
the contrary. After all, what can we do? You 
know what breaks up most clubs for men 
and women. Theres a quarrel — a scandal — 
cherchez la femme — always a woman at the 
bottom of it. Well, we knew this when we 
founded the club; but we noticed that the 
woman at the bottom of it was always a 


womanly woman. The unwomanly women 
who work for their living, and know how to 
take care of themselves, never give any 
trouble. So we simply said we wouldnt liave 
any womanly women; and when one gets 
smuggled in she has to take care not to be- 
have in a womanly way. We get on all right. 
[He rises] Come to lunch with me there 
tomorrow and see the place. 

CUTHBERTSON [rising] No: he’s engaged to 
me. But you can join us. 

CHARTERIS. What liour? 

CUTHBERTSON. Any time after twelve. [To 
Craven] It’s at 90 Cork Street, at the other 
end of the Burlington Arcade. 

CRAVEN [making a note on his cuff] 90, you 
say. After twelve. [Suddenly relapsing into 
gloom] By the bye, dont order anything 
special for me. I’m not allowed wine: only 
Apollinaris. No meat either: only a scrap of 
fish occasionally. I’m to have a short life, 
but not a merry one. ['Signing] Well, well! 
[Bracing himself up] Now, Julia: it’s time for 
us to be off. [Julia me^]. 

CUTHBERTSON. But where on earth is Grace? 
I must go and look for her. [He turns to the 
door], 

JULIA [stopping him] Oh pray dont disturb 
her, Mr Cuthbertson. She’s so tired. 

CUTHBERTSON. But just for a moment, to 
say goodnight. [Julia and Charteris look at one 
another in dismay, Cuthbertson looks quickly at 
them, perceiving that something is wron^, 

CHARTERIS. We must make a clean breast 
of it, I see. 

CUTHBERTSON. Of wliat? 

CHARTERIS. The truth is, Cuthbertson, Mrs 
Tranfield, who is, as you know, the most 
thoughtful of women, took it into her head 
that I — well, that I particularly wanted to 
speak to Miss Craven alone. So she said she 
was tired, and went to bed. 

CRAVEN [scandalized] Tut! tut! 

CUTHBERTSON. Oho! is that it? Then it’s all 
right: she never goes to bed as early as this. 
I’ll fetch her in a moment. [He goes out confi- 
dently, leaving Charteris aghast], 

JULIA. Now youve done it. [She rushes to the 
round table, and snatches up her mantle and 
toque]. I’m off. [^S^e makes for the door], 

CRAVEN [horrijied] What are you doing, 
Julia? You cant go until youve said good- 
night to Mrs Tranfield. It’d be horribly 
rude. 

JULIA. You can stay if you like, Daddy; I 



38 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


cant, ril wait for you in the hall. hurries 
out\ 

CRAVEN [following her'] But what on earth 
am I to say? disappears, shuiting ike door 
behind her in his face. He turns to Charteris, 
grumbling]. Now really you know, Charteris, 
this is devilish awkward: upon my life it is. 
That was a most indelicate thing of you to 
say plump out before us all: that about you 
and Julia. 

CHARTERIS. I’ll explain it all tomorrow. Just 
at present we’d really better follow Julia’s 
example and bolt. [He starts for the door]. 

CRAVEN [intercepting him] Stop! dont leave 
me like this: I shall look like a fool. Now I 
shall really take it in bad part if you run 
away, Charteris. 

CHARTERIS. All right. I’ll stay. [He lifts him- 
self on to the shoulder of the grand piano a7id sits 
there swinging his legs and contemplaimg Craven 
resignedly]. 

CRAVEN [pacing up and down] I’m excessively 
vexed about Julia’s conduct: I am indeed. 
She cant bear to be crossed in the slightest 
thing, poor child. I’ll have to apologize for 
her, you know: her going away is a down- 
right slap in the face for these people here. 
Cuthbertson may be offended already for all 
I know. 

CHARTERIS. Oh, never mind about h i m. Mrs 
Tranfield bosses this establishment. 

CRAVEN [cunningly] Ah, thats it, is it? He’s 
just the sort of fellow that would have no 
control over his daughter. [He goes hack to his 
former place on the hearthrug fviih his back to 
the fire]. By the bye, what the dickens did he 
mean by all that about passing his life amid 
— what was it? — “scenes of suffering nobly 
endured and sacrifice willingly rendered by 
womanly women and manly men’’ and a lot 
more of the same sort? I suppose he’s some- 
thing in a hospital. 

CHARTERIS. Hospital! Nonsense! he’s a dra- 
matic critic. Didnt you hear me say he was 
the leading representative of manly senti- 
ment in London? 

CRAVEN. You dont say so! Now really, who’d 
have thought it! How jolly it must be to be 
able to go to the theatre for nothing! I must 
ask him to get me a few tickets occasionally. 
But isnt it ridiculous for a man to talk like 
that? I’m hanged if he dont take what he sees 
on the stage quite seriously. 

CHARTERIS. Of course*. thats why he’s a 
good critic. Besides, if you take people seri- 


ously off the stage, why shouldnt you take 
them seriously on it, where theyre under some 
sort of decent restraint? [He jumps down from 
the piano, and goes to the window]. 

Cuthbertson comes hack. 

CUTHBERTSON [to Cvavcn, rather sheepishly] 
The fact is, Grace has gone to bed. I must 
apologize to you and Miss — [He turns to Julia* s 
seat, and stops on seeing it vacant]. 

CRAVEN [embarrassed] It is I who have to 
apologize for Julia, Jo. She — 

CHARTERIS [interrupting] She said she was 
quite sure that if we didnt go, youd persuade 
Mrs Tranfield to get up to say goodnight for 
the sake of politeness; so she went straight 
off. 

CUTHBERTSON. Very kind of her indeed. I’m 
really ashamed — 

CRAVEN. Dont mention it, Jo: dont mention 
it. She’s waiting for me below. [Going\ Good- 
night. Goodnight, Charteris. 

CHARTERIS. Goodnight. 

CUTHBERTSON [seeing Craven out] Goodnight. 
Say goodnight and thanks to Miss Craven 
for me. Tomorrow any time after twelve, 
remember. [They go out]. 

Charteris, with a long sigh, crosses to the fire- 
place, thoroughly tired out. 

CRAVEN [outside] All right. 

CUTHBERTSON [outside] Take care of the 
stairs: theyre rather steep. Goodnight. [The 
outside door shuis\ 

Cuthbertson returns. Instead of entering, he 
stands hnpressively in the doorway with one hand 
in the breast of his waistcoat, eyeing Charteris 
sternly. 

CHARTERIS. Whats the matter? 

CUTHBERTSON [stcmly] Cliarteris: what has 
been going on here? I insist on knowing. 
Grace has not gone to bed: I have seen and 
spoken with her. What is it all about? 

CHARTERIS. Ask youi* theatrical experience, 
Cuthbertson. A man, of course. 

CUTHBERTSON [coming forward and confront- 
ing him] Dont play the fool with me, Char- 
teris: I’m too old a hand to be amused by it. 
I ask you, seriously, what is the matter? 

CHARTERIS. I tell you seriously, I’m the 
matter. Julia wants to marry me: I want to 
marry Grace. I came here tonight to sweet- 
heart Grace. Enter Julia. Alarums and excur- 
sions. Exit Grace. Enter you and Craven. 
Subterfuges and excuses. Exeunt Craven and 
Julia. And here we are. Thats the whole 
story. Sleep over it. Goodnight. [He leaves]. 
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CUTHBERT80N [staring after Aim] Well Til 
be — 

ACT II 

Next day at noon^ in the library of the Ibsen 
club, A long room, with glass doors half-way 
down on both sides, leading respectively to the 
dining room corridor and the main staircase. At 
the end, in the middle, is the fireplace, sur- 
mounted by a handsome mantelpiece, with a bust 
of Ibsen, and decorative inscriptions of the titles 
of his plays. There are circular recesses at each 
side ofJihe fireplace, with divan seats running 
round them, the space above the divans lined 
with books, A long settee faces the fire. Along 
the back of the settee, and touching it, is a green 
table, littered with journals. Ibsen, looking do7vn 
the room, has the dining room door on his left, 
and further on, nearly in the middle of the library 
a revolving bookcase, with an easy chair close to 
it. On his right, between the door and the recess, 
is a light library step-ladder. Further on, past 
the door an easy chair, and a smaller one between 
it and the middle of the room. Placards inscribed 
SILENCE are conspicuously exhibited here and 
there. 

Cuthbertson is seated in the easy chair at the 
revolving bookstand, reading The Daily Graphic. 
Dr Paramore is on the divan in the recess 
on Ibsen s right, reading The British Medical 
Journal. He is young as age is counted in the 
professions: barely forty. His hair is wearing 
bald on his forehead; and his dark arched eye- 
brows, coming rather close together, give him a 
conscientiously sinister appearance. He wears 
the frock coat of the fashionable physician, and 
cultivates the professional bedside manner with 
scrupulous conventionality. Not at all a happy 
or frank man, but not consciously unhappy nor 
intentionally insincere, and highly self-satisfied 
intellectually. 

Sylvia Craven is sitting in the middle of the 
settee before the fire, reading a volume of Ibsen, 
only the back of her head being visible from the 
middle of the room. She is a pretty girl of eight- 
een, small and trim, wearing a mountaineering 
suit of Norfolk jacket and breeches with neat 
town stockings and shoes, A detachable cloth 
skirt lies ready to her hand across the end of the 
settee, 

A page boy's voice, monotonously calling for 
Dr Paramore, is heard approaching outside on 
the right. 

THE PAGE [outside^ Dr Paramore, Dr Para- 
more, Dr Paramore [he enters, carrying a 


salver with a card on it\ Dr Par — 

PARAMORE [sharply, sitting tip] Here, boy. 
[The boy presents the salver. Paramore takes the 
card and looks at it\. All right; Til come down 
to him. [The boy goes. Paramore rises, and 
comes from the recess, throwing his paper on 
the table]. Good morning, Mr Cuthbertson 
[stopping to pull out his cuffs, and shake his coat 
straight]. Mrs Tranfield quite well, I hope? 

SYLVIA [turning her head indignantly] Sh — 
sh — sh! 

Paramore turns, surprised. Cuthbertson rises 
energetically and looks across the bookstand to 
see who is the author of this impertinence. 

PARAMORE [/o Sylvia, stiffly] I beg your 
pardon. Miss Craven: I did not mean to 
disturb you. 

SYLVIA [flustered and self -assertive]Y onmay 
talk as much as you like if you will have the 
common consideration to ask first whether 
the other people object. What I protest 
against is your assumption that my presence 
doesnt matter because Tm only a female 
member. Thats all. Now go on, pray: you 
dont disturb me in the least. [5Ae turns to the 
fire, and again buries herself in Ibsen]. 

CUTHBERTSON [with emphatic dignity] No 
gentleman would have dreamt of objecting 
to our exchanging a few words, madam. 
[5Ae takes no notice. He resumes angrily] As s 
matter of fact I was about to say to Dr Para- 
more that if he would care to bring his visitor 
up here, / should not object. The impudence! 
[lie dashes his paper down on the cAaiV]. 

PARAMORE. Oh, many thanks; but it’s onl}; 
an instrument maker. 

CUTHBERTSON. Any new medical discoveries, 
doctor? 

PARAMORE. Well, since you ask me, yes 
perhaps a most important one. I have dis- 
covered something that has hitherto beer 
overlooked: a minute duct in the liver of the 
guinea pig. Miss Craven will forgive m} 
mentioning it when I say that it may throM 
an important light on her father’s case. The 
first thing, of course, is to find out what the 
duct is there for. 

CUTHBERTSON [reverently, feeling that he ii 
in the presence of Scienc^ Indeed? How wil 
you do that? 

PARAMORE. Oh, easily enough, by simpl} 
cutting the duct, and seeing what will happer 
to the guinea pig. [Sylvia rises, horrified], ] 
shall require a knife specially made to gel 
at it. The man who is waiting for me down 
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stairs has brought me a few handles to try I 
before fitting it and sending it to the labora- I 
tory. I am afraid it would not do to bring 
such weapons up here. 

SYLVIA. If you attempt such a thing, Dr 
Paramore, I will complain to the committee. 
A majority of the members are anti-vivi- 
sectionists. You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself. [5'Ac snatches up the detachable shirty 
and begins buttoning it on as skejlounces out at 
the staircase door\ 

PARAMORE [with patient contempt] Thats the 
sort of thing we scientific men have to put 
up with nowadays, Mr Cuthbertson. Ignor- 
ance, superstition, sentimentality: they are 
all one. A guinea pig’s convenience is set 
above the health and lives of the entire 
human race. 

CUTHBERTSON [vehementlp] It*s not ignor- 
ance nor superstition, Paramore: it’s sheer 
downright Ibsenism: thats what it is. Ive 
been wanting to sit comfortably at that fire 
the whole morning; but Ive never had a 
chance with that girl there. I couldnt go and 
plump myself down on a seat beside her: 
goodness knows what she’d think I wanted! 
Thats one of the delights of having women 
in the club: when they come in here they 
all want to sit at the fire and adore that bust. 

I sometimes feel that I should like to take 
the poker, and fetch it a wipe across the nose. 
Ugh! 

PARAMORE. I must say I prefer the elder 
Miss Craven to her sister. 

CUTHBERTSON [Aw e^c lighting up] Ah, Julia! 

I believe you. A splendid fine creature: every 
inch a woman. No Ibsenism about her! 

PARAMORE. I quite agree with you there, 
Mr Cuthbertson. Er — by the way, do you 
think is Miss Craven attached to Charteris 
at all.^ 

CUTHBERTSON. What! that fellow! Not he. 
He hangs about after her; but he’s not man 
enough for her. A woman of that sort likes a 
strong, manly, deep throated, broad chested 
man. 

PARAMORE [anxiously] Hm! a sort of sport- 
ing character, you think? 

CUTHBERTSON. Oh, no, no. A scientific man, 
perhaps, like yourself. But you know what I 
mean: a MAN. [He strikes himself a sounding 
blow on the chest], 

PARAMORE. Of course; but Charteris is a 
man. 

CUTHBERTSON. Pah! you dont see what I 


mean. 

The page hoy returns with his salver. 

THE PAGE [calling monotonously as before] Mr 
Cuthbertson, Mr Cuthbertson, Mr Cuth — 

CUTHBERTSON. Here, boy. [He takes a card 
from the salver]. Bring the gentleman up here. 
[The boy goes out]. It’s Craven. He’s coming 
to lunch with me and Charteris. You might 
join us if youve nothing better to do, when 
youve finished with the instrument man. If 
Julia turns up I’ll ask her too. 

PARAMORE [flushing with pleasure] I shall be 
very pleased. Thank you. [He is going out at 
the staircase door when Craven enters]. Good 
morning. Colonel Craven. 

CRAVEN [at the door] Good morning: glad to 
see you. I’m looking for Cuthbertson. 

PARAMORE [smiling] There he is. [He goes 
out]. 

CUTHBERTSON [greeting Craven effusively] 
Delighted to see you. Now will you come to 
the smoking room; or will you sit down here, 
and have a chat while we’re waiting for 
Charteris? If you like company, the smoking 
room’s always full of women. Here in the 
library we shall have it pretty well all to our- 
selves until about three o’clock. 

CRAVEN. I dont like to see women smoking. 
I’ll make myself comfortable here. [He sits in 
the easy chair on the staircase side]. 

CUTHBERTSON [taking the smaller chair on his 
left] Neither do I. Theres not a room in this 
club where I can enjoy a pipe quietly without 
a woman coming in and beginning to roll a 
cigaret. It’s a disgusting habit in a woman: 
it’s not natural to her sex. 

CRAVEN [sighing] Ah, Jo, times have 
changed since we both courted Molly Ebden 
all those years ago. I took my defeat well, 
old chap, didnt I? 

CUTHBERTSON [with earnest approval] You 
did, Dan. The thought of it has often helped 
me to behave well myself: it has, on my honor. 

CRAVEN. Yes: you always believed in hearth 
and home, Jo: in a true English wife, and a 
happy wholesome fireside. How did Molly 
turn out? 

CUTHBERTSON [trying to he fair to Molly] 
Well, not bad. She might have been worse. 
You see, I couldnt stand her relations: all 
the men were roaring cads; and she couldnt 
get on with my mother. And then she hated 
being in town; and of course I couldnt live in 
the country on account of my work. But we 
hit it off as well as most people until we 
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separated. 

CRAVEN [taken ahack"] Separated! [He is 
irresistibly amused]. Oh! that was the end of 
the hearth and home, Jo, was it? 

CUTHBERTSON [warmly] It was not my fault, 
Dan. [Sentimentally] Some day the world will 
know how I loved that woman. But she was 
incapable of valuing a true man’s affection. 
Do you know, she often said she wished she’d 
married you instead. 

CRAVEN [sobered by the suggestion] Dear me! 
dear me! Well, perhaps it was better as it 
was. You heard about my marriage I sup- 
pose. 

CUTHBERTSON. Oh yes*. we all heard of it. 

CRAVEN. Well, Jo, I may as well make a 
clean breast of it: everybody knew it. I 
married for money. 

CUTHBERTSON [encouragingly] And why not, 
Dan? Why not? We cant get on without it, 
you know. 

CRAVEN [with sincere feeling] I got to be 
very fond of her, Jo. I had a home until she 
died. Now everything’s changed. Julia’s 
always here. Sylvia’s of a different nature; 
but she’s always here too. 

CUTHBERTSON [sympathetically] I know. It’s 
the same with Grace. She’s always here. 

CRAVEN. And now they want me to be 
always here. Theyre at me every day to join 
the club. To stop my grumbling, I suppose. 
Thats what I want to consult you about. Do 
you think I ought to join? 

CUTHBERTSON. Well, if you have no con- 
scientious objection — 

CRAVEN [testily interrupting him] I object to 
the existence of the place on principle; but 
whats the use of that? Here it is in spite of 
my objection; and I may as well have the 
benefit of any good that may be in it. 

CUTHBERTSON [soothing him] Of course: thats 
the only reasonable view of the matter. Well, 
the fact is, it’s not so inconvenient as you 
might think. When youre at home, you have 
the house more to yourself; and when you 
want to have your family about you, you can 
dine with them at the club. 

CRAVEN [not much attracted by this] True. 

CUTHBERTSON. Besides, if you dont want to 
dine with them, you neednt. 

CRAVEN [convinced] True, very true. But 
dont they carry on here, rather? 

CUTHBERTSON. Oh, no: they dont exactly 
carry on. Of course the usual tone of the club 
is low, because the women smoke, and earn 


their own living, and all that; but still theres 
nothing actually to complain of. And it’s 
convenient, certainly. 

Charteris comes in, looking round for them, 

CRAVEN [rising] Do you know, Ive a great 
mind to join, just to see what it’s like. 

CHARTERIS [comhig between them] Do so by 
all means. I hope I havnt disturbed your chat 
by coming too soon. 

CRAVEN. Not at all. [He shakes his hand 
cordially], 

CHARTERIS. Thats right. I’m earlier than I 
intended. The fact is, I have something 
rather pressing to say to Cuthbertson. 

CRAVEN. Private? 

CHARTERIS. Not particularl}^ [To Cuthbert- 
son] Only what we were speaking of last 
night. 

CUTHBERTSON. Well, Charteris, I think that 
is private, or ought to be. 

CRAVEN [retiring discreetly towards the table] 
I’ll just take a look at The Times — 

CHARTERIS [stopping him] Oh, it’s no secret: 
everybody in the club guesses it. [To Cuthbert- 
son] Has Grace never mentioned to you that 
she wants to marry me? 

CUTHBERTSON [indignantly] She has men- 
tioned that you want to marry her. 

CHARTERIS. Ah*, but then it’s not what I 
want, but what Grace wants, that will weigh 
with you. 

CRAVEN [a little shocked] Excuse me, Char- 
teris: this is private. I’ll leave you to your- 
selves [again moving towards the table], 

CHARTERIS. Wait a bit. Craven: youre con- 
cerned in this. Julia wants to marry me too. 

CRAVEN [in a tone of the strongest remonstrance] 
Now really! Now upon my life and soul! 

CHARTERIS. It’s a fact, I assure you. Didnt 
it strike you as rather odd, our being up 
there last night, and Mrs Tranfield not with 
us? 

CRAVEN. Well, yes it did. But you explained 
it. And now really Charteris, I must say your 
explanation was in shocking bad taste before 
Julia. 

CHARTERIS. Never mind. It was a good, fat, 
healthy, bouncing lie. 

CRAVEN AND CUTHBERTSON. Lie! 

CHARTERIS. Didnt you suspect that? 

CRAVEN. Certainly not. Did you, Jo? 

CUTHBERTSON. Not at the moment. 

CRAVEN. Whats more, I dont believe you. 
I’m sorry to have to say such a thing; but 
you forget that J ulia was present, and didnt 

c2 
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contradict you. 

( HARTERis. She didnt want to. 

CRAVEN. Do you mean to say that my 
daughter deceived me? 

cHARTERis. Dclicacy towards me compelled 
her to, Craven. 

CRAVEN [taking a very serious tone^ Now look 
here, Charteris: have you any proper sense 
of the fact that youre standing between two 
fathers? 

cuTHBERTSON. Quite right, Dan, quite 
right. I repeat the question on my own 
account. 

CHARTERIS. Well, Tm a little dazed still by 
standing for so long between two daughters; 
but I think I grasp the situation. [Cuthhertson 
Jlings away with an exclamation of disgust], 

CRAVEN. Then I’m sorry for your manners, 
Charteris: thats all. [He turns away sulkily; 
then suddenly flares up and comes back at 
Charteris], How dare you tell me my daughter 
wants to marry you? Who are you, pray, that 
she should have any such ambition? 

CHARTERIS. Just so: yourc quite right: she 
couldnt have made a worse choice. But she 
wont listen to reason. I assure you, my dear 
Craven, Ive said everything that fifty fathers 
could have said; but it’s no use: she wont give 
me up. And if she wont listen to m e, what 
likelihood is there of her listening to you? 

CRAVEN [ui angry bewilderment] Cuthbertson: 
did you ever hear anything like this? 

CUTHBERTSON. Ncvcr! Ncvcr! 

CHARTERIS. Oh, bother! Come! dont behave 
like a couple of conventional old fathers: this 
is a serious affair. Look at these letters [pro- 
ducing a letter and a letter-car d]\ This [shelving 
the card] is from Grace — by the way, Cuth- 
bertson, I wish youd ask her not to write 
on letter-cards: the blue color makes it so 
easy for Julia to pick the bits out of my waste 
paper basket and piece them together. Now 
listen. “My dear Leonard: Nothing could 
make it worth my while to be exposed to 
such scenes as last night’s. You had much 
better go back to Julia, and forget me. Yours 
sincerely, Grace Tranficld.’’ 

CUTHBERTSON. I approvc of cvcry word of 
that letter. 

CHARTERIS [turning to Craven and preparing 
to read the letter] Now for Julia. [The Colonel 
turns away to hide his face from Charteris y an- 
ticipating a shocky and puts his hand on a chair 
to steady himself], “My dearest boy: Nothing 
will make me believe that this odious woman 


can take my place in your heart. I send some 
of the letters you wrote me when we first 
met; and I ask you to read them. They will 
recall what you felt when you wrote them. 
You cannot have changed so much as to be 
indifferent to me: whoever may have struck 
your fancy for the moment, your heart is still 
mine’’ — and so on: you know the sort of 
thing — “Ever and always your loving Julia.’’ 
[The Colonel sinks on the chair y and covers his 
face with his hand]. You dont suppose she’s 
serious, do you? thats the sort of thing she 
writes me three times a day. [7b Cuthbertson] 
Grace is in earnest though, confound it. [He 
holds out Grace's letter], A blue card as usual! 
This time I shall not trust the waste paper 
basket. [lie goes to the flrey and throws the 
letters into it], 

CUTHBERTSON [facing him with folded arms as 
he comes back to thern] May I ask, Mr Char- 
teris, is this the New Humor? 

CHARTERIS [stUl too prcoccupicd with his own 
affairs to have any sense of the effect he is pro- 
ducing on the others] Oh, stuff! Do you suppose 
it’s a joke to be situated as I am? Youve got 
your head so stuffed with the New Humor 
and the New Woman and the New This, 
That, and The Other, all mixed up with your 
own old Adam, that youve lost your senses. 

CUTHBERTSON [strenuously] Do you see that 
old man, grown grey in the honored service 
of his country, whose last days you have 
blighted? 

CHARTERIS [surprised, looking at Craven and 
realizing his distress with genuine concern] I’m 
very sorry. Come, Craven: dont take it to 
heart. [Craven shakes his head], I assure you 
it means nothing: it happens to me con- 
stantly. 

CUTHBERTSON. There is only one excuse 
for you. You are not fully responsible for 
your actions. Like all advanced people, you 
have got neurasthenia. 

CHARTERIS [appalled] Great Heavens! whats 
that? 

CUTHBERTSON. I decline to explain. You 
know as well as I do. I’m going downstairs 
now to order lunch. I shall order it for three; 
but the third place is for Paramore, whom I 
have invited, not for you. [He goes, out through 
the dining room door], 

CHARTERIS [putting his hand on Cravens 
shmilder] Come, Craven: advise me. Youve 
been in this sort of fix yourself probably. 

CRAVEN. Charteris: no woman writes such 
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a letter to a man unless he has made ad- 
vances to her. 

CHARTERis [inournfulltj] How little you 
know the world, Colonel! The New Woman 
is not like that. 

CRAVEN. I can only give you very old- 
fashioned advice, my boy; and that is that 
it’s well to be off with the Old Woman before 
youre on with the New. I’m sorry you told 
me. You might have waited for my death: 
it’s not far off now. [His head droops again\. 

Julia and Paramore come in from the stair- 
case, Julia stops as she catches sight of Char- 
teris, her face cloudmg, and her breast heaving. 
Paramore, seeing the Colonel apparently ill, 
hurries down to him with his bedside manner in 
full play. 

CHARTERIS [seeing Julia] Oh, Lord! [He re- 
treats under the lee of the revolving bookstand]. 

PARAMORE [sympathetically to the Colonel, 
taking his wrist, and beginning to count his 
pulse] Allow me. 

CRAVEN [looking Kh? [He withdraws his 
hand and rises rather crossly\ No, Paramore: 
it’s not my liver now: it’s private business. 

A chase begins between Julia and Charteris, 
all the more exciting to them because the huntress 
and her prey alike must conceal the real object of 
their movements from the others. Charteris first 
makes for the staircase door. Julia immediately 
retreats to it, barring his path. He doubles back 
round the bookstand, setting it whirling as he 
makes for the other door, Julia crossing in pur- 
suit of him. He is about to escape when he is cxd 
off by the return of Cuthbertson. Turning back, 
he sees Julia close upon him. There being nothing 
else for it, he bolts into the recess on Ibsen s left. 

CUTHBERTSON. Good uiorning, Miss Craven. 
[They shake hands\ Wont you join us at lunch? 
Paramore ’s coming too. 

JULIA. Thanks: I shall be very pleased. [She 
strolls with affected purposelessness towards the 
recess. Charteris, almost trapped in it, crosses to 
the opposite recess by way of the fender, knocking 
down ihefireirons with a crash as he does ^o]. 

CRAVEN [who has crossed to the whirling book- 
case and stopped it\ What the dickens are you 
doing there, Charteris? 

CHARTERIS. Nothing. It’s such a confounded 
room to get about in. 

JULIA [malicioushj] Yes: isnt it? [She is about 
to move to guard the staircase door when Cuth- 
bertson offers her his arm]. 

CUTHBERTSON. May I take you down? 

JULIA. No, really: you know it’s against the 


rules of the club to coddle women in any way. 
Whoever is nearest the door goes first. 

CUTHBERTSON. Oh, Well, if you insist. Come, 
gentlemen: let us go to lunch in the Ibsen 
fashion: the unsexed fashion. [He turns and 
goes out, followed by Paramore, who raises his 
politest consulting-room laugh. Craven goes last]. 

CRAVEN [at the door, gravely] Come, Julia. 

JULIA [7vith patronizing affection] Yes, Daddy 
dear, presently. Dont wait for me: I’ll come 
in a moment. [The Colonel hesitates]. It’s all 
right. Daddy. 

CRAVEN [very gravely] Dont be long, my 
dear. [He goes out]. 

CHARTERIS. I’m off. [He makes a dash for the 
staircase door]. 

JULIA [darting at him and seizing his 7vrist] 
Arnt you coming? 

CHARTERIS. No. Unhand me, Julia. [He 
tries to get away: she holds him]. If you dont 
let me go. I’ll scream for help. 

JULIA [reproachfully] Leonard! [He breaks 
away from her]. Oh, how can you be so rough 
with me, dear! Did you get my letter? 

CHARTERIS. Bumt it — 

Julia turns away, struck to the heart, and 
buries her face in her hands. 

CHARTERIS [continuing] — along with hers. 

JULIA [quickly turning again] Hers! Has she 
written to you? 

CHARTERIS. Ycs: to break off with me on 
your account! 

JULIA [her eyes gleaming] Ah! 

CHARTERIS. You are pleased. Wretch! Now 
you have lost the last scrap of my regard. 
[He turns to go, but is stopped by the return of 
Sylvia. Julia turns away and stands pretending to 
read a paper ivhich she picks up from the table]. 

SYLVIA [offhandedly] Hallo, Charteris! how 
are you getting on? takes his arm 

familiarly , and walks down the room with him]. 
Have you seen Grace Tranfield this morning? 
[Julia drops the paper, and comes a step nearer 
to listen]. You generally know where she’s 
to be found. 

CHARTERIS. I shall nevcr know any more, 
Sylvia. She’s quarrelled with me. 

SYLVIA. Sylvia! How often am I to tell you 
that I am not Sylvia at the club? 

CHARTERIS. I forgot. I bcg your pardon. 
Craven, old chap [slapping her on the shoulder], 

SYLVIA. Thats better. A little overdone, 
but better. 

JULIA. Dont be a fool. Silly. 

SYLVIA. Remember, Julia, if you please, 
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that here we are members of the club, not 
sisters. I dont take liberties with you here 
on family grounds: dont you take any with 
me. goes to the settee y and resumes her 
former place\ 

CHARTERis. Quite right, Craven. Down 
with the tyranny of the elder sister! 

JULIA. You ought to know better than to 
encourage a child to make herself ridiculous, 
Leonard, even at my expense. 

CHARTERIS [seating himself on the edge of the 
table] Your lunch will be cold, Julia. 

Julia is about to retort furiously when she is 
checked by the reappearance of Cuthbertson at 
the dining room door. 

CUTHBERTSON. What has become of you. 
Miss Craven? Your father is getting quite 
uneasy. We*re all waiting for you. 

JULIA. So I have just been reminded, thank 
you. goes out angrily past him^ Sylvia 
looking round to see]. 

CUTHBERTSON [looking first after her, then at 
Charteris] More neurasthenia! [He follows 
her]. 

SYLVIA [jumping up on her knees on the settee, 
and speaking over the back of it] Whats up, 
Charteris? Julia been making love to you? 

CHARTERIS [speaking to her over his shoulder] 
No. Jealous of Grace. 

SYLVIA. Serve you right. You are an awful 
devil for philandering. 

CHARTERIS [calmly] Do you consider it good 
club form to talk that way to a man who 
might nearly be your father? 

SYLVIA [knowingly] Oh, I know you, my lad. 

CHARTERIS. Then you know that I never 
pay any special attention to any woman. 

SYLVIA [thoughtfully] Do you know, Leonard, 
I really believe you. I dont think you care a 
bit more for one woman than for another 

CHARTERIS. You mean I dont care a bit 
less for one woman than another. 

SYLVIA. That makes it worse. But what I 
mean is that you never bother about their 
being only women: you talk to them just 
as you do to me or any other fellow. Thats 
the secret of your success. You cant think 
how sick they get of being treated with the 
respect due to their sex. 

CHARTERIS. Ah, if Julia only had your 
wisdom. Craven! [He gets off the table with a 
sigh, and perches himself reflectively on the step 
Wder]. 

SYLVIA. She cant take things easy: can she, 
old man? But dont you be afraid of breaking 


her heart: she gets over her little tragedies. 
We found that out at home when our great 
sorrow came. 

CHARTERIS. What was that? 

SYLVIA. I mean when we learned that poor 
papa had Paramore s disease. 

CHARTERIS. Paramore's disease! Why, 
whats the matter with Paramore? 

SYLVIA. Oh, not a disease that he suffers 
from, but one that he discovered. 

CHARTERIS. The liver business? 

SYLVIA. Yes: thats what made Paramore 's 
reputation, you know. Papa used to get bad 
occasionally; but we always thought that it 
was partly his Indian service, and partly his 
eating and drinking too much. He used to 
wolf down a lot in those days, did Dad. The 
doctor never knew what was wrong with him 
until Paramore discovered a dreadful little 
microbe in his liver. There are forty millions of 
them to every square inch of liver. Paramore 
discovered them first; and now he declares 
that everybody should be inoculated against 
them as well as vaccinated. But it was too late 
to inoculate poor papa. All they could do was 
to prolong his life for two years more by 
putting him on a strict diet. Poor old boy! 
they cut off his liquor; and he*s not allowed 
to eat meat. 

CHARTERIS. Your father appears to me to 
be uncommonly well. 

SYLVIA. Yes: you would think he was a 
great deal better. But the microbe is at work, 
slowly but surely. In another year it will be 
all over. Poor old Dad! it’s unfeeling to talk 
about him in this attitude: I must sit down 
properly, [She comes down from the settee, and 
takes the chair near the bookstand]. I should 
like papa to live for ever just to take the 
conceit out of Paramore. I believe he's in 
love with Julia. 

CHARTERIS [starting up excitedly] In love 
with Julia! A ray of hope on the horizon! 
Do you really mean it? 

SYLVIA. I should think I do. Why do you 
suppose he’s hanging about the club today 
in a beautiful new coat and tie instead of 
attending to his patients? That lunch with 
Julia will finish him. He’ll ask Daddy's con- 
sent before they come back: I'll bet you 
three to one he will, in anything you please. 

CHARTERIS. GloVCS? 

SYLVIA. No: cigarets. 

CHARTERIS. Donc! But what does she think 
about it? Does she give him any encourage- 
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ment? 

SYLVIA. Oh, the usual thing. Enough to 
keep any other woman from getting him. 

CHARTERis. Just SO. I Understand. Now 
listen to me: I am going to speak as a philo- 
sopher. Julia is jealous of everybody: every- 
body, If she saw you flirting with Paramore 
she’d begin to value him directly. You might 
play up a little, Craven, for my sake: eh? 

SYLVIA [mmg] Youre too awful, Leonard. 
For shame! However, anything to oblige a 
fellow Ibsenite. I’ll bear your affair in mind. 
But I think it would be more effective if you 
got Grace to do it. 

CHARTERIS. Think so? Hm! perhaps youre 
right. 

THE PAGE [outside as before] Dr Paramore, 
Dr Paramore, Dr Paramore — 

SYLVIA. They ought to get that boy’s voice 
properly cultivated: it’s a disgrace to the 
club. goes into the recess on Ibsen s left]. 

The page enters, carrying the British Medical 
Journal. 

CHARTERIS [calling to the page] Dr Paramore 
is in the dining room. 

THE PAGE. Thank you, sir. [lie is about to go 
into the dining room when Sylvia swoops on him]. 

SYLVIA. Here: where are you taking that 
paper? It belongs to this room. 

THE PAGE. It’s Dr Paramore ’s particular 
orders, miss. The British Medical Journal has 
always to be brought to him dreckly it comes. 

SYLVIA. What cheek! Charteris: oughtnt we 
to stop this on principle? 

CHARTERIS. Certainly not. Principle’s the 
poorest reason I know for making yourself 
nasty. 

SYLVIA. Bosh! Ibsen! 

CHARTERIS [to the page] Off with you, my 
boy: Dr Paramore’s waiting breathless with 
expectation. 

THE PAGE [seriously] Indeed, sir? [He hurries 

on 

CHARTERIS. That boy will make his way in 
this country. He has no sense of humor. 

Grace comes in. Her dress, very convenient 
and businesslike, is made to please herself and 
serve her own purposes without the slightest 
regard to fashion, though by no means without 
a careful concern for her personal elegance. She 
enters briskly, like an habitually busy woman. 

SYLVIA [running to her] Here you are at last, 
Tranfield, old girl. I’ve been waiting for you 
this last hour. I’m starving. 

GRACE. All right, dear. [To Charteris] Did 


you get my letter? 

CHARTERIS. Yes. I wish you wouldnt write 
on those confounded blue letter-cards. 

SYLVIA [to Grace] Shall I go down first, and 
secure a table? 

CHARTERIS [taking the reply out of Grace*s 
mouth] Do, old boy. 

SYLVIA. Dont be too long. [S'^e goes into the 
dining room]. 

GRACE. Well? 

CHARTERIS. I’m afraid to face you after last 
night. Can you imagine a more horrible 
scene? Dont you hate the very sight of me 
after it? 

GRACE. Oh no. 

CHARTERIS. Then you ought to. Ugh! it was 
hideous: an insult: an outrage. A nice end to 
all my plans for making you happy: for mak- 
ing you an exception to all the women who 
swear I have made them miserable! 

GRACE [sitting down placidly] I am not at all 
miserable. I’m sorry; but I shant break my 
heart. 

CHARTERIS, No*. yours is a thoroughbred 
heart: you dont scream and cry every time 
it’s pinched. Thats why you are the only 
possible woman for me. 

GRACE [shaking her head] Not now. Never 
any more. 

CHARTERIS. Never! What do you mean? 

GRACE. What I say, Leonard. 

CHARTERIS. Jilted again! The fickleness of 
the women I love is only equalled by the 
infernal constancy of the women who love 
me. Well, well! I see how it is, Grace: you 
cant forget that horrible scene last night. 
Imagine her saying I had kissed her within 
the last two days! 

GRACE [rising eagerly] Was that not true? 

CHARTERIS. True! No: a thumping lie. 

GRACE. Oh, I’m so glad. That was the only 
thing that really hurt me. 

CHARTERIS. Just wliy slic said it. How 
adorable of you to care! My darling. [He 
seizes her hands, and presses them to his breast]. 

GRACE. Remember! it’s all broken off. 

CHARTERIS. Ah ycs*. you have my heart in 
your hands. Break it. Throw my happiness 
out of the window. 

GRACE. Oh, Leonard, does your happiness 
really depend on me? 

CHARTERIS [tenderly] Absolutely. [iSAe beams 
with delight. A sudden revulsion comes to him at 
the sight: he recoils, dropping her hands and cry- 
ing] Ah no: why should I lie to you? [He folds 
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his arms and adds Jirmly] My happiness de- 
pends on nobody but myself. I can do with- 
out you. 

GRACE [nerving herself]^ So you shall. Thank 
you for the truth. Now / will tell you the 
truth. 

CHARTERis [unfokUng his arms in terror^ No, 
please. Dont. As a philosopher, it’s my 
business to tell other people the truth; but 
it’s not their business to tell it to me. I dont 
like it; it hurts. 

GRACE [quietly] It’s only that I love you. 

CHARTERIS. Ah! thats not a philosophic 
truth. You may tell me that as often as you 
like, [lie takes her m his arms\ 

GRACE. Yes, Leonard; but I’m an advanced 
woman. [He checks himself, and looks at her in 
some consternation\ I’m what my father calls 
the New Woman. [He lets her go, and stares at 
her\ I quite agree with all your ideas. 

CHARTERIS [scandalized] Thats a nice thing 
for a respectable woman to say! You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself. 

GRACE. I am quite in earnest about them 
too, though you are not. That is why I will 
never marry a man I love too much. It would 
give him a terrible advantage over me: I 
should be utterly in his power. Thats what 
the New Woman is like. Isnt she right, Mr 
Philosopher? 

CHARTERIS. The struggle between the 
Philosopher and the Man is fearful, Grace. 
But the Philosopher says you are right. 

GRACE. I know I am right. And so we must 
part. 

CHARTERIS. Not at all. You must marry 
some one else; and then I’ll come and phil- 
ander with you. 

Sylvia comes back. 

SYLVIA [holding the door open] Oh, I say: 
come along. I’m starving. 

CHARTERIS. So am I. I’ll lunch with you if 
I may. 

SYLVIA. I thought you would. Ive ordered 
soup for three. [Grace passes out. Sylvia con- 
tinues, to Charteris] You can watch Paramore 
from our table: he’s pretending to read the 
British Medical Journal; but he must be 
making up his mind for the plunge: he looks 
green with nervousness. [She goes out]. 

CHARTERIS. Good luck to him! [He follows 
her]. 

The library remains unoccupied for ten 
minutes. 

Then Julia, angry and miserable, comes in 


from the dinmg room, followed by Craven. 
She crosses the room tormentedly, and throws 
herself into a chair. 

CRAVEN [impatiently] What is the matter? 
Has every one gone mad today? What do you 
mean by suddenly getting up from the table 
and tearing away like that? What does Para- 
more mean by reading his paper, and not 
answering when he’s spoken to? [Julia writhes 
impatiently]. Come, come [tenderly]', wont my 
pet tell her own Daddy what — [irritably] what 
the devil is wrong with everybody. Do pull 
yourself together, Julia, before Cuthbertson 
comes. He’s only paying the bill: he’ll be here 
in a moment. 

JULIA. I couldnt bear it any longer. Oh, to 
see them sitting there at lunch together, 
laughing, chatting, making game of me! I 
should have screamed out in another moment. 
I should have taken a knife and killed her. I 
should have — 

Cuthbertson appears, stuffing the luncheon bill 
Vito his 7vaistcoat pocket as he coines to them. He 
begins speaking the moment he enters. 

CUTHBERTSON. I’m afraid youve had a very 
poor lunch, Dan. It’s disheartening to see 
you picking at a few beans, and drinking soda 
water. I wonder how you live! 

JULIA. Thats all he ever takes, Mr Cuth- 
bertson, I assure you. He hates to be 
bothered about it. 

CRAVEN. Wheres Paramore? 

CUTHBERTSON. Reading his paper. I asked 
him wasnt he coming; but he didnt hear me. 
It’s amazing how anything scientific absorbs 
him. Clever man! Monstrously clever man! 

CRAVEN [pettishly] Oh yes, thats all very 
well, Jo; but it’s not good manners at table: 
he should shut up the shop sometimes. 
Heaven knows I am only too anxious to for- 
get his science, since it has pronounced my 
doom. [He sits down ivith a melancholy air]. 

CUTHBERTSON [compassionatcly] You musnt 
think about that. Craven: perhaps he was 
mistaken. [He sighs deeply and sits down]. But 
he certainly is a very clever fellow. He thinks 
twice before he commits himself. 

They sit in silence, full of gloom. Suddenly 
Paramore enters, pale and in the utmost disorder, 
7vith the British Medical Journal in his clenched 
hand. They rise in alarm. He tries to speak, but 
chokes, clutches at his throat, and staggers. 
Cuthbertson quickly takes his chair and places 
it behind Paramore, who sinks into it as they 
crowd about him. Craven at his right shoulder, 
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Cuthbertson on his left, and Julia behind. 

CRAVEN. Whats the matter, Paramore? 

JULIA. Are you ill? 

CUTHBERTSON. No bad news, I hope? 

PARAMORE [despairingly] The worst of news! 
Terrible news! Fatal news! My disease — 

CRAVEN [quickly] Do you mean my disease? 

PARAMORE [fiercely] I mean my disease: 
Paramore ’s disease: the disease I discovered: 
the work of my life! Look here [he points to the 
journal with a ghastly expression of horror]\ If 
this is true, it was all a mistake: there is no 
such disease. 

Cuthbertson and Julia look at one another, 
hardly daring to believe the good news. 

CRAVEN [in strong remonstrance] And you 
call this bad news! Now really, Paramore — 

PARAMORE [cutting him short hoarsely] It’s 
natural for you to think only of yourself. I 
dont blame you: all invalids are selfish. Only 
a scientific man can feel what I feel now. 
[Writhing under a sense of intolerable injustice] 
It*s the fault of the wickedly sentimental 
laws of this country. I was not able to make 
experiments enough: only three dogs and a 
monkey. Think of that, with all Europe 
full of my professional rivals! men burning 
to prove me wrong! There is freedom in 
France: enlightened republican France! One 
Frenchman experiments on two hundred 
monkeys to disprove my theory. Another 
sacrifices £36 — three hundred dogs at three 
francs apiece — to upset the monkey experi- 
ments. A third proves them both wrong by 
a single experiment in which he gets the 
temperature of a camel’s liver sixty degrees 
below zero. And now comes this cursed 
Italian who has ruined me. H e has a govern- 
ment grant to buy animals with, besides hav- 
ing the run of the largest hospital in Italy. 
[With desperate resolution] But I wont be 
beaten by any Italian. I’ll go to Italy myself. 
I’ll rediscover my disease; I know it exists; 
I feel it; and I’ll prove it if I have to experi- 
ment on every mortal animal thats got a liver 
at all. [lie folds his arms and breathes hard at 
them]. 

CRAVEN sense of injury growing on him] 

Am I to understand, Paramore, that you 
took it on yourself to pass sentence of death 
on me: yes, of Death! on the strength of three 
dogs and an infernal monkey? 

PARAMORE [utterly contemptuous of Craven s 
narrow personal view of the matter] Yes. That 
was all I could get a license for. 


CRAVEN. Now upon my soul, Paramore, 
I’m vexed at this. I dont wish to be un- 
friendly; but I’m extremely vexed, really. 
Why, confound it, do you realize what youve 
done? Youve cut off my meat and drink for 
a year! made me an object of public scorn! 
a miserable vegetarian and teetotaller. 

PARAMORE [rising] Well, you can make up 
for lost time now. [Bitterly, shewing Craven 
the Journal] There! you can read for yourself. 
The camel was fed on beef dissolved in 
alcohol; and he gained half a ton on it. Eat 
and drink as much as you please. [Still unable 
to stand without support, he makes his way past 
Cuthbertson to the revolving bookcase, and stands 
there with his back to them, leaning on it with his 
head on his hands], 

CRAVEN [grumbling] Oh yes: it’s very easy 
for you to talk, Paramore. But what am I to 
say to the Humanitarian societies and the 
Vegetarian societies that have made me 
Vice President? 

CUTHBERTSON [chuckUng] Alia! You made 
a virtue of it, did you, Dan? 

CRAVEN [warmly] I made a virtue of neces- 
sity, Jo. No one can blame me. 

JULIA [soothing him] Well, never mind. 
Daddy. Come back to the dining room, and 
have a good beefsteak. 

CRAVEN [shuddering] Ugh! [Plaintively] No: 
Ive lost my old manly taste for it. My very 
nature’s been corrupted by living on pap. 
[To Paramore] Thats what comes of all this 
vivisection. You go experimenting on horses; 
and of course the result is that you try to get 
me into condition by feeding me on beans. 

PARAMORE [curtly, without changing his 
position] Well, if theyve done you good, so 
much the better for you. 

CRAVEN [querulously] Thats all very well; 
but it’s very vexing. You dont half sec how 
serious it is to make a man believe that he 
has only another year to live: you really dont, 
Paramore: I cant help saying it. Ive made 
my will, which was altogether unnecessary; 
and Ive been reconciled to a lot of people I’d 
quarrelled with: people I cant stand under 
ordinary circumstances. Then Ive let the 
girls get round me at home to an extent I 
should never have done if I’d had my life 
before me. Ive done a lot of serious thinking 
and reading and extra church going. And 
now it turns out simple waste of time. On 
my soul, it’s too disgusting: I’d far rather die 
like a man when I said I would. 
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PARAMORE [as before] Perhaps you may. 
Your heart’s shaky, if thats any satisfaction 
to you. 

CRAVEN [offended] You must excuse me, 
Paramore, if I say that I no longer feel any 
confidence in your opinion as a medical man. 
[Paramore* s eye fashes: he straightens himself 
and listens], I paid you a pretty stiff fee for 
that consultation when you condemned me; 
and I cant say I think you gave me value 
for it. 

PARAMORE [turning and facing Craven with 
dignity] Thats unanswerable. Colonel Craven. 
I shall return the fee. 

CRAVEN. Oh, it’s not the money; but I think 
you ought to realize your position. [Paramore 
turns stiffly away. Craven follows him im- 
pulsively, exclaiming remorsefully] Well, per- 
haps it was a nasty thing of me to allude to 
it. [He offers Paramore his hand], 

PARAMORE [conscientiously taking it] Not at 
all. You are quite in the right, Colonel 
Craven: my diagnosis was wrong; and I must 
take the consequences. 

CRAVEN [holding his hand] No, dont say that. 
It was natural enough; my liver is enough to 
set any man’s diagnosis wrong. [A long hand- 
shake, very trying to Paramore* s nerves, Par- 
amore then retires to the recess on Ibsen* s left, 
and throws himself on the divan with a half 
suppressed sob, bending over The British 
Medical Journal with his head on his hands and 
his elbows on his knees], 

CUTHBERTSON [who has been rejoicing with 
Julia at the other side of the room] Well, lets 
say no more about it. I congratulate you. 
Craven, and hope you may long be spared. 
[Craven offers his hand]. No, Dan: your 
daughter first. [He takes Julia* s hand gently 
and hands her across to Craven, into whose arms 
she flies with a gush of feeling], 

JULIA. Dear old Daddy! 

CRAVEN. Ah, is Julia glad that the old Dad 
is let off for a few years more? 

JULIA [almost crying Oh, so glad! so glad! 

Cuthbertson sobs audibly. The Colonel is 
affected, Sylvia, entering from the dining room, 
stops abruptly at the door on seeing the three, 
Paramore, in the recess, escapes her notice, 

SYLVIA. Hallo! 

CRAVEN. Tell her the news, Julia; it would 
sound ridiculous from me. [/7e goes to the 
weeping Cuthbertson, and pats him consolingly 
on the shoulder], 

JULIA. Silly; only think! Dad’s not ill at all. 


It was only a mistake of Dr Paramore ’s. 
Oh, dear! catches Craven s left hand and 
stoops to kiss it, his right hand being still on 
Cuthbertson *s shoulder] , 

SYLVIA [contemptuously] I knew it. Of course 
it was nothing but eating too much. I always 
said Paramore was an ass. [Sensation, The 
group of Cuthbertson, Craven, and Julia breaks 
up as they turn in dismay], 

PARAMORE [without malice] Never mind. 
Miss Craven. That is what is being said all 
over Europe now. Never mind. 

SYLVIA [a little abashed] I’m so sorry, Dr 
Paramore. You must excuse a daughter’s 
feelings. 

CRAVEN [huffed] It evidently doesnt make 
much difference to you, Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. I’m not going to be sentimental 
over it. Dad, you may bet. [Coming to Craven] 
Besides, I knew it was nonsense all along. 
[Petting him] Poor dear old Dad! why should 
your days be numbered any more than any 
one else s? [He pats her cheek, mollified. Julia 
impatiently turns away from them] Come to 
the smoking room; and lets see what you 
can do after teetotalling for a year. 

CRAVEN [playfully] Vulgar little girl! [He 
pinches her ear]. Shall we come, Jo! Youll 
be the better for a pick-me-up after all this 
emotion. 

CUTHBERTSON. I’m not ashamed of it, Dan. 
It has done me good. [He goes up to the table 
and shakes his fist at the bust over the mantel- 
piece], It would do you good too, if you had 
eyes and ears to take it in. 

CRAVEN [astonished] Who? 

SYLVIA. Why, good old Henrik, of course. 

CRAVEN [puzzled] Henrik? 

CUTHBERTSON [impatiently] Ibsen, man; Ib- 
sen. [He goes out by the staircase door, followed 
by Sylvia, who kisses her hand to the bust as she 
passes. Craven stares blankly after her, and then 
at the bust. Giving the problem up as insoluble, he 
shakes his head and follows them. Near the door, 
he checks himself, and comes back], 

CRAVEN [softly] By the way, Paramore? 

PARAMORE [rousing himself rvith an effort] 
Yes? 

CRAVEN. You werent in earnest that time 
about my heart, were you? 

PARAMORE. Oh nothing, nothing. Theres a 
slight murmur; mitral valves a little worn 
perhaps; but theyll last your time if youre 
careful. Dont smoke too much. 

CRAVEN. What! More privations! Now really, 
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Paramore, really — 

PARAMORE [rising distractedly\ Excuse me: I 
cant pursue the subject. I — I — 

JULIA. Dont worry him now, Daddy. 

CRAVEN. Well, well: I wont. [He comes to 
Paramore, rvho is pacing restlessly up and down 
the middle of the room]. Come, Paramore! Tm 
not selfish, believe me: I can feel for your 
disappointment. But you must face it like a 
man. And after all, now really, doesnt this 
shew that theres a lot of rot about modern 
science? Between ourselves, you know, it s 
horribly cruel: you must admit that it*s 
a deuced nasty thing to go ripping up and 
crucifying camels and monkeys. It must blunt 
all the finer feelings sooner or later. 

PARAMORE [turning on him'\ How many 
camels and horses and men were ripped up 
in that Soudan campaign where you won 
your Victoria Cross, Colonel Craven? 

CRAVEN [firing up\ That was fair fighting: a 
very different thing, Paramore. 

PARAMORE. Yes: Martinis and machine guns 
against naked spearmen. 

CRAVEN [hotly] Naked spearmen can kill, 
Paramore. I risked my life: dont forget that. 

PARAMORE [with equal spirit] And I have 
risked mine, as all doctors do, oftener than 
any soldier. 

CRAVEN [handsomely] Thats true. I didnt 
think of that. I beg your pardon, Paramore: 
I’ll never say another word against your pro- 
fession. But I hope youll let me stick to the 
good oldfashioned shaking-up treatment for 
my liver: a clinking run across country with 
the hounds. 

PARAMORE [with Utter irony] Isnt that rather 
cruel? a pack of dogs ripping up a fox? 

JULIA [coming coaxingly between them] Oh 
please dont begin arguing again. Do go to 
the smoking room. Daddy: Mr Cuthbertson 
will wonder what has become of you. 

CRAVEN. Very well, very well: I’ll go. But 
youre really not reasonable todiiy, Paramore, 
to talk that way of fair sport — 

JULIA. Sh — sh [coaxing him towards the door], 

CRAVEN. Well, well. I’m off. [He goes good- 
humoredly, pushed out by Jidia], 

JULIA [turning at the door with her utmost 
witchery of manner] Dont look so disappointed, 
Dr Paramore. Cheer up. Youve been most 
kind to us; and youve done papa a lot of good. 

PARAMORE [delighted, rushing over to her] How 
beautiful it is of jrou to say that to me, Miss 
Craven! 


JULIA. I hate to see any one unhappy. I 
cant bear unhappiness. [5'^e runs out, casting a 
Parthian glance at him as she fiies], 

Paramore stands enraptured, gazing after her 
through the glass door. Whilst he is thus absorbed, 
Charteris comes in from the dining room and 
touches him on the arm. 

PARAMORE [starting] Eh? Whats the matter? 

CHARTERIS [significantly] Charming W'oman, 
isnt she, Paramore? [Looking admiringly at 
him] How have you managed to fascinate her? 

PARAMORE. I! Do you really mean — [He looks 
at him; then recovers himself, and adds coldly] 
Excuse me: this is a subject I do not care to 
jest about. [He walks array from Charteris, and 
sits down in the nearest easy chair, reading his 
journal to intimate that he does not wish to pursue 
the conversation]. 

CHARTERIS [ignoring the hint, and coolly sitting 
down beside him] Why dont you get married, 
Paramore? You know it’s a scandalous thing 
for a man in your profession to be single. 

PARAMORE [shortly, still pretending to read] 
Thats my own business: not yours. 

CHARTERIS. Not at all: it's pre-eminently a 
social question. Youre going to get married, 
arnt you? 

PARAMORE. Not that I am aware of. 

CHARTERIS [alarmed] No! Dont say that. 
Why? 

PARAMORE [rising angrily and rapping one of 
the SILENCE placards] Allow me to call your 
attention to that. [He crosses the room to the 
easy chair near the revolving bookstand, and 
fiings himself into it rvith determined hostility], 

CHARTERIS [following him, too deeply con- 
cerned to mind the rebuff] Paramore: you alarm 
me more than I can say. Youve muffed this 
business somehow. I fully expected to find 
you a joyful accepted suitor. 

PARAMORE [angrily] Yes, you have been 
watching me because you admire Miss Craven 
yourself. Well, you may go in and win now. 
You will be pleased to hear that I am a 
ruined man. 

CHARTERIS. You! Ruincd! How? The turf? 

PARAMORE [contemptuously] The turf!! Cer- 
tainly not. 

CHARTERIS. Paramorc*. if the loan of all I 
possess will help you over this difficulty, you 
have only to ask. 

PARAMORE [rising in surprise] Charteris! I — 
[Suspiciously] Are you joking? 

CHARTERIS. Why on earth do you always 
suspect me of joking? I never was more 
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serious in my life. 

PARAMORE [shamed by Ckarierts^s generosity^ 
Then I beg your pardon. I thought the news 
would please you. 

CHARTERis [deprecating this injustice to his 
good feeling"] My dear fellow! 

PARAMORE. I see I was wrong. I am really 
very sorry. [They shake hands]. And now you 
may as well learn the truth. I had rather you 
heard it from me than from the gossip of the 
club. My liver discovery has been — er — er — 
[he cannot bring himself to say t/]. 

CHARTERIS [helping him out] Confirmed? 
[Sadly] I see: the poor Colonel’s doomed. 

PARAMORE. No: on the contrary, it has been 
— er — called in question. The Colonel now 
believes himself to be in perfectly good 
health; and my friendly relations with the 
Cravens are entirely spoilt. 

CHARTERIS. Who told him about it? 

PARAMORE. I did, of coursc, the moment I 
read the news in this. [He shews the journal, 
and puts it down on the bookstand], 

CHARTERIS. Why, man, youve been a mes- 
senger of glad tidings I Didnt you congratulate 
him? 

PARAMORE [scandalized] Congratulate him! 
Congratulate a man on the worst blow patho- 
logical science has received for the last three 
hundred years! 

CHARTERIS. No, no, no. Congratulate him 
on having his life saved. Congratulate Julia 
on having her father spared. Swear that your 
discovery and your reputation are as nothing 
to you compared with the pleasure of restor- 
ing happiness to the household in which the 
best hopes of your life are centred. Confound 
it, man, youll never get married if you cant 
turn things to account with a woman in these 
little ways. 

PARAMORE [gravely] Excuse me; but my 
self-respect is dearer to me even than Miss 
Craven. I cannot trifle with scientific ques- 
tions for the sake of a personal advantage. 
[He turns away coldly, and goes towards the 
table], 

CHARTERIS. Well, this beats me! The Non- 
conformist conscience is bad enough; but the 
scientific conscience is the very devil. [He 
follows Paramore, and puts his arm familiarly 
round his shoulder, bringing him back again 
whilst he speaks]. Now look here, Paramore: 
I have no conscience in that sense at all: I 
loathe it as I loathe all the snares of idealism; 
but I have some common humanity and 


common sense. [He replaces him in the easy 
chair, and sits down opposite him]. Come! what 
is a really scientific theory? A true theory, 
isnt it? 

PARAMORE. No doubt. 

CHARTERIS. For instance, you have a theory 
about Craven’s liver, eh? 

PARAMORE. I still believe that to be a true 
theory, though it has been upset for the 
moment. 

CHARTERIS. And you have a theory that it 
would be pleasant to be married to Julia? 

PARAMORE. I suppose SO. In a sense. 

CHARTERIS. That theory also will be upset, 
probably, before youre a year older. 

PARAMORE. Always cynical, Charteris. 

CHARTERIS. Never mind that. Now it’s a 
perfectly damnable thing for you to hope 
that your liver theory is true, because it 
amounts to hoping that Craven will die an 
agonizing death. 

PARAMORE. And always paradoxical, Char- 
teris. 

CHARTERIS. Well, at least youll admit that 
it’s amiable and human to hope that your 
theory about Julia is right, because it 
amounts to hoping that she may live happily 
ever after. 

PARAMORE. I do hopc that with all my soul 
— [correcting himself] I mean with all my 
function of hoping. 

CHARTERIS. Then, since both theories are 
equally scientific, why not devote yourself, 
as a humane man, to proving the amiable 
theory rather than the damnable one? 

PARAMORE. But hoW? 

CHARTERIS. I’ll tell you. You think I’m fond 
of Julia myself. So I am; but then I’m fond of 
everybody; so I dont count. Besides, if you 
try the scientific experiment of asking her 
whether she loves me, she’ll tell you that she 
hates and despises me. So I’m out of the 
running. Nevertheless, like you, I hope that 
she may be happy with all my — what did you 
call your soul? 

PARAMORE [impatiently] Oh, go on, go on: 
finish what you were going to say. 

CHARTERIS [suddenly affecting complete in- 
difference, and rising carelessly] I dont know 
that I was going to say anything more. If I 
were you I should invite the Cravens to tea 
in honor of the Colonel’s escape from a hor- 
rible doom. By the way, if youve done with 
that British Medical Journal, I should like 
to see how theyve smashed your theory up. 
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PARAMORE [wincing as he also rises] Oh, cer- 
tainly, if you wish it. I have no objection. [He 
takes the journal from the bookstand], I admit 
that the Italian experiments apparently 
upset my theory. But please remember that 
it is doubtful — extremely doubtful — whether 
anything ean be proved by experiments on 
animals. [He hands Charteris the journal], 

CHARTERis [taking it] It doesnt matter: I 
dont intend to make any. [He retires to the re- 
cess on Ibsen s right, picking up the step-ladder 
as he passes and placing it so that he is able to use 
it for a leg rest as he settles himself to read on the 
divan with his back to the corner of the mantel- 
piec^. 

Paramore goes to the dining room door, and is 
about to leave the library ivhen he meets Grace 
entering. 

GRACE. How do you do, Dr Paramore? So 
glad to see you. [They shake hands], 

PARAMORE. Thanks. Quite w'cll, I hope? 

GRACE. Quite, thank you. Youre looking 
overworked. We must take more eare of you, 
Doetor. 

PARAMORE. You are too kind. 

GRACE. It is you who are too kind — to your 
patients. You sacrifice yourself. Have a little 
rest. Come and talk to me. Tell me all about 
the latest scientific discoveries, and what I 
ought to read to keep myself up to date. But 
perhaps youre busy. 

PARAMORE. No, iiot at all. Only too de- 
lighted. [They go into the recess on Ibsen s left, 
and sit there chatting i?i whispers, very con- 
fidentially], 

CHARTERIS. How they all love a doctor! 
They can say what they like to him. [Julia 
returns, but does not look his rvay. He takes his 
feet from the ladder and sits up]. Whew! [Julia 
wanders along his side of the room, apparently 
looking for some one. Charteris steals after her], 

CHARTERIS [in a low voice] Looking for me, 
Julia? 

JULIA [starting violently] Oh! How you 
startled me! 

CHARTERIS. Sh! I want to shew you some- 
thing. Look! [He points to the pair in the recess], 

JULIA [jealously] That woman! 

CHARTERIS. My young woman, carrying 
off your young man. 

JULIA. What do you mean? Do you dare 
insinuate — 

CHARTERIS. Sh — sh — sh! Dont disturb them. 

Paramore rises; takes down a book; and sits 
on a footstool at Grocers feet. 


JULIA. Why are they whispering like that? 

CHARTERIS. Becausc they dont want any 
one to hear what they are saying to one 
another. 

Paramore shews Grace a picture in the book. 
They both laugh heartily over it. 

JULIA. What is he shewing her? 

CHARTERIS. Probably a diagram of the 
liver. [Julia, 7vith an exclamation of disgust, 
makes for the recess. Charteris catches her 
sleeve]. Stop: be careful, Julia. frees her- 
self by giving him a push ivhich upsets him into 
the easy chair; then crosses to the recess, and 
sta/ids looking down at Grace and Paramore 
from the coriier next the fireplace], 

JULIA [with suppressed fury] You seem to 
have found a very interesting book. Dr. 
Paramore. [They look up, astonished]. May 
I ask what it is? stoops siviftly; snatches 
the book from Paramore; and comes doftm to the 
table quickly to look at it ivhilst they rise in 
amazement]. Good Words! [-S/te flings it on 
the table, and sweeps back past Charteris, ex- 
claiming contemptuously] You fool! [Paramore 
and Grace, meanwhile, come from the recess: 
Paramore bewildered: Grace very determined], 

CHARTERIS [asule to Julia as he gets out of the 
easy chair] Idiot! She’ll have you turned out 
of the club for this. 

JULIA [terrified] She cant: can she? 

PARAMORE. What is the matter. Miss 
Craven? 

CHARTERIS [hastily] Nothing. My fault: a 
stupid practical joke. I beg your pardon and 
Mrs Tran field’s. 

GRACE [firmly] It is not your fault in the 
least, Mr Charteris. Dr Paramore: will you 
oblige me by finding Sylvia Craven for me, 
if you can? 

PARAMORE [hesitating] But — 

GRACE. I want you to go n o w, if you please. 

PARAMORE [succumbing] Certainly. [He bows 
arid goes out by the staircase door], 

GRAC E. You are going with him, Charteris. 

JULIA. You will not leave me here to be 
insulted by this woman, Mr Charteris. [She 
takes his arm as if to go with him], 

GRACE. When two ladies quarrel in this 
club, it is against the rules to settle it when 
there are gentlemen present: especially the 
gentleman they are quarrelling about. I pre- 
sume you do not wish to break that rule, 
Miss Craven. [Julia sullenly drops Charteris s 
arm, Grace turns to Charteris, and adds] Now! 
Trot off. 
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CHARTERI8. Certainly. Certainly. [He fol- 
lows Par amove ignominiously\ 

GRACE [to Julia, with quiet peremptoriness^ 
Now: what have you to say to me? 

JULIA [suddenly throwing herself tragically 
on her knees at Grace's feet\ Dont take him 
from me. Oh dont — dont be so cruel. Give 
him back to me. You dont know what youre 
doing — what our past has been — how I love 
him. You dont know — 

GRACE. Get up; and dont be a fool. Suppose 
any one comes in and sees you in that ridicu- 
lous attitude! 

JULIA. I hardly know what I’m doing. I 
dont care what I’m doing: I’m too miserable. 
Oh, wont you listen to me? 

GRACE. Do you suppose I am a man, to be 
imposed on by this sort of rubbish? 

JULIA [getting up and looking darkly at her^ 
You intend to take him from me, then? 

GRACE. Do you expect me to help you to 
keep him after the way you have behaved? 

JULIA [trying her theatrical method in a milder 
form: reasonable and impulsively goodnatured 
instead of tragic'] I know I was wrong to act 
as I did last night. I beg your pardon. I am 
sorry. I was mad. 

GRACE. Not a bit mad. You calculated to 
an inch how far you could go. When he is 
present to stand between us and play out 
the scene with you, I count for nothing. 
When we are alone, you fall back on your 
natural way of getting anything you want: 
crying for it like a baby until it is given to 
you. 

JULIA [with unconcealed hatred] You learnt 
this from him. 

GRACE. I learnt it from yourself, last night 
and now. How I hate to be a woman when 
I see, by you, what wretched childish crea,- 
tures we are! Those two men would cut you 
dead and have you turned out of the club 
if you were a man, and had behaved in such 
a way before them. But because you are only 
a woman, they are forbearing! sympathetic! 
gallant! Oh , if you had a scrap of self-respect, 
their indulgence would make you creep all 
over. I understand now why Charteris has 
no respect for women. 

JULIA. How dare you say that? 

GRACE. Dare! I love him. And I have re- 
fused his offer to marry me. 

JULIA [incredulous, hut hopeful] You have 
refused! 

GRACE. Yes; because I will not give myself 


to any man who has learnt to treat women 
from you and your like. I can do without his 
love, but not without his respect; and it is 
your fault that I cannot have both. Take 
his love then; and much good may it do you! 
Run to him, and beg him to take you back. 

JULIA. Oh, what a liar you are! He loved 
me before he ever saw you — before he ever 
dreamt of you, you pitiful thing. Do you 
think / need go down on my knees to men 
to make them come to me? That may be 
your experience, you creature with no figure: 
it is not mine. There are dozens of men who 
would give their souls for a look from me. 
1 have only to lift my finger. 

GRACE. Lift it then; and see whether h e will 
come. 

JULIA. How I should like to kill you! I dont 
know why I dont. 

GRACE. Yes: you like to get out of your 
difficulties at other people’s expense. It is 
something to boast of, isnt it, that dozens of 
men would make love to you if you invited 
them? 

JULIA [sullenly] I suppose it’s better to be 
like you, with a cold heart and a serpent’s 
tongue. Thank Heaven, I have a heart: that 
is why you can hurt me as I cannot hurt you. 
And you are a coward. You are giving him 
up to me without a struggle. 

GRACE. Yes: it is for you to struggle. I wish 
you success. [•S^e turns away contemptuously, 
and is going to the dining room door when Sylvia 
enters on the opposite side, followed by Cuthbert- 
son and Craven, who come to Julia, whilst Sylvia 
crosses to Grace]. 

SYLVIA. Here I am, sent by the faithful 
Paramore. He hinted that I’d better bring 
the elder members of the family too: here 
they are. Whats the row? 

GRACE [quietly] Nothing, dear. There’s no 
row. 

JULIA [hysterically , tottering and stretching out 
her arms to Craven] Daddy! 

CRAVEN [taking her in his arms] My precious! 
Whats the matter? 

JULIA [through her tears] She’s going to have 
me expelled from the club; and we shall all 
be disgraced. Can she do it, Daddy? 

CRAVEN. Well, really, the rules of this club 
are so extraordinary that I dont know. [To 
Grace] May I ask, madam, whether you have 
any complaint to make of my daughter’s con- 
duct? 

GRACE. Yes, sir. I am going to complain to 
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the committee. 

SYLVIA. I knew youd overdo it some day, 
Julia. 

CRAVEN. Do you know this lady, Jo? 

CUTHBERTSON. This is my daughter, Mrs 
Tranfield, Dan. Grace: this is my old friend 
Colonel Craven. 

Grace and Craven how to one another con- 
strainedly, 

CRAVEN. May I ask the ground of complaint, 
Mrs Tranfield? 

GRACE. Simply that Miss Craven is esscfi- 
tially a womanly woman, and, as such, not 
eligible for membership. 

JULIA. It’s false. I’m not a womanly woman. 
I was guaranteed when I joined just as you 
were. 

GRACE. By Mr Charteris, I think, at your 
own request. I shall call him as a witness to 
your thoroughly womanly conduct just now 
in his presence and Dr Paramore’s. 

CRAVEN. Cuthbertson: arc they joking? or 
am I dreaming? 

CUTHBERTSON [grimly] It’s real, Dan: yourc 
awake. 

SYLVIA [taking Cr avert $ left arm, and hugging 
it affectionately] Dear old Rip Van Winkle! 

CRAVEN. Well, Mrs Tranfield, all I can say 
is that I hope you will succeed in establishing 
your complaint, and that Julia may soon sec 
the last of this most outrageous institution. 

Charteris returns. 

CHARTERIS [at the door] May I come in? 

SYLVIA. Yes: yourc wanted here as a wit- 
ness. [Charteris comes in, and places himself 
with evident misgiving between Julia and Grace]. 
It's a bad case of womanliness. 

GRACE [half aside to him, signifcantly] You 
understand? [Julia, watching them jealously, 
leaves her father and gets close to Charteris. 
Grace adds aloud] I shall expect your support 
before the committee. 

JULIA. If you have a scrap of manhood in 
you you will take my part. 

CHARTERIS. But then I shall be expelled for 
being a manly man. Besides, I’m on the com- 
mittee myself: I cant act as judge and witness 
too. You must apply to Paramore: he saw it 
all. 

GRACE. Where is Dr Paramore? 

CHARTERIS. Just gone home. 

JULIA [with sudden resolution] What is Dr 
Paramore’s number in Savile Row? 

CHARTERIS. Seventy-nine. 

Julia goes out quickly by the staircase door. 


to their astonishment. Charteris follows her to 
the door, which swings back in his face, leaving 
him staring after her through the glass. 

SYLVIA [running to Grace] Grace: go after 
her. Dont let her get beforehand with Para- 
more. She’ll tell him the most heartbreaking 
stories about how she’s been treated, and get 
round him completely. 

CRAVEN [thuiidering] Sylvia! Is that the way 
to speak of your sister, miss? [Grace squeezes 
Sylvia's hand to console her; takes a magazine 
from the table; and sits down calmly. Sylvia posts 
herself behind Grace's chair, leaning over the 
back to watch the ensuing colloquy between the 
three men]. I assure you, Mrs Tranfield, Dr 
Paramore has just invited us all to take after- 
noon tea with him; and if my daughter has 
gone to his house, she is simply taking advan- 
tage of his invitation to extricate herself from 
a very embarrassing scene here. We’re all 
going there. Come, Sylvia. [He turns to go, 
followed by Cuthbertson]. 

CHARTERIS [in conster nation] Stop! [He gets 
between Craven and Cuthbertsori]. What hurry 
is there? Cant you give the man time? 

CRAVEN. Time! What for? 

CHARTERIS [talking fooUshly in his agitation] 
Well, to get a little rest, you know: a busy 
professional man like that! He’s not had a 
moment to himself all day. 

CRAVEN. But Julia’s with him. 

CHARTERIS. Well, no matter: she’s only one 
person. And she ought to have an opportunity 
of laying her case before him. As a member 
of the committee, I think thats only just. Be 
reasonable. Craven: give him half an hour. 

CUTHBERTSON [stcmly] What do you mean 
by this, Charteris? 

CHARTERIS. Nothing, I assure you. Only 
common consideration for poor Paramore. 

CUTHBERTSON. Youvc somc motivc. Craven: 
I strongly advise that we go at once. [He 
grasps the door handle]. 

CHARTERIS [coaxingly] No, no. [He puts his 
hand persuasively on Craven's arm, adding] It’s 
not good for your liver, Craven, to rush about 
immediately after lunch. 

CUTHBERTSON. His livcr’s cured. Come on, 
Craven. [He opens the door]. 

CHARTERIS [catchmg Cuthbertson by the 
sleeve] Cuthbertson: youre mad. Paramore’s 
going to propose to J ulia. We m u s t give him 
time: he’s not the man to come to the point 
in three seconds as you or I would. [Turning 
to Craven] Dont you see? that will get me out 
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of the difficulty we were speaking of this 
morning: you and I and Cuthbertson. You 
remember? 

CRAVEN. Now is this a thing to say plump 
out before everybody, Charteris? Confound 
it, have you no decency? 

CUTHBERTSON \severely] None whatever. 

CHARTERIS [turning to Cuthbertson^ No: dont 
be unkind, Cuthbertson. Back me up. My 
future, her future, Mrs Tranfield’s future. 
Craven’s future, everybody’s future depends 
on Julia being Paramore’s affianced bride 
when we arrive. He’s certain to propose if 
youll only give him time. You know yourc a 
kindly and sensible man as well as a deucedly 
clever one, Cuthbertson, in spite of all the 
nonsense you pick up in the theatre. Say a 
word for me. 

CRAVEN. I’m quite willing to leave the de- 
cision to Cuthbertson; and I have no doubt 
whatever as to what that decision will be. 

Cuthbertson carefully shuts the door^ and 
comes back into the room with an air of weighty 
reflection. 

CUTHBERTSON. I am now going to speak as 
a man of the world: that is, without moral 
responsibility. 

CRAVEN. Quite so, Jo. Of course. 

CUTHBERTSON. Therefore, though I have no 
sympathy whatever with Charteris’s views, 
I think we can do no harm by waiting — say 
ten minutes or so. [He sits doivn\ 

CHARTERIS [delighted^ Ah, there’s nobody 
like you after all, Cuthbertson, when theres 
a difficult situation to be j udged . [He sits down 
on the settee bade]. 

CRAVEN [deeply disappohited] Oh well, Jo, if 
that is your decision, I must keep my word 
and abide by it. Better sit down and make 
ourselves comfortable, I suppose. [lie sits also, 
under protest]. 

A pause, very trying for the three men. 

GRACE [looking up from her magazine] Dont 
fidget, Leonard. 

CHARTERIS [slipping off the settee back] I cant 
help it: I’m too restless. The fact is, Julia has 
made me so nervous that I cant answer for 
myself until I know her decision. Mrs Tran- 
field will tell you what a time Ive had lately. 
Julia’s really a most determined woman, you 
know. 

CRAVEN [starting up] Well, upon my life! 
Upon my honor and conscience!! Now really 111 
I shall go this instant. Come on, Sylvia. Cuth- 
bertson; I hope youll mark your sense of this 


sort of thing by coming on to Paramore’s 
with us at once. [He marches to the door]. 

CHARTERIS [desperately] Craven: youre trifl- 
ing with your daughter’s happiness. I ask 
only five minutes more. 

CRAVEN. Not five seconds, sir. Fie for 
shame, Charteris! [He goes out]. 

CUTHBERTSON [to Charteris, as he passes him 
071 his way to the door] Bungler! [He follows 
Craven]. 

SYLVIA. Serve you right, you duffer! [S/ie 
follows Cuthbertson]. 

CHARTERIS. Oil, tlicse hcadstrong old men! 
[7b Grace] Nothing to be done now but go 
with them, and delay the Colonel as much 
as possible. So I’m afraid I must leave you. 

GRACE [rishig] Not at all. Paramore invited 
me, too. 

CHARTERIS [aghast] You dont mean to say 
youre coming! 

GRACE. Most certainly. Do you suppose 
I will let tliat woman think I am afraid to 
meet her? [Charteris smks on a chair with a 
prolonged groan]. Come: dont be silly: youll 
not overtake the Colonel if you delay any 
longer. 

CHARTERIS. Why WRS I cvcr born, child of 
misfortune that I am! [He rises despairingly]. 
Well, if you must come, you must. [He offers 
his arm, 7vhich she takes]. By the way, what 
happened after I left you? 

GRACE. I gave her a lecture on her behavior 
which she will remember to the last day of 
her life. 

CHARTERIS [approvingly] That was right, 
darling. [He slips his arm round her waist] Just 
one kiss. To soothe me. 

GRACE [complacently offermg her cheek] 
Foolish boy! [He kisses her]. Now come along. 
[They go out together]. 

ACT III 

Varamores reception room in Savile Row. 
Viewing the room from the front windows, the 
door is seen in the opposite wall near the left 
hand corner. Another door, a light noiseless one 
covered with green baize, leading to the consult- 
ing room, is in the right hand wall towards the 
hack. The fireplace is on the left. At the nearer 
corner of it a couch is placed at right angles to 
the wall, settlewise. At the other corner, an easy 
chair. On the right the wall is occupied by a book- 
case, further forward than the green baize door. 
Beyond the door is a cabinet of anatomical pre- 
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paraiions^ with a framed photograph of Rem- 
brandts School of Anatomy hanging on the wall 
above it. In front, a Utile to the right, a teatable. 

Par amor e is seated in a round-backed chair, 
on castors, pouring out tea. Jidia sits opposite 
him, with her back to the fire. He is in high 
spirits: she very downcast. 

PARAMORE [handmg her the cup he has just 
filled^ There! Making tea is one of the few 
things I consider myself able to do thoroughly 
well. Cake? 

JULIA. No, thank you. I dont like sweet 
things. sets down the cup untasted]. 

PARAMORE. Anything wrong with the tea? 

JULIA. No. It*s very nice. 

PARAMORE. I’m afraid I’m a bad enter- 
tainer. The fact is, I am too professional. I 
shine only in consultation. I almost wish you 
had something serious the matter with you; 
so that you might call out my knowledge and 
sympathy. As it is, I can only admire you, 
and feel how pleasant it is to have you here. 

JULIA [bitterly] And pet me, and say pretty 
things to me. I wonder you dont offer me a 
saucer of milk at once. 

PARAMORE [astonished] Why? 

JULIA. Because you seem to regard me very 
much as if I were a Persian cat. 

PARAMORE [in strong remonstrance] Miss 
Cra— 

JULIA [cutting him short] Oh, you neednt 
protest. I’m used to it: it’s the sort of attach- 
ment I seem always to inspire. [Ironically] 
You cant think how flattering it is. 

PARAMORE. My dear Miss Craven, what a 
cynical thing to say! You! who are loved at 
first sight by the people in the street as you 
pass. Why, in the club I can tell by the faces 
of the men whether you have been lately 
in the room or not. 

JULIA [shrinking fiercely] Oh, I hate that 
look in their faces. Do you know that I have 
never had one human being care for me since 
I was born? 

PARAMORE. Thats not true. Miss Craven. 
Even if it were true of your father, and of 
Charteris, who loves you madly in spite of 
your dislike for him, it is not true of me. 

JULIA [startled] Who told you that about 
Charteris? 

PARAMORE. Why, he himself. 

JULIA [with deep, poignant conviction] He 
cares for only one person in the world; and 
that is himself. There is not in his whole 
nature one unselfish spot. He would not 


spend one hour of his real life with — [a sob 
chokes her: she rises passionately, crying] You 
are all alike, every one of you. Even my 
father only makes a pet of me. [She goes away 
to the fireplace, and stands with her back to him 
to hide her face]. 

PARAMORE [following her humbly] I dont 
deserve this from you: indeed I do not. 

JULIA [rating him] Then why do you gossip 
about me behind my back with Charteris? 

PARAMORE. We said nothing disparaging 
of you. Nobody shall ever do that in my 
presence. We spoke of the subject nearest 
our hearts. 

JULIA. His heart! Oh God, his heart! [»S^e 
sits down on the couch, and covers her face]. 

PARAMORE [sadly] I am afraid you love him, 
for all that. Miss Craven. 

JULIA [raising her head instantly] If he says 
that, he lies. If ever you hear it said that I 
cared for him, contradict it: it is false. 

PARAMORE [quickly advancing to her] Miss 
Craven: is the way clear for me then? 

JULIA [losijig interest in the conversation, and 
lookuig crossly away from him]. What do you 
mean? 

PARAMORE [impetuously] You must see 
what I mean. Contradict the rumor of your 
attachment to Charteris, not by words — it 
has gone too far for that — but by becoming 
my wife. [Earnestly] Believe me: it is not 
merely your beauty that attracts me [Julia, 
interested, looks up at him quickly]: I know 
other beautiful women. It is your heart, your 
sincerity, your sterling reality, [Jidia rises 
and gazes at him, breathless with a new hope] 
your great gifts of character that are only 
half developed because you have never been 
understood by those about you. 

JULIA [looking intently at him, and yet be- 
ginning to be derisively sceptical in spite of her- 
self] Have you really seen all that in me? 

PARAMORE. I have felt it. I have been alone 
in the world; and I need you, Julia. That is 
how I have divined that you, also, are alone 
in the world. 

JULIA [ivith theatrical pathos] You are right 
there. I am indeed alone in the world. 

PARAMORE [timidly approaching her] With 
you I should not be alone. And you? with me? 

JULIA. You! [She gets quickly out of his reach, 
taking refuge at the teatable]. No, no. I cant 
bring myself — [-S/ie breaks off, perplexed, and 
looks uneasily about her]. Oh, I dont know 
what to do. You will expect too much from 
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me. [5^^ sits do7vn\ 

PARAMORE. I have more faith in you than 
you have in yourself. Your nature is richer 
than you think. 

JULIA \douhtfully] Do you really believe 
that I am not the shallow, jealous, devilish 
tempered creature they all pretend I am? 

PARAMORE. I am ready to place my happi- 
ness in your hands. Does that prove what I 
think of you? 

JULIA. Yes: I believe you really care for me. 
[He approaches her eagerly: she has a violent 
revulsion, and rises with her hands up as if to 
heat him off, crying'] No, no, no, no, I cannot. 
It’ s impossible, [•SAe goes to7vards the door]. 

PARAMORE [looking Tvistfully after her] Is it 
Charteris? 

JULIA [stopping and turning] Ah, you think 
that! [*9^6 comes hack]. Listen to me. If I say 
yes, ^vill you promise not to touch me? Will 
you give me time to accustom myself to our 
new relations? 

PARAMORE. I promise most faithfully. I 
would not press you for the world. 

JULIA. Then — then — Yes: I promise. 

PARAMORE. Oh, how Unspeakably hap — 

JULIA [stopping his raptures] No: not another 
word. Let us forget it. [*9/^^ resumes her seat at 
the table], I havnt touched my tea. [lie hastens 
to his former seat. As he passes, she puts her 
left hand on his arm and Be good to me, 
Percy: I need it sorely. 

PARAMORE [transported] You have called 
me Percy! Hurrah! 

Charteris and Craven come in, Paramore 
hastens to meet them, beaming. 

PARAMORE. Delighted to see you here with 
me. Colonel Craven. And you too, Charteris. 
Sit down. [The Colonel sits down on the end of 
the couch]. Where are the others? 

CHARTERIS. Sylvia has dragged Cuthbertson 
off into the Burlington Arcade to buy some 
caramels. He likes to encourage her in eating 
caramels: he thinks it’s a womanly taste. 
Besides, he likes them himself. Theyll be 
here presently, [lie strolls across to the cabinet, 
and pretends to study the Rembrandt photograph, 
so as to be as far out of Julia's reach as possible.] 

CRAVEN. Yes; and Charteris has been trying 
to persuade me that theres a short cut be- 
tween Cork Street and Savile Row some- 
where in Conduit Street. Now did you ever 
hear such nonsense? Then he said my coat 
was getting shabby, and wanted me to go 
into Poole’s and order a new one. Paramore: 


is my coat shabby? 

PARAMORE. Not that I Can see. 

CRAVEN, I should think not. Then he wanted 
to draw me into an argument about the 
Egyptian war. We should have been here 
quarter of an hour ago only for his nonsense. 

CHARTERIS [stUl Contemplating Rembrandt] I 
did my best to keep him from disturbing you, 
Paramore. 

PARAMORE [gratefully] Y ou kept him exactly 
the right time, to a second. [Formally] Colonel 
Craven: I have something very particular to 
say to you. 

CRAVEN [springing up in alarm] In private, 
Paramore: now really it must be in private. 

PARAMORE [surprised] Of course. I was about 
to suggest my consulting room: theres nobody 
there. Miss Craven: will you excuse me: 
Charteris will entertain you until I return. 
[lie leads the 7vay to the green baize door], 

CHARTERIS [ttghast] Oh, I say, hadnt you 
better wait until the others come? 

PARAMORE [exultant] No need for further 
delay now, my best friend. [He rvrings Char- 
teris' s hand]. Will you come, Colonel? 

CRAVEN. At your service, Paramore: at your 
service. 

Craven and Paramore go into the consulting 
room, Julia turns her head, and stares insolently 
at Charteris. His nerves play him false: he is 
completely out of countenance in a moment. She 
rises suddenly. He starts, and comes hastily for- 
ward betiveen the table and the bookcase. She 
crosses to that side behind the table; and he 
immediately crosses to the opposite side in front 
of it, dodging her. 

CHARTERIS [ncTVOusly] Dont, Julia. Now 
dont abuse your advantage. Youve got me 
here at your mercy. Be good for once; and 
dont make a scene. 

JULIA [contemptuously] Do you suppose I am 
going to touch you? 

CHARTERIS. No. Of course not. 

She comes forward on her side of the table, 
lie retreats on his side of it. She looks at him 
with utter scorn; sweeps across to the couch; and 
sits donm imperially. With a great sigh of relief 
he drops into Paramore' s chair, 

JULIA, Come here. I have something to say 
to you. 

CHARTERIS. Ycs? [He rolls the chair a few 
inches towards her], 

JULIA. Come here, I say. I am not going to 
shout across the room at you. Are you afraid 
of me? 
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CHARTERis. Horribly. [He moves the chair 
slowly, with great misgiving, to the end of the 
couchi], 

JULIA [with studied insolence'] Has that woman 
told you that she has given you up to me 
without an attempt to defend her con- 
quest? 

CHARTERIS [whispering persuasively] Shew 
that you are capable of the same sacrifice. 
Give me up too. 

JULIA. Sacrifice! And so you think Tm 
dying to marry you, do you? 

CHARTERIS. I am afraid your intentions have 
been honorable, Julia. 

JULIA. You cad! 

CHARTERIS [witk a sigh] I confess I am some- 
thing either more or less than a gentleman, 
Julia. You once gave me the benefit of the 
doubt. 

JULIA. Indeed! I never told you so. If you 
cannot behave like a gentleman, you had 
better go back to the society of the woman 
who has given you up: if such a coldblooded, 
cowardly creature can be called a woman. 
[iS^e rises majestically: he makes his chair fly 
hack to the table]. I know you now, Leonard 
Charteris, through and through, in all your 
falseness, your petty spite, your cruelty and 
your vanity. The place you coveted has been 
won by a man more worthy of it. 

CHARTERIS [springing up, and coming close to 
her, gasping with eagerness] What do you 
mean? Out with it, Flave you accep — 

JULIA. I am engaged to Dr Paramore. 

CHARTERIS [enraptured] My own Julia! [He 
attempts to embrace her], 

JULIA [recoiling: he catching her hands and 
holding them] How dare you! Are you mad? 
Do you wish me to call Dr Paramore? 

CHARTERIS. Call everybody, my darling — 
everybody in London. Now I shall no longer 
have to be brutal; to defend myself; to go in 
fear of you. How I have looked forward to 
this day! You know now that I dont want 
you to marry me or to love me: Paramore 
can have all that. I only want to look on and 
rejoice disinterestedly in the happiness of 
[kissing her hand] my dear Julia [kissing the 
other], my beautiful Julia. tears her hajids 
away and raises them as if to strike him, as 
she did the night before at Cuthbertsons; he 
faces them with joyous recklessness]. No use to 
threaten me now: I am not afraid of those 
hands: the loveliest hands in the world. 

JULIA. How have you the face to turn 


round like this after insulting and torturing 
me? 

CHARTERIS. Never mind, dearest: you never 
did understand me; and you never will. Our 
vivisecting friend has made a successful 
experiment at last. 

JULIA [earnestly] It is you who are the vivi- 
sector: a far crueller, more wanton vivisector 
than he. 

CHARTERIS. Ycs; but then I learn so much 
more from my experiments than he does! 
And the victims learn as much as I do. Thats 
where my moral superiority comes in. 

JULIA [sitting donm again on the couch with 
rueful humor] Well, you shall not experiment 
on me any more. Go to your Grace if you 
want a victim. Shell be a tough one. 

CHARTERIS [reproachfidly , sitting down beside 
her] And you drove me to propose to her to 
escape from you! Suppose she had accepted 
me, where should I be now? 

JULIA. Where 7 am, I suppose, now that I 
have accepted Paramore. 

CHARTERIS. But I should have made Grace 
unhappy. [Julia sneers]. However, now I come 
to think of it, youll make Paramore unhappy. 
And yet if you refused him he would be in 
despair. Poor devil! 

JULIA [her temper flashing up for a moment 
again] He is a better man than you. 

CHARTERIS [humbly] I grant you that, my 
dear. 

JULIA [impetuously] Dont call me your dear. 
And what do you mean by saying that I shall 
make him unhappy? Am I not good enough 
for him? 

CHARTERIS [duhiously] Well, that depends 
on what you mean by good enough. 

JULIA [earnestly] You might have made me 
good if you had chosen to. You had a great 
power over me. I was like a child in your 
hands; and you knew it. 

CHARTERIS. Ycs, my dear. That means that 
whenever you got jealous and flew into a 
tearing rage, I could always depend on its 
ending happily if I only waited long enough, 
and petted you very hard all the time. When 
you had had your fling, and called the object 
of your jealousy every name you could lay 
your tongue to, and* abused me to your heart’s 
content for a couple of hours, then the re- 
action would come; and you would at last 
subside into a soothing rapture of affection 
which gave you a sensation of being angelic- 
ally good and forgiving. Oh, I know that sort 
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of goodness! You may have thought on these 
occasions that I was bringing out your latent 
amiability; but I thought you were bringing 
out mine, and using up rather more than 
your fair share of it. 

JULIA. According to you, then, I have no 
good in me. I am an utterly vile, worthless 
woman. Is that it? 

CHARTERis. Yes, if you are to be judged as 
you judge others. From the conventional 
point of view, theres nothing to be said for 
you, Julia: nothing. Thats why I have to find 
some other point of view to save my self- 
respect when I remember how I have loved 
you. Oh, what I have learnt from you! from 
you! who could learn nothing from me! I 
made a fool of you; and you brought me 
wisdom: I broke your heart; and you brought 
me joy: I made you curse your womanhood; 
and you revealed my manhood to me. Bless- 
ings for ever and ever on my Julia’s name! 
[With genuine emotion, he takes her hand to kiss 
it again\ 

JULIA [snatching her hand away in disgust] 
Oh, stop talking that nasty sneering stuff. 

CHARTERIS [laughingly appealing to the 
heavens] She calls it nasty sneering stuff! 
Well, well: I’ll never talk like that to you 
again, dearest. It only means that you are 
a beautiful woman, and that we all love you. 

JULIA. Dont say that: I hate it. It sounds 
as if I were a mere animal. 

CHARTERIS. Hm! A fine animal is a very 
wonderful thing. Dont let us disparage 
animals, Julia. 

JULIA. That is what you really think me. 

CHARTERIS. Come, Julia! you dont expect 
me to admire you for your moral qualities, 
do you? 

Julia turns and looks hard at him. He starts 
up apprehensively, and hacks away from her. 
She rises and follows him up slowly and intently. 

JULIA [deliberately] I have seen you very 
much infatuated with this depraved creature 
who has no moral qualities. 

CHARTERIS [retreating] Keep off, Julia. Re- 
member your new obligations to Paramore. 

JULIA [overtaking him in the middle of the 
room] Never mind Paramore: that is my 
business. [5^^ grasps the lappels of his coat in 
her hands, and looks ficcedly at hirr^. Oh, if the 
people you talk so cleverly to could only 
know you as I know you! Sometimes I wonder 
at myself for ever caring for you. 

CHARTERIS [beaming at her] Only sometimes? 


JULIA. You fraud! You humbug! You miser- 
able little plaster saint! [lie looks delighted]. 
Oh! [In a paroxysm half of rage, half of 
tenderness, she shakes hun, growling over him 
like a tigress over her cub], 

Paramore and Craven return from the con- 
sulting room, and are thunderstruck at the spec- 
tacle. 

CRAVEN [shouting, utterly scandalized] Julia!! 

Julia releases Charteris, but stands her ground 
disdainfidly as they come forward. Craven on 
her left, Paramore on her right. 

PARAMORE. Whats the matter? 

CHARTERIS. Nothing, nothing. Youll soon 
get used to this, Paramore. 

CRAVEN. Now really, Julia, this is a very 
extraordinary way to behave.' It’s not fair to 
Paramore. 

JULIA [coldly] If Dr Paramore objects, he 
can break off our engagement. [To Paramore] 
Pray dont hesitate. 

PARAMORE [looking doubtfully and anxiously 
at her] Do you wish me to break it off ? 

CHARTERIS [alarmed] Nonsense! dont act so 
hastily. It was my fault. I annoyed Miss 
Craven — insulted her. Hang it all, dont go 
and spoil everything like this. 

CRAVEN. This is most infernally perplexing. 
I cant believe that you insulted Julia, Char- 
teris. Ive no doubt you annoyed her: youd 
annoy anybody: upon my soul you would; but 
insult! now what do you mean by that? 

PARAMORE [very earnestly] Miss Craven: in 
all delicacy and sincerity I ask you to be 
frank with me. What are the relations be- 
tween you and Charteris? 

JULIA [enigmatically] Ask him. goes to 
the fireplace, turning her hack on them]. 

CHARTERIS. Certainly. I’ll confess. I’m in 
love with Miss Craven. Ive persecuted her 
with my addresses ever since I knew her. It’s 
been no use: she utterly despises me. A mo- 
ment ago the spectacle of a rival’s happiness 
stung me to make a nasty sneering speech; 
and she — well, she just shook me a little, as 
you saw. 

PARAMORE [chivalrously] I shall never forget 
that you helped me to win her, Charteris. 
[Julia turns quickly, a spasm of fury in her face]. 

CHARTERIS. Sh! For Heaven’s sake dont 
mention it. 

CRAVEN. This is a very different story to the 
one you told Cuthbertson and myself this 
morning. Youll excuse my saying that it 
sounds much more like the truth. Come! you 
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were humbugging us, werent you? 

CHARTERis [enigmatically^ Ask Julia. 

Par amor e and Craven turn to Julia. Char- 
teris remains doggedly looking straight before 
him. 

JULIA. It’s quite true. He has been in love 
with me; he has persecuted me; and I utterly 
despise him. 

CRAVEN. Dont rub it in, Julia: it’s not kind. 
No man is quite himself when he’s crossed 
in love. [To Charteris^ Now listen to me,Char- 
teris. When I was a young fellow, Cuthbert- 
son and I fell in love with the same woman. 
She preferred Cuthbertson. I was taken 
aback: I wont deny it. But I knew my duty; 
and I did it. I gave her up, and wished Cuth- 
bertson joy. He told me this morning, when 
we met after many years, that he has re- 
spected and liked me ever since for it. And 
I believe him, and feel the better for it. 
[Impressively^ Now, Charteris: Paramore and 
you stand today where Cuthbertson and I 
stood on a certain July evening thirty-five 
years ago. How are you going to take it? 

JULIA [indignantly^ How is he going to take 
it, indeed! Really, papa, this is too much. If 
Mrs Cuthbertson wouldnt have you, it may 
have been very noble of you to make a virtue 
of giving her up, just as you made a virtue 
of being a teetotaller when Percy cut off 
your wine. But he shant be virtuous over 
m e. I have refused him; and if he doesnt like 
it he can — he can — 

CHARTERIS. I caii lump it. Precisely. Craven: 
you can depend on me. I’ll lump it. [He moves 
off nonchalantly^ and leans against the bookcase 
with his hands in his pockets], 

CRAVEN [hurt] Julia: you dont treat me 
respectfully. I dont wish to complain; but 
that was not a becoming speech. 

JULIA [bursting into tears, and throwing her- 
self into the easy chair] Is there any one in the 
world who has any feeling for me? who does 
not think me utterly vile? 

Craven and Paramore hurry to her in the 
greatest consternation. 

CRAVEN [remorsefully] My pet: I didnt for 
a moment mean — 

JULIA. Must I stand to be bargained for by 
two men — passed from one to the other like 
a slave in the market, and not say a word in 
my own defence? 

CRAVEN. But, my love — 

JULIA. Oh, go away, all of you. Leave me. 
I — oh — [she gives way to a passion of tears]. 


PARAMORE [reproachfully to Craveri] Youve 
wounded her cruelly. Colonel Craven. 
Cruelly. 

CRAVEN. But I didnt mean to: I said nothing. 
Charteris: was I harsh? 

CHARTERIS. You forget the revolt of the 
daughters, Craven. And you certainly 
wouldnt have gone on like that to any grown- 
up woman who was not your daughter. 

CRAVEN. Do you mean to say that I am 
expected to treat my daughter the same as 
I would any other girl? 

PARAMORE. I should say certainly. Colonel 
Craven. 

CRAVEN. Well, dash me if I will. There! 

PARAMORE. If you take that tone, I have 
nothing more to say. [He crosses the room with 
offended dignity, and posts himself with his back 
to the bookcase beside Charteris]. 

JULIA [Tvith a ^o6] Daddy. 

CRAVEN [turning solicitously to her] Yes, my 
love. 

JULIA [looking up at him tearfully, and kissing 
his hand] Dont mind them. You didnt mean 
it. Daddy, did you? 

CRAVEN. No, no, my precious. Come: dont 
cry. 

PARAMORE [to Charteris, looking at Julia with 
delight] How beautiful she is! 

CHARTERIS [thro7ving up his hands] Oh, Lord 
help you, Paramore! [He leaves the bookcase, 
and sits at the end of the couch farthest from 
the fire]. 

Sylvia arrives. 

SYLVIA [contemplatmg Julia] Crying again! 
Well, you area womanly one! 

CRAVEN. Dont worry your sister, Sylvia. 
You know she cant bear it. 

SYLVIA. I speak for her good. Dad. All the 
world cant be expected to know that she’s 
the family baby. 

JULIA. You will get your ears boxed pre- 
sently, Silly. 

CRAVEN. Now! now! now! my dear children, 
really now! Come, Julia: put up your hand- 
kerchief before Mrs Tranfield sees you. She’s 
coming along with Jo. 

JULIA [mewg] That woman again! 

SYLVIA. Another row! Go it, Julia! 

CRAVEN. Hold your tongue, Sylvia. [He 
turns coinmandingly to Julia], Now look here, 
Julia. 

CHARTERIS. Hallo! A revolt of the fathers! 

CRAVEN. Silence, Charteris. [To Julia, un- 
answerably] The test of a man’s or woman’s 
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breeding is how they behave in a quarrel. 
Anybody can behave well when things are 
going smoothly. Now you said today, at that 
iniquitous club, that you were not a womanly 
woman. Very well: I dont mind. But if you 
are not going to behave like a lady when 
Mrs Tranfield comes into this room, youve 
got to behave like a gentleman; or fond as I 
am of you, I’ll cut you dead exactly as I 
would if you were my son. 

PARAMORE [remonstrating Colonel Craven — 

CRAVEN [cutting him short] Dont be a fool, 
Paramore. 

JULIA [tearfully excusing herself] I’m sure, 
Daddy — 

CRAVEN. Stop snivelling. I’m not speaking 
as your Daddy now; I’m speaking as your 
commanding officer. 

SYLVIA. Good old Victoria Cross! [Craven 
turns sharply on her; and she darts away behind 
Charteris, and presently seats herself on the 
couch, so that she and Charteris are shoulder to 
shoulder, facing opposite 7vays]. 

Cuthbertson arrives ivith Grace, who remains 
near the door whilst her father joins the others, 

CRAVEN. Ah, Jo, here you are. Now, Para- 
more: tell em the news. 

PARAMORE. Mrs Tranfield: Cuthbertson: 
allow me to introduce you to my future wife. 

CUTHBERTSON [coming forward to shake hands 
with Paramore] My heartiest congratulations! 
Miss Craven: you will accept Grace’s con- 
gratulations as well as mine, I hope. 

CRAVEN. She will, Jo. [Peremptorily] Now, 
Julia. 

Julia slowly rises, 

CUTHBERTSON. Now, Grace. [He conducts her 
to Julia's right; then posts himself on the hearth- 
rug, with his back to the fire, watching them, 
whilst the Colonel keeps guard on the other side], 

GRACE [speaking in a low voice to Julia aloiie] 
So you have shewn him that you can do with- 
out him! Now I take back everything I said. 
Will you shake hands with me? [Julia gives 
her hand painfully , with her face averted]. They 
think this a happy ending, Julia, these men: 
our lords and masters! 

The two stand silent hand in hand. 

SYLVIA [leaning back across the couch, aside to 
Charteris] Has she really chucked you? [He 
nods assent. She looks at him dubiously, and adds] 
I expect you chucked her. 

CUTHBERTSON. And now, Paramore, mind 
you dont stand any chaff from Charteris about 
this. He’s in the same predicament himself. 


He's engaged to Grace, 

JULIA [dropping Grace's hand, and speaking 
with breathless anguish, but not violently] Again! 

CHARTERIS [risins hastily] Dont be alarmed. 
It’s all off. 

SYLVIA [rising indignantly] What! Youve 
chucked Grace too! What a shame! [iS/ie goes 
to the other side of the room, fuming], 

CHARTERIS [following her, and putting his 
hand soothingly on her shoulder] She wont have 
me, old chap. That is [turning to the others], 
unless Mrs Tranfield has changed her mind 
again. 

GRACE. No: we shall remain very good 
friends, I hope; but nothing would induce me 
to marry you. takes the easy chair at the 
fireplace, and sits down with perfect composure], 

JULIA. Ah! [-SAe sits down on the couch with a 
great sigh of relief], 

SYLVIA [consoling Charteris] Poor old Leo- 
nard! 

CHARTERIS. Ycs*. tliis is the doom of the 
philanderer. I shall have to go on philander- 
ing now all my life. No domesticity, no 
fireside, no little ones, nothing at all in Cuth- 
bertson’s line! Nobody will marry me — 
unless you, Sylvia: eh? 

SYLVIA. Not if I know it, Charteris. 

CHARTERIS [to them all] You see! 

CRAVEN [coming between Charteris and Sylvid] 
Now you really shouldnt make a jest of these 
things: upon my life and soul you shouldnt, 
Charteris. 

CUTHBERTSON [on the hearthrug] The only 
use he can find for sacred things is to make a 
jest of them. Thats the New Order. Thank 
Heaven, we belong to the Old Order, Dan! 

CHARTERIS. Cuthbcrtson*. dont be symbolic. 

CUTHBERTSON [outraged] Symbolic! That is 
an accusation of Ibsenism. What do you 
mean? 

CHARTERIS. Symbolic of the Old Order. 
Dont persuade yourself that you represent 
the Old Order. There never was any Old 
Order. 

CRAVEN. There I flatly contradict you, and 
stand up for Jo. I’d no more have behaved as 
you do when I was a young man than I’d 
have cheated at cards. I belong to the Old 
Order. 

CHARTERIS. Yourc getting old. Craven; and 
you want to make a merit of it, as usual. 

CRAVEN. Come now, Charteris; youre not 
offended, I hope. [With a conciliatory outbursC] 
Well, perhaps I shouldnt have said that about 



MRS WARREN’S PROFESSION 


61 


cheating at cards. I withdraw it [offering his 
hand]. 

CHARTERis [taking Craven s hand] No offence, 
my dear Craven: none in the world. I didnt 
mean to show any temper. But [aside, after 
looking round to see whether the others are listen- 
ing] only just consider! the spectacle of a 
rivaPs happiness! the — 

CRAVEN [aloud, decisively] Charteris: now 
youve got to behave like a man. Your duty’s 
plain before you. [To Cuthherison] Am I right, 
Jo.? 

cuTHBERTSON [firmly] You are, Dan. 

CRAVEN [to Charteris] Go straight up and 
congratulate Julia. And do it like a gentle- 
man, smiling. 

CHARTERIS. Colonel: I will. Not a quiver 
shall betray the conflict within. 

CRAVEN. Julia: Charteris has not congratu- 
lated you yet. He’s coming to do it. 

Julia rises, ajid fixes a dangerous look on 
Charteris. 

SYLVIA [whispering quickly behind Charteris 


as he is about to advance] Take care. She’s 
going to hit you. I know her. 

Charteris stops and looks cautiously at Julia, 
measuring the situation. They regard one another 
steadfastly for a moment. Grace softly rises and 
gets close to Julia. 

CHARTERIS [wkispcring over his shoulder to 
Sylvia] I’ll chance it. [He walks confidently up 
to Julia]. Julia? [He proffers his hand]. 

JULIA [exhausted, allorving herself to take it] 
You are right. I am a worthless w’oman. 

CHARTERIS [triumphant, and gaily remonstrat- 
ing] Oh, w'hy? 

JULIA. Because I am not brave enough to 
kill you. 

GRACE [taking her in her arms as she sinks, 
almost fainting away from him] Oh no. Never 
make a hero of a philanderer. 

Charteris, amused and untouched, shakes his 
head laughingly. The rest look at Julia with con- 
cern, and even a little awe, feeling for the first 
time the presence of a keen sorrow. 

THE END 


III 

MRS WARREN'S PROFESSION 

1894 

BEING THE THIRD OF THREE UNPLEASANT PLAYS 


ACT I 

Summer afternoon in a cottage garden on the 
eastern slope of a hill a little south of Haslemere 
in Surrey. Looking up the hill, the cottage is seen 
in the left hand corner of the garden, with its 
thatched roof and porch, and a large latticed 
window to the left of the porch. A paling com- 
pletely shuts in the garden, except for a gate on 
the right. The common rises uphill beyond the 
paling to the sky line. Some folded canvas garden 
chairs are leaning against the side bench in the 
porch. A lady's bicycle is propped against the 
wall, under the window. A little to the right of 
the porch a hammock is slung from two posts. 
A big canvas umbrella, stuck in the ground, keeps 
the sun off the hammock, in which a young lady 
lies reading and making notes, her head towards 
the cottage and her feet towards the gate. In front 
of the hammock, and within reach of her hand, 
is a common kitchen chair, with a pile of serious- 
looking hooks and a supply of writing paper on it. 


A gentleman walking on the common comes 
into sight from behind the cottage. He is hardly 
past middle age, with something of the artist 
about him , unconventionally but carefully dressed, 
and clean-shaven except for a moustache, with 
an eager susceptible face and very amiable and 
considerate manners. He has silky black hair, 
with waves of grey and white in it. His eyebrows 
are white, his moustache black. He seems not 
certain of his way. He looks over the paling; takes 
stock of the place; and sees the young lady. 

THE GENTLEMAN [taking off his hat] I beg 
your pardon. Can you direct me to Hindhead 
View — Mrs Alison’s? 

THE YOUNG LADY [glancing up from her book] 
This is Mrs Alison’s. [5'Ac resumes her work]. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Indeed! Perhaps — may I 
ask are you Miss Vivie Warren? 

THE YOUNG LADY [sharply, as she turns on her 
elbow to get a good look at him] Yes. 

THE GENTLEMAN [daunted and conciliatory] 
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I’m afraid I appear intrusive. My name is 
Praed. [Vivie at once throws her books upon 
the chair, and gets out of the hammock\ Oh, 
pray dont let me disturb you. 

VIVIE [striding to the gate and opening it for 
him\ Come in, Mr Praed. [He comes in\ Glad 
to see you. [She proffers her hand and takes his 
with a resolute and hearty grip. She is an attrac- 
tive specimen of the sensible, able, highly-edu- 
cated young middle-class Englishwoman, Age 
22. Prompt, strong, confident, self-possessed. 
Plain business-like dress, but not dowdy. She 
wears a chatelaine at her belt, with a fountain 
pen and a paper knife among its pendants, 

PRAED. Very kind of you indeed. Miss 
Warren. [She shuts the gate with a vigorous 
slam. He passes in to the middle of the garderi, 
exercising his fingers, which are slightly numbed 
by her greeting,] Has your mother arrived? 

VIVIE [quickly, evidently scenting aggression] 
Is she eoming? 

PRAED [surprised] Didnt you expect us? 

VIVIE. No. 

PRAED. Now, goodness me, I hope Ive not 
mistaken the day. That would be j ust like me, 
you know. Your mother arranged that she 
was to come down from London and that I 
was to come over from Horsham to be intro- 
duced to you. 

VIVIE [not at all pleased] Did she? Hm! My 
mother has rather a trick of taking me by 
surprise — to see how I behave myself when 
she’s away, I suppose. I fancy I shall take 
my mother very much by surprise one of 
these days, if she makes arrangements that 
concern me without consulting me before- 
hand. She hasnt come. 

PRAED [embarrassed] Tm really very sorry. 

VIVIE [throwing off her displeasure] It’s not 
your fault, Mr Praed, is it? And I’m very 
glad youve come. You are the only one of 
my mother’s friends I have ever asked her 
to bring to see me. 

PRAED [relieved and delighted] Oh, now this 
is really very good of you. Miss Warren! 

VIVIE. Will you come indoors; or would you 
rather sit out here and talk? 

PRAED. It will be nicer out here, dont you 
think? 

VIVIE. Then I’ll go and get you a chair. 
[5Ae goes to the porch for a garden chair], 

PRAED [following her] Oh, pray, pray! Allow 
me. [He lays hands on the chair], 

VIVIE [letting him take it] Take care of your 
fingers: they re rather dodgy things, those 


chairs. [She goes across to the chair with the 
books on it; pitches them into the hammock; and 
brings the chair forward with one swing.] 

PRAED [who has just unfolded his chair] Oh, 
now d o let me take that hard chair. I like 
hard chairs. 

VIVIE. So do I. Sit down, Mr Praed. [This 
invitation she gives with genial peremptoriness, 
his anxiety to please her clearly striking her as 
a sign of weakness of character on his part. But 
he does not immediately obey], 

PRAED. By the way, though, hadnt we 
better go to the station to meet your mother? 

VIVIE [coolly] Why? She knows the way. 

PRAED [disconcerted] Er — I suppose she 
does [he sits doivn], 

VIVIE. Do you know, you are just like what 
I expected. I hope you are disposed to be 
friends with me. 

PRAED [again beanimg] Thank you, my dear 
Miss Warren: thank you. Dear me! I’m so 
glad your mother hasnt spoilt you! 

VIVIE. How? 

PRAED. Well, in making you too conven- 
tional. You know, my dear Miss Warren, I 
am a born anarchist. I hate authority. It spoils 
the relations between parent and child: even 
between mother and daughter. Now I was 
always afraid that your mother would strain 
her authority to make you very conventional. 
It’s such a relief to lind that she hasnt. 

VIVIE. Oh! have I been behaving uncon- 
ventionally? 

PRAED. Oh no: oh dear no. At least not 
conventionally unconventionally, you under- 
stand. [She nods and sits do7vn. He goes on, 
with a cordial outburst] But it was so charming 
of you to say that you were disposed to be 
friends with me! You modern young ladies 
are splendid: perfectly splendid! 

VIVIE [dubiously] Eh? [watching him Tvith 
dawning disappointment as to the quality of his 
brains and character], 

PRAED. When I was your age, young men 
and women were afraid of each other: there 
was no good fellowship. Nothing real. Only 
gallantry copied out of novels, and as vulgar 
and affected as it could be. Maidenly reserve! 
gentlemanly chivalry! always saying no when 
you meant yes! simple purgatory for shy and 
sincere souls. 

VIVIE. Yes, I imagine there must have been 
a frightful waste of time. Especially women’s 
time. 

PRAED. Oh, waste of life, waste of every- 
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thing. But things are improving. Do you 
know, I have been in a positive state of 
excitement about meeting you ever since 
your magnificent achievements at Cam- 
bridge: a thing unheard of in my day. It was 
perfectly splendid, your tieing with the third 
wrangler. Just the right place, you know. 
The first wrangler is always a dreamy, mor- 
bid fellow, in whom the thing is pushed to 
the length of a disease. 

viviE. It doesnt pay. I wouldnt do it again 
for the same money. 

PRAED [aghast] The same money! 

VIVIE. I did it for £50, 

PRAED. Fifty pounds! 

VIVIE. Yes. Fifty pounds. Perhaps you dont 
know how it was. Mrs Latham, my tutor at 
Newnham, told my mother that I could dis- 
tinguish myself in the mathematical tripos if 
I went in for it in earnest. The papers were 
full just then of Phillipa Summers beating 
the senior wrangler. You remember about it, 
of course. 

PRAED [shakes his head energeiically]\\\ 

VIVIE. Well anyhow she did; and nothing 
would please my mother but that I should 
do the same thing. I said flatly it was not 
worth my while to face the grind since I was 
not going in for teaching; but I offered to try 
for fourth wrangler or thereabouts for £50. 
She closed with me at that, after a little 
grumbling; and I was better than my bargain. 
But I wouldnt do it again for that. £200 
would have been nearer the mark. 

PRAED [jjuich daifiped] Lord bless me! Thats 
a very practical way of looking at it. 

VIVIE. Did you expect to find me an un- 
practical person? 

PRAED. But surely it’s practical to consider 
not only the work these honors cost, but also 
the culture they bring. 

VIVIE. Culture! My dear Mr Praed: do you 
know what the mathematical tripos means? 
It means grind, grind, grind for six to eight 
hours a day at mathematics, and nothing but 
mathematics. I’m supposed to know some- 
thing about science; but I know nothing ex- 
cept the mathematics it involves. I can make 
calculations for engineers, electricians, in- 
surance companies, and so on; but I know 
next to nothing about engineering or elec- 
tricity or insurance. I dont even know arith- 
metic well. Outside mathematics, lawn- 
tennis, eating, sleeping, cycling, and walking, 
I’m a more ignorant barbarian than any 


woman could possibly be who hadnt gone in 
for the tripos. 

PRAED [revolted] What a monstrous, wicked, 
rascally system! I knew it! I felt at once that 
it meant destroying all that makes woman- 
hood beautiful. 

VIVIE. I dont object to it on that score in 
the least. I shall turn it to very good account, 
I assure you. 

PRAED. Pooh! In what way? 

VIVIE. I shall set up in chambers in the City, 
and work at actuarial calculations and con- 
veyancing. Under cover of that I shall do 
some law, with one eye on the Stock Exchange 
all the time. Ivc come down here by myself 
to read law: not for a holiday, as my mother 
imagines. I hate holidays. 

PRAED. You make my blood run cold. Are 
you to have no romance, no beauty in your life? 

VIVIE. I dont care for either, I assure you. 

PRAED. You cant mean that. 

VIVIE. Oh, yes I do. I like working and 
getting paid for it. When I’m tired of working 
I like a comfortable chair, a cigar, a little 
whisky, and a novel with a good detective 
story in it. 

PRAED [rising in a frenzy of repudiation] I 
dont believe it. I am an artist; and I cant 
believe it: I refuse to believe it. It’s only 
that you havnt discovered yet what a wonder- 
ful world art can open up to you. 

VIVIE. Yes I have. Last May I spent six 
weeks in London with Honoria Fraser. Mam- 
ma thought we were doing a round of sight- 
seeing together; but I was really at Honoria’s 
chamber in Chancery Lane every day, work- 
ing away at actuarial calculations for her, and 
helping her as well as a greenhorn could. In 
the evenings we smoked and talked, and 
never dreamt of going out except for exercise. 
And I never enjoyed myself more in my life. I 
cleared all my expenses, and got initiated into 
the business without a fee into the bargain. 

PRAED. But bless my heart and soul. Miss 
Warren, do you call that discovering art? 

VIVIE. Wait a bit. That wasnt the begin- 
ning. I went up to town on an invitation from 
some artistic people in Fitzjohn’s Avenue: 
one of the girls was a Newnham chum. 
They took me to the National Gallery — 

PRAED [approving] Ah!! [He sits down, much 
relieved]. 

VIVIE [continumg ] — to the Opera — 

PRAED [still more pleased] Good! 

VIVIE. — and to a concert where the band 



64 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


played all the evening: Beethoven and Wag- 
ner and so on. I wouldnt go through that 
experience again for anything you could offer 
me. I held out for civility’s sake until the 
third day; and then I said, plump out, that I 
couldnt stand any more of it, and went off 
to Chancery Lane. Now you know the sort 
of perfectly splendid modern young lady I 
am. How do you think I shall get on with 
my mother? 

PRAED [startled] Well, I hope — er — 

viviE. It’s not so much what you hope as 
what you believe, that I want to know. 

PRAED. Well, frankly, I am afraid your 
mother will be a little disappointed. Not from 
any shortcoming on your part, you know: I 
dont mean that. But you are so different from 
her ideal. 

VIVIE. Her what?! 

PRAED. Her ideal. 

VIVIE. Do you mean her ideal of me? 

PRAED. Yes. 

VIVIE. What on earth is it like? 

PRAED. Well, you must have observed, 
Miss Warren, that people who are dissatisfied 
with their own bringing-up generally think 
that the world would be all right if everybody 
were to be brought up quite differently. Now 
your mother’s life has been — er — I suppose 
you know — 

VIVIE. Dont suppose anything, Mr Praed. 
I hardly know my mother. Since I was a 
child I have lived in England, at school or 
college, or with people paid to take charge 
of me. I have been boarded out all my life. 
My mother has lived in Brussels or Vienna 
and never let me go to her. I only see her 
when she visits England for a few days. I 
dont complain: it’s been very pleasant; for 
people have been very good to me; and there 
has always been plenty of money to make 
things smooth. But dont imagine I know any- 
thing about my mother. I know far less than 
you do. 

PRAED [very ill at ease] In that case — [He 
stops ^ quite at a loss. Then, with a forced at- 
tempt at gaiety] But what nonsense we are 
talking! Of course you and your mother will 
get on capitally. [He rises, and looks abroad at 
the view]. What a charming little place you 
have here! 

VIVIE [unmoved] Rather a violent change of 
subject, Mr Praed. Why wont my mother’s 
life bear being talked about? 

PRAED. Oh, you really mustnt say that. 


Isnt it natural that I should have a certain 
delicacy in talking to my old friend's daughter 
about her behind her back? You and she will 
have plenty of opportunity of talking about 
it when she comes. 

VIVIE. No: she wont talk about it either. 
[Rising] However, I daresay you have good 
reasons for telling me nothing. Only, mind 
this, Mr Praed. I expect there will be a battle 
royal when my mother hears of my Chancery 
Lane project. 

PRAED [ruefully] I’m afraid there will. 

VIVIE. Well, I shall win, because I want 
nothing but my fare to London to start there 
to-morrow earning my own living by devilling 
for Honoria. Besides, I have no mysteries to 
keep up; and it seems she has. I shall use that 
advantage over her if necessary. 

PRAED [greatly shocked] Oh no! No, pray, 
youd not do such a thing. 

VIVIE. Then tell me why not. 

PRAED. I really cannot. I appeal to your 
good feeling. [*S/ze smiles at his seniimenialiiy]. 
Besides, you may be too bold. Your mother 
is not to be trifled with when she’s angry. 

VIVIE. You cant frighten me, Mr Praed. In 
that month at Chancery Lane I had oppor- 
tunities of taking the measure of one or two 
women very like my mother. You may back 
me to win. But if I hit harder in my ignorance 
than I need, remember that it is you who re- 
fuse to enlighten me. Now, let us drop the 
subject. takes her chair and replaces it near 
the hammock with the same vigorous swing as 
before], 

PRAED [taking a desperate resolution] One 
word, Miss Warren. 1 had better tell you. It’s 
very difficult; but — 

Mrs Warren and Sir George Crofts arrive at 
the gate, Mrs Warren is between 40 and 50, 
formerly pretty, showily dressed in a brilliant 
hat and a gay blouse fitting tightly over her bust 
and fianked by fashionable sleeves. Rather spoilt 
and domineering, and decidedly vulgar, but, on 
the whole, a genial and fairly presentable old 
blackguard of a woman, 

Crofts is a tall powerfully-built man of about 
50, fashionably dressed in the style of a young 
man. Nasal voice, reedier than might be expected 
from his strong frame. Clean-shaven bulldog 
jaws, large fiat ears, and thick neck: gentlemanly 
combination of the most brutal types of city man, 
sporting man, and man about town, 

VIVIE. Here they are. [Coming to them as 
they enter the garden] How do, mater? Mr 
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Praed’s been here this half hour, waiting for 
you. 

MRS WARREN. Well, if youvc been waiting, 
Praddy, it’s your own fault: I thought youd 
have had the gumption to know I was coming 
by the 3.10 train. Vivic. put your hat on, dear: 
youll get sunburnt. Oh, I forgot to introduce 
you. Sir George Crofts: my little Vivie. 

Crofts advances to Vivie with his most courtly 
manner. She nods, hut makes no motion to shake 
hands, 

CROFTS. May I shake hands with a young 
lady whom I have known by reputation very 
long as the daughter of one of my oldest 
friends? 

VIVIE [who has been looking him up and down 
sharply^ If you like. takes his tenderly 

proffered hand and gives it a squeeze that makes 
him open his eyes; then turns away, and says to 
her mother^ Will you come in, or shall I get a 
couple more chairs? [She goes into the porch for 
the cAflfV^]. 

MRS WARREN. Well, George, what do you 
think of her? 

CROFTS [ruefully'] She has a powerful fist. 
Did you shake hands with her, Pracd? 

PRAED. Yes: it will pass off presently. 

CROFTS. I hope so. [Vivie reappears with two 
more chairs. He hurries to her assistance]. 
Allow me. 

MRS WARREN [patronizingly] Let Sir George 
help you with the chairs, dear. 

VIVIE [pitching them into his arms] Here you 
are. dusts her hands and turns to Mrs 
Warren], Youd like some tea, wouldnt you? 

MRS WARREN [sitting in Praed's chair and fan- 
ning herself] I’m dying for a drop to drink. 

VIVIE. I’ll see about it. [She goes into the 
cottage]. 

Sir George has by this time managed to unfold 
a chair and plant it beside Mrs Warren, on her 
left. He throws the other on the grass and sits 
down, looking dejected and rather foolish, with 
the handle of his stick in his mouth. Praed, still 
very uneasy, fidgets about the garden on their 
right, 

MRS WARREN [to Praed, looking at Crofts] 
Just look at him, Praddy: he looks cheerful, 
dont he? He’s been worrying my life out 
these three years to have that little girl of 
mine shewn to him; and now that Ive done 
it, he’s quite out of countenance. [Briskly] 
Come! sit up, George; and take your stick 
out of your mouth. [Crofts sulkily obeys], 

PRAED. I think, you know — if you dont 


mind my saying so — that we had better get 
out of the habit of thinking of her as a little 
girl. You see she has really distinguished her- 
self; and I’m not sure, from what I have seen 
of her, that she is not older than any of us. 

MRS WARREN [greatly amused] Only listen to 
him, George! Older than any of us! Well, she 
has been stuffing you nicely with her impor- 
tance. 

PRAED. But young people are particularly 
sensitive about being treated in that way. 

MRS WARREN. Ycs; and young people have 
to get all that nonsense taken out of them, 
and a good deal more besides. Dont you 
interfere, Praddy: I know how to treat my 
OW'D child as well as you do. [Praed, with a 
grave shake of his head, fvalks up the garden 
with his hands behind his back. Mrs Warren 
pretends to laugh, but looks after hun with per- 
ceptible concern. Then she ivhispers to Crofts] 
Whats the matter with him? What does he 
take it like that for? 

CROFTS [morosely] Youre afraid of Praed. 

MRS WARREN. What! Me! Afraid of dear old 
Praddy! Why, a fly wouldnt be afraid of him. 

CROFTS. Youre afraid of him. 

MRS WARREN [angry] I’ll trouble you to 
mind your own business, and not try any of 
your sulks on me. I’m not afraid of you, any- 
how. If you eant make yourself agreeable, 
youd better go home. [.SAe gets up, and, turn- 
ing her back on him, finds herself face to face 
with Praed], Come, Praddy, I know it was 
only your tender-heartedness. Youre afraid 
I’ll bully her. 

PRAED. My dear Kitty: you think I’m 
offended. Dont imagine that: pray dont. 
But you know I often notiee things that 
escape you; and though you never take my 
advice, you sometimes admit afterwards that 
you ought to have taken it. 

MRS WARREN. Well, wffiat do you notice 
now? 

PRAED. Only that Vivie is a grown woman. 
Pray, Kitty, treat her with every respect. 

MRS WARREN [ivith genuine amazement] 
Respect! Treat my own daughter with 
respect! What next, pray! 

\i\\iE,[appearing at the cottage door and calling 
to Mrs Warren] Mother: will you come to my 
room before tea? 

MRS w'ARREN. Ycs, dearie. [S^e; laughs indul- 
gently at Praed' s gravity, and pats him on the 
cheek as she passes him on her way to the porch], 
Dont be cross, Praddy. [5^^ follows Vivie into 

D 
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the cottage\ 

CROFTS [furtively^ I say, Praed. 

PRAED. Yes. 

CROFTS. I want to ask you a rather particu- 
lar question. 

PRAED. Certainly. \IIe takes Mrs Warren s 
chair and sits close to Crofts\ 

CROFTS. Thats right: they might hear us 
from the window. Look here: did Kitty ever 
tell you who that girl’s father is? 

PRAED. Never. 

CROFTS. Have you any suspicion of who it 
might be? 

PRAED. None. 

CROFTS \not believing AiVw] I know, of course, 
that you perhaps might feel bound not to 
tell if she had said anything to you. But it’s 
very awkward to be uncertain about it now 
that we shall be meeting the girl every day. 
We dont exactly know how we ought to feel 
towards her. 

PRAED. What difference can that make? 
We take her on her own merits. What does it 
matter who her father was? 

CROFTS [suspiciously^ Then you know who 
he was? 

PRAED [with a touch of temper'] I said no just 
now. Did you not hear me? 

CROFTS. Look here, Praed. I ask you as a 
particular favor. If you do know [movement of 
protest from Praed] — I only say, if you know, 
you might at least set my mind at rest about 
her. The fact is, I feel attracted. 

PRAED [sternly] What do you mean? 

CROFTS, Oh, dont be alarmed: it’s quite an 
innocent feeling. Thats what puzzles me 
about it. Why, for all I know, / might be her 
father. 

PRAED. You! Impossible! 

CROFTS [catching him up cunningly] You 
know for certain that I’m not? 

PRAED. I know nothing about it, I tell you, 
any more than you. But really, Crofts — oh 
no, it’s out of the question. Theres not the 
least resemblance. 

CROFTS. As to that, theres no resemblance 
between her and her mother that I can see. 
I suppose she’s not your daughter, is she? 

PRAED [rising indignantly] Really, Crofts — ! 

CROFTS. No offence, Praed. Quite allowable 
as between two men of the world. 

PRAED [recovering himself with an effort and 
speaking gently and gravely] Now listen to me, 
my dear Crofts. [He sits down again], I have 
nothing to do with that side of Mrs Warren’s 


life, and never had. She has never spoken to 
me about it; and of course I have never 
spoken to her about it. Your delicacy will 
tell you that a handsome woman needs some 
friends who are not — well, not on that footing 
with her. The effect of her own beauty would 
become a torment to her if she could not 
escape from it occasionally. You are probably 
on much more confidential terms with Kitty 
than I am. Surely you can ask her the ques- 
tion yourself. 

CROFTS. I have asked her, often enough. 
But she’s so determined to keep the child 
all to herself that she would deny that it 
ever had a father if she could. I’m 

thoroughly uncomfortable about it, Praed. 

PRAED [rising also] Well, as you are, at all 
events, old enough to be her father, I dont 
mind agreeing that we both regard Miss 
Vivie in a parental way, as a young girl 
whom we are bound to protect and help. 
What do you say? 

CROFTS [aggressively] I’m no older than you, 
if you come to that. 

PRAED. Yes you are, my dear fellow: you 
were born old. I was born a boy: Ive never 
been able to feel the assurance of a grown- 
up man in my life. [He folds his chair and 
carries it to the porch], 

MRS WARREN [calling from within the cottage] 
Prad-dee! George! Tea-ea-ea-ea! 

CROFTS [hastily] She’s calling us. [He hurries 

tn.] 

Praed shakes his head bodingly, and is follow- 
ing Crofts when he is hailed by a young gentleman 
who has just appeared on the common and is 
making for the gate. He is pleasant, pretty, 
smartly dressed, cleverly good for -nothing, not 
long turned 20, 7vith a charming voice and agree- 
ably disrespectful manners. He carries a light 
sporting magazine rifle, 

THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Hallo! Praed! 

PRAED. Why, Frank Gardner! [Frank comes 
in and shakes hands cordially]. What on earth 
are you doing here? 

FRANK. Staying with my father. 

PRAED. The Roman father? 

FRANK. He’s rector here. I’m living with 
my people this autumn for the sake of eco- 
nomy. Things came to a crisis in July: the 
Roman father had to pay my debts. He’s 
stony broke in consequence; and so am I. 
What are you up to in these parts? Do you 
know the people here? 

PRAED. Yes: I’m spending the day with a 
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Miss Warren. 

FRANK \enthusiasticallif] What! Do you 
know Vivie? Isnt she a jolly girl? I’m teach- 
ing her to shoot with this [putting down the 
rijie]. I’m so glad she knows you: youre just 
the sort of fellow she ought to know. [He 
smiles, and raises the charming voice almost to 
a singing tone as he exclaims'\ It’s ever so jolly 
to find you here, Praed. 

PRAED. I’m an old friend of her mother. 
Mrs Warren brought me over to make her 
daughter’s acquaintance. 

FRANK. The mother! Is she here? 

PRAED. Yes: inside, at tea. 

MRS WARREN [calling from withi7i\ Prad-dee- 
ee-ee-eee! The tea-cake’ll be cold. 

PRAED [calling Yes, Mrs Warren. In a 
moment. Ive just met a friend here. 

MRS WARREN. A what? 

PRAED [louder^ A friend. 

MRS WARREN. Bring him in. 

PRAED. All right. [To Frank] Will you 
accept the invitation? 

FRANK [increduhus , hut immensely amused] 
Is that Vivie’s mother? 

PRAED. Yes. 

FRANK. By Jove! What a lark! Do you think 
she’ll like me? 

PRAED. Ive no doubt yoiill make yourself 
popular, as usual. Come in and try [moving 
towards the hoiise]. 

FRANK. Stop a bit. [Seriously] I want to take 
you into my confidence. 

PRAED. Pray dont. It’s only some fresh 
folly, like the barmaid at Redhill. 

FRANK. It’s ever so much more serious than 
that. You say youve only just met Vivie for 
the first time? 

PRAED. Yes. 

FRANK [rhapsodically] Then you can have 
no idea what a girl she is. Such character! 
Such sense! And her cleverness! Oh, my eye, 
Praed, but I can tell you she is clever! And — 
need I add? — she loves me. 

CROFTS [putting his head out of the window] 
I say, Praed: what are you about? Do come 
along. [He disappears]. 

FRANK. Hallo! Sort of chap that would take 
a prize at a dog show, aint he? Who’s he? 

PRAED. Sir George Crofts, an old friend of 
Mrs Warren’s. I think we had better come 
in. 

On their way to the porch they are interrupted 
hy a call from the gate. Turning, they see an 
elderly clergyman looking over it. 


THE CLERGYMAN [calling] Frank! 

FRANK. Hallo! [To Praed] The Roman 
father. [To the clergymari] Yes, gov ’nor: all 
right: presently. [7b Praed] Look here, 
Praed: youd better go in to tea. I’ll join you 
directly. 

PRAED. Very good. [He goes into the cottage]. 

The clergyman rernains outside the gate, with 
his hands on the top of it. The Rev. Samuel 
Gardner, a heneficed clergyman of the Estab- 
lished Church, is over 50. Externally he is pre- 
tentious, booming, noisy, important. Really he 
is that obsolescent social phenomenon the fool of 
the family dumped on the Church by his father 
the patron, clamorously asserting himself as 
father and clergyman without being able to 
command respect in either capacity. 

REV. s. Well, sir. Who arc your friends here, 
if I may ask? 

FRANK. Oh, it’s all right, gov ’nor! Come in. 

REV. s. No, sir; not until I know whose gar- 
den I am entering. 

FRANK. It’s all right. It’s Miss Warren’s. 

REV. s. I have not seen her at church since 
she came. 

FRANK. Of course not: she’s a third wrangler. 
Ever so intellectual. Took a higher degree 
than you did; so why should she go to hear 
you preach? 

REV. s. Dont be disrespectful, sir. 

FRANK. Oh, it dont matter: nobody hears 
us. Come in. [He opens the gate, unceremoni- 
ously pulling his father 7vith it into the garden]. 
I want to introduce you to her. Do you re- 
member the advice you gave me last July, 
gov’nor? 

REV. s. [severely] Yes. I advised you to 
conquer your idleness and flippancy, and 
to work your way into an honorable pro- 
fession and live on it and not upon me. 

FRANK. No: thats what you thought of 
afterwards. What you actually said was that 
since I had neither brains nor money, I’d 
better turn my good looks to account by 
marrying somebody with both. Well, look 
here. Miss Warren has brains: you cant deny 
that. 

REV. s. Brains are not everything. 

FRANK. No, of course not: theres the 
money — 

REV. s. [interrupting him austerely] I was not 
thinking of money, sir. I was speaking of 
higher things. Social position, for instance. 

FRANK. I dont care a rap about that. 

REV. s. But I do, sir. 
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FRANK. Well, nobody wants you to marry 
her. Anyhow, she has what amounts to a 
high Cambridge degree; and she seems to 
have as much money as she wants. 

REV. s. [sinking into afeehk vein of humor] 
I greatly doubt whether she has as much 
money as you will want. 

FRANK. Oh, come: I havnt been so very 
extravagant. I live ever so quietly; I dont 
drink; I dont bet much; and I never go regu- 
larly on the razzle-dazzle as you did when 
you were my age. 

REV. s. [booming hollowly] Silence, sir. 

FRANK. Well, you told me yourself, when I 
was making ever such an ass of myself about 
the barmaid at Redhill, that you once offered 
a woman £50 for the letters you wrote to 
her when — 

REV. s. [terrified] Sh-sh-sh, Frank, for 
Heaven’s sake! [He looks round apprehensively. 
Seeing no one within earshot he plucks up courage 
to boom again, but more suhduedly]. You are 
taking an ungentlemanly advantage of what 
I confided to you for your own good, to save 
you from an error you would have repented 
all your life long. Take warning by your 
father’s follies, sir; and dont make them an 
excuse for your own. 

FRANK. Did you ever hear the story of the 
Duke of Wellington and his letters? 

REV. 8 . No, sir; and I dont want to hear it. 

FRANK. The old Iron Duke didnt throw 
away £50: not he. He just wrote: “Dear 
Jenny: publish and be damned! Yours affec- 
tionately, Wellington.’’ Thats what you 
should have done. 

REV. s. [piteously] Frank, my boy: when I 
wrote those letters I put myself into that 
woman’s power. When I told you about them 
I put myself, to some extent, I am sorry to 
say, in your power. She refused my money 
with these words, which I shall never forget. 
“Knowledge is power’’ she said; “and I never 
sell power.’’ Thats more than twenty years 
ago; and she has never made use of her 
power or caused me a moment’s uneasiness. 
You are behaving worse to me than she did, 
Frank. 

FRANK. Oh yes I dare say! Did you ever 
preach at her the way you preach at me 
every day? 

REV. s. [wounded almost to tears] I leave you, 
sir. You are incorrigible. [He turns towards the 
gate]. 

FRANK [utterly unmoved] Tell them I shant 


be home to tea, will you, gov’nor, like a good 
fellow? [He moves towards the cottage door and 
is met by Praed and Vivie coming out]. 

viviE [U) Frank] Is that your father, Frank? 
I do so want to meet him. 

FRANK. Certainly. [Calling after his father] 
Gov’nor. Youre wanted. [The parson turns at 
the gate, fumbling nervously at his hat. Praed 
crosses the garden to the opposite side, beaming 
in anticipation of civilities]. My father: Miss 
Warren. 

VIVIE [going to the clergyman and shaking his 
hand] Very glad to see you here, Mr Gardner. 
[Calling to the cottage] Mother: come along: 
youre wanted. 

Mrs Warren appears on the threshold, and is 
immediately transfixed, recognizing the clergy- 
man. 

VIVIE [continuing Let me introduce — 

MRS WARREN [swooping on the Reverend 
Samuel] Why, it’s Sam Gardner, gone into 
the Church! Well, I never! Dont you know 
us, Sam? This is George Crofts, as large as 
life and twice as natural. Dont you remember 
me? 

REV. s. [very red] I really — er — 

MRS WARREN. Of course you do. Why, I 
have a whole album of your letters still: I 
came across them only the other day. 

REV. s. [miserably confused] Miss Vavasour, 
I believe. 

MRS WARREN [correcting him quickly in a loud 
whisper] Tch! Nonsense! Mrs Warren: dont 
you see my daughter there? 

ACT II 

Inside the cottage after nightfall. Looking east- 
ward from within instead ofrvestwardfrom with- 
out, the latticed window, with its curtains drawn, 
is now seen in the middle of the front wall of the 
cottage, with the porch door to the left of it. In 
the left-hand side wall is the door leading to the 
kitchen. Farther back against the same wall is a 
dresser with a candle and matches on it. and 
Frank's rifie standing beside them, with the barrel 
resting in the plate-rack. In the centre a table 
stands with a lighted lamp on it. Vivie's books 
and writing materials are on a table to the right 
of the window, against the wall. The fireplace is 
on the rights with a settle: there is no fire. Two of 
the chairs are set right and left of the table. 

The cottage door opens, shewing a fine starlit 
night without; and Mrs Warren, her shoulders 
wrapped in a shawl borrowed from Vivie, enters. 
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followed by Franks who throws his cap on the 
window seat. She has had enough of fvalking, 
and gives a gasp of relief as she unpins her hat; 
takes it off; sticks the pin through the crown; and 
puts it on the table. 

MRS WARREN. O Lord! I dont know which 
is the worst of the country, the walking or 
the sitting at home with nothing to do. I 
could do with a whisky and soda now very 
well, if only they had such a thing in this 
place. 

FRANK. Perhaps Vivie’s got some. 

MRS WARREN. Nonscnse! What would a 
young girl like her be doing with such things! 
Never mind: it dont matter. I wonder how 
she passes her time here! I’d a good deal 
rather be in Vienna. 

FRANK. Let me take you there. [He helps 
her to take off her shawl, gallantly giving her 
shoulders a very perceptible squeeze as he does ^o]. 

MRS WARREN. Ah! would you? I’m beginning 
to think youre a chip of the old block. 

FRANK. Like the gov’nor, eh? [He hangs the 
shawl on the nearest chair and sits down\ 

MRS WARREN. Never you mind. What do 
you know about such things? Youre only a 
boy. [iSAegoc^ to the hearth, to he farther from 
temptation^ 

FRANK. Do come to Vienna with me? It’d 
be ever such larks. 

MRS WARREN. No, thank you. Vienna is no 
place for you — at least not until youre a 
little older. nods at him to emphasise this 
piece of advice. He makes a mock-piteous face, 
belied by his laughing eyes. She looks at him; 
then comes back to him\ Now, look here, little 
boy [taking his face in her hands and turning 
it up to her\: I know you through and through 
by your likeness to your father, better than 
you know yourself. Dont you go taking any 
silly ideas into your head about me. Do you 
hear? 

FRANK [gallantly wooing her with his voice] 
Cant help it, my dear Mrs Warren; it runs 
in the family. 

She pretends to box his ears; then looks at the 
pretty laughing upturned face for a moment, 
tempted. At last she kisses him, and immediately 
turns away, out of patience with herself. 

MRS WARREN. There! I shouldnt have done 
that. I am wicked. Never you mind, my dear: 
it's only a motherly kiss. Go and make love 
to Vivie. 

FRANK. So I have. » 

MRS WARREN [tunung on him with a sharp 


note of alarm in her voice] What! 

FRANK. Vivie and I are ever such chums. 

MRS WARREN. What do you mean? Now see 
here: I wont have any young scamp tamper- 
ing with my little girl. Do you hear? I wont 
have it. 

FRANK [quite unabashed] My dear Mrs 
Warren: dont you be alarmed. My intentions 
are honorable: ever so honorable; and your 
little girl is jolly w ell able to take care of her- 
self. She dont need looking after half so much 
as her mother. She aint so handsome, you 
know. 

MRS WARREN [taken aback by his assurance] 
Well, you have got a nice healthy two inches 
thick of cheek all over you. I dont know 
where you got it. Not from your father, any- 
how. 

CROFTS [iVi the garden] The gipsies, I 
suppose? 

REV. s. [replying] The broomsquires are 
far worse. 

MRS WARREN [to Frank] S-sh! Remember! 
youve had your warning. 

Crofts and the Reverend Samuel come in from 
the garden, the clergyman continuing his con- 
versation as he enters. 

REV. s. The perjury at the Winchester 
assizes is deplorable. 

MRS WARREN. Well? what became of you 
two? And wheres Praddy and Vivie? 

CROFTS [putting his hat on the settle and his 
stick in the chimney corner] They went up the 
hill. We went to the village. I w anted a drink. 
[He sits dotim on the settle, putting his legs up 
along the seat]. 

MRS WARREN. Well, she oughtnt to go off 
like that without telling me. [7b Frank] Get 
your father a chair, Frank: where are your 
manners? [Frank springs up and gracefully 
offers his father his chair; then takes another 
from the 7vall and sits doivn at the table, in the 
middle, with his father on his right and Mrs 
Warren on his left]. George: where are you 
going to stay to-night? You cant stay here. 
And whats Praddy going to do? 

CROFTS. Gardncr’ll put me up. 

MRS WARREN. Oh, no doubt youve taken 
care of yourself! But what about Praddy? 

CROFTS. Dont know. I suppose he can sleep 
at the inn. 

MRS WARREN. Havnt you room for him, 
Sam? 

REV. s. Well — er — you see, as rector here, 
I am not free to do as I like. Er — what is 
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Mr Praed’s social position? 

MRS WARREN. Oh, he*s all right: he’s an 
architect. What an old stick-in-the-mud you 
are, Sam! 

FRANK. Yes, it’s all right, gov’nor. He 
built that place down in Wales for the Duke. 
Caernarvon Castle they call it. You must 
have heard of it. [He tvinks with lightning 
smartness at Mrs Warren, and regards his 
father hlandly\ 

REV. s. Oh, in that case, of course we shall 
only be too happy. I suppose he knows the 
Duke personally. 

FRANK. Oh, ever so intimately! We can 
stick him in Georgina’s old room. 

MRS WARREN. Well, thats settled. Now if 
those two would only come in and let us have 
supper. Theyve no right to stay out after 
dark like this. 

CROFTS [aggressively] What harm are they 
doing you? 

MRS WARREN. Well, harm or not, I dont 
like it. 

FRANK. Better not wait for them, Mrs 
Warren, Praed will stay out as long as pos- 
sible. He has never known before what it is 
to stray over the heath on a summer night 
with my Vivie. 

CROFTS [sitting up in some consterjiation] I 
say, you know! Come! 

REV. s. [rising, startled out of his professional 
manner into real force afid shicerity] Frank, 
once for all, it’s out of the question. Mrs 
Warren will tell you that it’s not to be thought 
of. 

CROFTS. Of course not. 

FRANK [fvith enchanting placidity] Is that so, 
Mrs Warren? 

MRS WARREN [reflectively] Well, Sam, I 
dont know. If the girl wants to get married, 
no good can come of keeping her unmarried. 

REV. s. [astounded] But married to him! — 
your daughter to my son! Only think: it’s 
impossible. 

CROFTS. Of course it’s impossible. Dont 
be a fool, Kitty. 

MRS WARREN [nettled] Why not? Isnt my 
daughter good enough for your son? 

REV. s. But surely, my dear Mrs Warren, 
you know the reasons — - 

MRS WARREN [deflantly] I know no reasons. 
If you know any, you can tell them to the 
lad, or to the girl, or to your congregation, 
if you like. 

REV. 8. [collapsing helplessly into his chair] 


You know very well that I couldnt tell any- 
one the reasons. But my boy will believe me 
when I tell him there are reasons. 

FRANK. Quite right. Dad: he will. But has 
your boy’s conduct ever been influenced by 
your reasons? 

CROFTS. You cant marry her; and thats all 
about it. [He gets up and stands on the hearth, 
with his hack to the fireplace, frowning deter- 
minedly]. 

MRS WARREN [turning on him sharply] What 
have you got to do with it, pray? 

FRANK [fvith his prettiest lyrical cadence] Pre- 
cisely what I was going to ask, myself, in my 
own graceful fashion. 

CROFTS [to Mrs Warreii] I suppose you dont 
want to marry the girl to a man younger than 
herself and without either a profession or 
twopence to keep her on. Ask Sam, if you 
dont believe me. [To the parson] How much 
more money are you going to give him? 

REV. s. Not another penny. He has had his 
patrimony; and he spent the last of it in July. 
[Mrs Warren *s face falls ] . 

CROFTS [watching her] There! I told you. 
[He resumes his place on the settle and puts up 
his legs on the seat again, as if the matter were 
finally disposed of]. 

FRANK [plaintively] This is ever so merce- 
nary. Do you suppose Miss Warren’s going 
to marry for money? If we love one another — 

MRS WARREN. Thank you. Your love’s a 
pretty cheap commodity, my lad. If you have 
no means of keeping a wife, that settles it: 
you cant have Vivie. 

FRANK [much amused] What do you say, 
gov’nor, eh? 

REV. s. I agree with Mrs Warren. 

FRANK. And good old Crofts has already 
expressed his opinion. 

CROFTS [turning angrily on his elho7v] Look 
here: I want none of your cheek. 

FRANK [pointedly] I’m ever so sorry to sur- 
prise you, Crofts; but you allowed yourself 
the liberty of speaking to me like a father 
a moment ago. One father is enough, thank 
you. 

CROFTS [contemptuously] Yah! [He turns away 
again]. 

FRANK [rising] Mrs Warren: I cannot give 
my Vivie up, even for your sake. 

MRS WARREN [muttering] Young scamp! 

FRANK [continuing] And as you no doubt 
intend to hold out other prospects to her, I 
shall lose no time in placing my case before 
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her. [They stare at him; and he begins to declaim 
gracefully] 

He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small, 

That dares not put it to the touch 
To gain or lose it all. 

The cottage door opens whilst he is reciting; 
and Vivie and Praed come in. He breaks off. 
Praed puts his hat on the dresser. There is an 
immediate improvement in the company's be- 
havior. Crofts takes down his legs from the settle 
and pulls himself together as Praed joins him at 
the fireplace. Mrs Warren loses her ease of 
manner and takes refuge in querulousness. 

MRS WARREN. Wherever have you been, 
Vivie? 

VIVIE [taking off her hat and throwing it care- 
lessly on the table] On the hill. 

MRS WARREN. Well, you shouldnt go off 
like that without letting me know. How 
could I tell what had become of you? And 
night coming on too! 

VIVIE [going to the door of the kitchen and 
opening it, ignoring her mother] Now, about 
supper? [All rise except Mrs Warren]. We shall 
be rather crowded in here, Fm afraid. 

MRS WARREN, Did you hear what I said, 
Vivie? 

VIVIE [quietly] Yes, mother. [Reverihig to 
the supper difficulty] How many arc we? [Count- 
ing] One, two, three, four, five, six. Well, two 
will have to wait until the rest are done: Mrs 
Alison has only plates and knives for four. 

PRAED. Oh, it doesnt matter about me. I — 

VIVIE. You have had a long walk and are 
hungry, Mr Praed: you shall have your sup- 
per at once. I can wait myself. I want one 
person to wait with me. Frank: are you 
hungry? 

FRANK. Not the least in the world. Com- 
pletely off my peck, in fact. 

MRS. WARREN [to Crofts] Neither are you, 
George. You can wait. 

CROFTS. Oh, hang it, Ive eaten nothing 
since tea-time. Cant Sam do it? 

FRANK. Would you starve my poor father? 

REV. s. [testily] Allow me to speak for my- 
self, sir. I am perfectly willing to wait. 

VIVIE [decisively] Theres no need. Only two 
are wanted. opens the door of the kitchen]. 
Will you take my mother in, Mr Gardner. 
[The parson takes Mrs Warren; and they pass 
into the kitchen, Praed and Crofts follow. All 
except Praed clearly disapprove of the arrange- 
ment, but do not know how to resist it, Vivie 


stands at the door looking in at them]. Can you 
squeeze past to that corner, Mr Praed: it’s 
rather a tight fit. Take care of your coat 
against the white-wash: thats right. Now, 
are you all comfortable? 

PRAED [within] Quite, thank you. 

MRS WARREN [within] Leave the door open, 
dearie. [Vivie frowns; but Frank checks her with 
a gesture, and steals to the cottage door, which 
he softly sets wide opeii]. Oh, Lor, what a 
draught! Youd better shut it, dear. 

Vivie shuts it with a slam, and then, noting 
with disgust that her mother s hat and shawl are 
lying about, takes them tidily to the window seat, 
whilst Frank noiselessly shuts the cottage door. 

FRANK [exulting] Aha! Got rid of em. Well, 
Vivvums: what do you think of my governor? 

VIVIE [preoccupied and serious] Ive hardly 
spoken to him. He doesnt strike me as being 
a particularly able person. 

FRANK. Well, you know, the old man is not 
altogether such a fool as he looks. You see, 
he was shoved into the Church rather; and 
in trying to live up to it he makes a much 
bigger ass of himself than he really is. I dont 
dislike him as much as you might expect. He 
means well. How do you think youll get on 
with him? 

VIVIE [rather grimly] I dont think my future 
life will be much concerned with him, or with 
any of that old circle of my mother’s, except 
perhaps Praed. sits down on the settle]. 
What do you think of my mother? 

FRANK. Really and truly? 

VIVIE. Yes, really and truly. 

FRANK. Well, she’s ever so jolly. But she’s 
rather a caution, isnt she? And Crofts! Oh, 
my eye, Crofts! [He sits beside her], 

VIVIE. What a lot, Frank! 

FRANK. What a crew! 

VIVIE [7vith intense contempt for them] If I 
thought that I was like that — that I was 
going to be a waster, shifting along from 
one meal to another with no purpose, and 
no character, and no grit in me. I’d open an 
artery and bleed to death without one 
moment’s hesitation. 

FRANK. Oh no, you wouldnt. Why should 
they take any grind when they can afford 
not to? I wish I had their luck. No: what I 
object to is their form. It isnt the thing: it’s 
slovenly, ever so slovenly. 

VIVIE. Do you think your form will be any 
better when youre as old as Crofts, if you 
dont work? 



79 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


FRANK. Of course I do. Ever so much better. 
Vivvums mustnt lecture: her little boy’s 
incorrigible. [lie attempts to take her face 
caressingly in his hands\ 

viviE [striking his hands down sharply^ Off 
with you: Vivvums is not in a humor for 
petting her little boy this evening. rises 
and comes forward to the other side of the room\ 

FRANK [follo7ving her'] How unkind! 

VI VIE [stamping at him] Be serious. I’m 
serious. 

FRANK. Good. Let us talk learnedly. Miss 
Warren: do you know that all the most 
advanced thinkers are agreed that half the 
diseases of modern civilization are due to 
starvation of the affections in the young. 
Now, / — 

VIVIE [cutting him short] You are very tire- 
some. [iSAe opens the inner door]. Have you 
room for Frank there? He’s complaining of 
starvation. 

MRS WARREN [withhi] Of coursc there is 
[clatter of knives and glasses as she moves the 
things on the table]. Here! theres room now 
beside me. Come along, Mr Frank. 

Frank. Her little boy will be ever so even 
with his Vivvums for this, [lie passes into the 
kitchen], 

MRS WARREN [within] Here, Vivie: come on 
you too, child. You must be famished. [S’/fe 
enters, followed by Crofts, 7vho holds the door 
open for Vivie with marked deference. She goes 
out without looking at him; and he shuts the door 
after her]. Why, George, you cant be done: 
youve eaten nothing. Is there anything 
wrong with you? 

CROFTS. Oh, all I wanted was a drink, [He 
thrusts his hands in his pockets, and begins 
prowling about the room, restless and sidky], 

MRS WARREN. Well. I like enough to eat. 
But a little of that cold beef and cheese and 
lettuce goes a long way. [With a sigh of only 
half repletion she sits down lazily on the settle], 

CROFTS. What do you go encouraging that 
young pup for? 

MRS WARREN [on the alert at once] Now see 
here, George: what are you up to about that 
girl? Ive been watching your way of looking 
at her. Remember: I know you and what 
your looks mean. 

CROFTS. Theres no harm in looking at her, 
is there? 

MRS WARREN. I’d put you out and pack you 
back to London pretty soon if I saw any of 
your nonsense. My girl’s little finger is more 


to me than your whole body and soul. [Crofts 
receives this with a sneering grin, Mrs Warren, 
flushing a little at her failure to impose on him 
in the character of a theatrically devoted mother, 
adds in a lower key] Make your mind easy: 
the young pup has no more chance than you 
have. 

CROFTS. Maynt a man take an interest in 
a girl? 

MRS WARREN. Not a man like you. 

CROFTS. How old is she? 

MRS WARREN. Ncver you mind how old she 
is. 

CROFTS. Why do you make such a secret 
of it? 

MRS WARREN. Becaiisc I choose. 

CROFTS. Well, I’m not fifty yet; and my 
property is as good as ever it was — 

MRS WARREN [interrupting him] Yes; because 
youre as stingy as youre vicious. 

CROFTS [continumg] And a baronet isnt to 
be picked up every day. No other man in my 
position would put up with you for a mother- 
in-law. Why shouldnt she marry me? 

MRS WARREN. You! 

CROFTS. We three could live together quite 
comfortably. I’d die before her and leave 
her a bouncing widow with plenty of money. 
Why not? It’s been growing in my mind all 
the time Ive been walking with that fool 
inside there. 

MRS WARREN [revolted] Yes: it’s the sort of 
thing that would grow in your mind. 

He halts in his prowling; and the two look at 
one another, she steadfastly, ivith a sort of awe 
behind her contemptuous disgust: he stealthily, 
with a carnal gleam in his eye and a loose 
grin, 

CROFTS [sudderily becoming anxious and urgent 
as he sees 7io sign of sympathy in her] Look 
here, Kitty: youre a sensible woman: you 
neednt put on any moral airs. I’ll ask no more 
questions; and you need answer none. I’ll 
settle the whole property on her; and if you 
want a cheque for yourself on the wedding 
day, you can name any figure you like — in 
reason. 

MRS WARREN. So it’s come to that with you, 
George, like all the other worn-out old 
creatures! 

CROFTS [savagely] Damn you! 

Before she can retort the door of the kitchen 
is opened; and the voices of the others are heard 
returning, Crofts, unable to recover his presence of 
mind, hurries out of the cottage. The clergyman 
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appears at the kitchen door, 

REV. s. [looking round"] Where is Sir George? 

MRS WARREN. Gone out to have a pipe. 
[The clergyman takes his hat from the table ^ and 
joins Mrs Warren at the fireside. Meanwhile 
Vivie comes in, followed by Franks who col- 
lapses into the nearest chair with an air of 
extreme exhaustion. Mrs Warren looks round 
at Vivie and says^ with her affectation of ma- 
ternal patronage even more forced than usual] 
Well, dearie: have you had a good supper? 

VIVIE. You know what Mrs Alison’s suppers 
are. [She turns to Frank and pets him]. Poor 
Frank! was all the beef gone? did it get 
nothing but bread and cheese and ginger- 
beer? [Seriously t as if she had done quite 
enough trifling for one evening] Her butter is 
really awful. I must get some down from the 
stores. 

FRANK. Do, in Heaven’s name! 

Vivie goes to the 7vriiing-table and makes a 
memorandum to order the butter. Praed comes 
in from the kitchen, putting up his handkerchief 
which he has been using as a napkin. 

REV. s. Frank, my boy: it is time for us to 
be thinking of home. Your mother does not 
know yet that we have visitors. 

PRAED. I’m afraid we’re giving trouble. 

FRANK [rising] Not the least in the world: 
my mother will be delighted to see you. She's 
a genuinely intellectual artistic woman; and 
she sees nobody here from one year’s end to 
another except the gov’nor; so you can 
imagine how jolly dull it pans out for her. 
[To his father] Y o u r e not intellectual or 
artistic: are you, pater? So take Praed home 
at once; and I’ll stay here and entertain Mrs 
Warren. Youll pick up Crofts in the garden. 
He’ll be excellent company for the bull-pup. 

PRAED [taking his hat from the dresser, and 
coming close to Frank] Come with us, Frank. 
Mrs Warren has not seen Miss Vivie for a 
long time; and we have prevented them from 
having a moment together yet. 

FRANK [quite softened, and looking at Praed 
with romantic admiration] Of course. I forgot. 
Ever so thanks for reminding me. Perfect 
gentleman, Praddy. Always were. My ideal 
through life. [He rises to go, but pauses a mo- 
ment between the two older men, and puis his hand 
on Praed' s shoulder]. Ah, if you had only been 
my father instead of this unworthy old man! 
[He puts his other hand on his father s shoulder], 

REV. s. [blustering Silence, sir, silence: you 
are profane. 


MRS WARREN [laughing heartily] You should 
keep him in better order, Sam. Good-night. 
Here: take George his hat and stick with my 
compliments. 

REV. s. [taking them] Good-night. [They 
shake hands. As he passes Vivie he shakes hands 
ivith her also and bids her goodnight. Then, in 
booming command, to Frank] Come along, sir, 
at once. [He goes out]. 

MRS WARREN. Bycbye, Praddy. 

PRAED. Byebye, Kitty. 

They shake hands affectionately and go out 
together, she accompanying him to the garden 
gate. 

FRANK [to Vivie] Kissums? 

VIVIE [fiercely] No. I hate you. [She takes a 
couple of books and some paper from the writing- 
table, and sits dotvn with them at the middle table, 
at the end next the fireplace]. 

FRANK [grimacing] Sorry. [He goes for his 
cap and rifle. Mrs Warren returns. He takes her 
hand] Good-night, dear Mrs Warren. [He 
kisses her hand. She snatches it away, her lips 
tightening, and looks more than half disposed to 
box his ears. He laughs mischievously and runs 
off, clapping-io the door behind him]. 

MRS WARREN [resigning herself to an evening 
of boredom now that the men are gone] Did you 
ever in your life hear anyone rattle on so? 
Isnt he a tease? [She sits at the table]. Now 
that I think of it, dearie, dont you go en- 
couraging him. I’m sure he’s a regular good- 
for-nothing. 

VIVIE [rising to fetch more books] I’m afraid 
so. Poor Frank! I shall have to get rid of him; 
but I shall feel sorry for him, though he’s not 
worth it. That man Crofts does not seem to 
me to be good for much either: is he? [She 
throws the books on the table rather roughly]. 

MRS WARREN [galled by Vivie' s indifference] 
What do you know of men, child, to talk that 
way about them? Youll have to make up your 
mind to see a good deal of Sir George Crofts, 
as he’s a friend of mine. 

VIVIE [quite u7imoved] Why? [-SAe sits down 
and opens a book]. Do you expect that we shall 
be much together? You and I, I mean? 

MRS WARREN [staring at her] Of course: until 
youre married. Youre not going back to 
college again. 

VIVIE. Do you think my way of life would 
suit you? I doubt it. 

MRS WARREN. Your way of life. What do 
you mean? 

VIVIE [cutting a page of her book with tht 

n 4 
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paper knife on her chatelaine'] Has it really 
never occurred to you, mother, that I have 
a way of life like other people? 

MRS WARREN. What nonscnse is this youre 
trying to talk? Do you want to shew your 
independence, now that youre a great little 
person at school? Dont be a fool, child. 

viviE [indulgently] Thats all you have to 
say on the subject, is it, mother? 

MRS WARREN [puszled, then a?igry] Dont you 
keep on asking me questions like that. [Fio- 
lently] Hold your tongue. [Vivie works on^ 
losing no time, and saying nothing]. You and 
your way of life, indeed! What next? [SAe 
looks at Vivie again. No reply]. Your way of 
life will be what I please, so it will. [Another 
pause], Ive been noticing these airs in you 
ever since you got that tripos or whatever 
you call it. If you think I’m going to put up 
with them youre mistaken; and the sooner 
you find it out, the better. [Muttering] All I 
have to say on the subject, indeed! [Again 
raising her voice angrily] Do you know who 
youre speaking to, Miss? 

VIVIE [looking across at her without raising 
her head from her book] No. Who are you? 
What are you? 

MRS WARREN [rising breathless] You young 
imp! 

VIVIE. Everybody knows my reputation, 
my social standing, and the profession I in- 
tend to pursue. I know nothing about you. 
What is that way of life which you invite me 
to share with you and Sir George Crofts, 
pray? 

MRS WARREN. Take care. I shall do some- 
thing I’ll be sorry for after, and you too. 

VIVIE [yutling aside her books with cool de- 
cision] Well, let us drop the subject until you 
are better able to face it. [Looking critically 
at her mother] You want some good walks and 
a little lawn tennis to set you up. You are 
shockingly out of condition: you were not 
able to manage twenty yards uphill today 
without stopping to pant; and your wrists are 
mere rolls of fat. Look at mine. [5'Ae holds out 
her wrists], 

MRS WARREN [after looking at her helplessly^ 
begins to whimper] Vivie — 

VIVIE [springing up sharply] Now pray dont 
begin to cry. Anything but that. I really 
cannot stand whimpering. I will go out of 
the room if you do. 

MRS WARREN [piteously] Oh, my darling, 
how can you be so hard on me? Have I no 


rights over you as your mother? 

VIVIE. Are you my mother? 

MRS WARREN [appalled] Ami your mother! 
Oh, Vivie! 

VIVIE. Then where are our relatives? my 
father? our family friends? You claim the 
rights of a mother: the right to call me fool 
and child; to speak to me as no woman in 
authority over me at college dare speak to 
me; to dictate my way of life; and to force 
on me the acquaintance of a brute whom 
anyone can see to be the most vicious sort 
of London man about town. Before I give 
myself the trouble to resist such claims, I 
may as well find out whether they have any 
real existence. 

MRS WARREN [distracted, throwing herself on 
her knees] Oh no, no. Stop, stop. lam your 
mother: I swear it. Oh, you cant mean to 
turn on me — my own child! it’s not natural. 
You believe me, dont you? Say you believe 
me. 

VIVIE. Who was my father? 

MRS WARREN. You dont know what youre 
asking. I cant tell you. 

VIVIE [determinedly] Oh yes you can, if you 
like. I have a right to know; and you know 
very well that I have that right. You can 
refuse to tell me, if you please; but if you do, 
you will see the last of me tomorrow morning. 

MRS WARREN. Oil, it’s too horrible to hear you 
talk like that. You wouldnt — you could nt 
leave me. 

VIVIE [ruthlessly] Yes, without a moment’s 
hesitation, if you trifle with me about this. 
[Shivering with disgust] How can I feel sure 
that I may not have the contaminated blood 
of that brutal waster in my veins? 

MRS WARREN. No, no. On my oath it’s not 
he, nor any of the rest that you have ever 
met. I’m certain of that, at least. 

Viviens eyes fasten sternly on her mother as 
the significance of this flashes on her. 

VIVIE [slowly] You are certain of that, at 
least. Ah! You mean that that is all you are 
certain of. [Thoughtfully] I see. [Mrs Warren 
buries her face in her hands], Dont do that, 
mother: you know you dont feel it a bit. Mrs 
Warren takes down her hands and looks up 
deplorably at Vivie, who takes out her watch and 
says] Well, that is enough for tonight. At 
what hour would you like breakfast? Is half- 
past eight too early for you? 

MRS WARREN [wiUly] My God, what sort of 
woman are you? 
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VI VIE [coolly] The sort the world is mostly 
made of, I should hope. Otherwise I dont 
understand how it gets its business done. 
Come [taking her mother by the wrist, and pull- 
ing her up pretty resolutely]: pull yourself to- 
gether. Thats right. 

MRS WARREN [queruhusly] Youre very rough 
with me, Vivie. 

viviE. Nonsense. What about bed? It*s 
past ten. 

MRS WARREN [passionately] Whats the use 
of my going to bed? Do you think I eould 
sleep? 

VIVIE. Why not? I shall. 

MRS WARREN. You! youvc no heart. [She 
suddenly breaks out vehemently in her natural 
tongue — the dialect of a woman of the people — 
with all her affectations of maternal authority 
and conventional manners gone, and an over- 
whelming inspiration of true conviction and scorn 
in her] Oh, I wont bear it: I wont put up with 
the injustice of it. What right have you to 
set yourself up above me like this? You boast 
of what you are to me — to m e, who gave you 
the chance of being what you are. What 
chance had I? Shame on you for a bad 
daughter and a stuck-up prude! 

VIVIE [sitting down 7viih a shrug, no longer 
confident; for her replies, which have sounded 
sensible and strong to her so far, norv begin to 
ring rather n'oodenly and even priggishly against 
the new tone of her mother] Dont think for a 
moment I set myself above you in any way. 
You attacked me with the conventional 
authority of a mother: I defended myself 
with the conventional superiority of a respect- 
able woman,. Frankly, I am not going to 
stand any of your nonsense; and when you 
drop it I shall not expect you to stand any 
of mine. I shall always respect your right to 
your own opinions and your own way of life. 

MRS WARREN. My own opinions and my own 
way of life! Listen to her talking! Do you 
think I was brought up like you? able to pick 
and choose my own way of life? Do you think 
I did what I did because I liked it, or thought 
it right, or wouldnt rather have gone to 
college and been a lady if I’d had the chance? 

VIVIE. Everybody has some choice, mother. 
The poorest girl alive may not be able to 
choose between being Queen of England or 
Principal of Newnham; but she can choose 
between ragpicking and flowerselling, accord- 
ing to her taste. People are always blaming 
their circumstances for what they are. I dont 


believe in circumstances. The people who get 
on in this world are the people who get up 
and look for the circumstances they want, 
and, if they cant find them, make them. 

MRS WARREN. Oil, it’s casy to talk, very 
easy, isnt it? Here! would you like to know 
what my circumstances were? 

VIVIE. Yes: you had better tell me. Wont 
you sit down? 

MRS WARREN. Oh, I’ll sit down*. dont you 
be afraid. [She plants her chair farther forward 
with brazen energy, and sits down, Vivie is un- 
pressed in spite of herself ]. D’you know what 
your gran ’mother w as? 

VIVIE. No. 

MRS WARREN. No you dont. I do. She called 
herself a widow and had a fried-fish shop 
down by the Mint, and kept herself and four 
daughters out of it. Two of us were sisters: 
that was me and Liz; and we were both good- 
looking and well made. I suppose our father 
was a well-fed man: mother pretended he 
was a gentleman; but I dont know. The other 
two were only half sisters: undersized, ugly, 
starved looking, hard working, honest poor 
creatures: Liz and I would have half-murdered 
them if mother hadnt half-murdered us to 
keep our hands off them. They were the 
respectable ones. Well, what did they get 
by their respectability? I’ll tell you. One of 
them worked in a whitelcad factory twelve 
hours a day for nine shillings a week until 
she died of lead poisoning. She only expected 
to get her hands a little paralyzed; but she 
died. The other was always held up to us as 
a model because she married a Government 
laborer in the Deptford victualling yard, and 
kept his room and the three children neat 
and tidy on eighteen shillings a w eek — until 
he took to drink. That was worth being re- 
spectable for, wasnt it? 

VIVIE [now thoughtfully attentive] Did you 
and your sister think so? 

MRS WARREN. Liz didnt, I can tell you: she 
had more spirit. We both went to a church 
school — that was part of the ladylike airs we 
gave ourselves to be superior to the children 
that knew nothing and went nowhere — and 
we stayed there until Liz went out one night 
and never came back. I know the school- 
mistress thought I’d soon follow her example; 
for the clergyman was always warning me 
that Lizzie’d end by jumping off Waterloo 
Bridge. Poor fool: that was all he knew about 
it! But I was more afraid of the whitelead 
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factory than I was of the river; and so would 
you have been in my place. That clergyman 
got me a situation as scullery maid in a 
temperance restaurant where they sent out 
for anything you liked. Then I was waitress; 
and then I went to the bar at Waterloo 
station: fourteen hours a day serving drinks 
and washing glasses for four shillings a week 
and my board. That was considered a great 
promotion for me. Well, one cold, wretched 
night, when I was so tired I could hardly 
keep myself awake, who should come up 
for a half of Scotch but Lizzie, in a long fur 
cloak, elegant and comfortable, with a lot of 
sovereigns in her purse. 

VI VIE [grimly^ My aunt Lizzie! 

MRS WARREN. Ycs; and a very good aunt 
to have, too. She’s living down at Winchester 
now, close to the cathedral, one of the most 
respectable ladies there. Chaperones girls 
at the county ball, if you please. No river 
for Liz, thank you! You remind me of Liz 
a little: she was a first-rate business woman 
— saved money from the beginning — never 
let herself look too like what she was — never 
lost her head or threw away a chance. When 
she saw Td grown up good-looking she said 
to me across the bar ‘‘What are you doing 
there, you little fool? wearing out your 
health and your appearance for other people’s 
profit!” Liz was saving money then to take a 
house for herself in Brussels; and she thought 
we two could save faster than one. So she 
lent me some money and gave me a start; 
and I saved steadily and first paid her back, 
and then went into business with her as her 
partner. Why shouldnt I have done it? The 
house in Brussels was real high class: a much 
better place for a woman to be in than the 
factory where Anne Jane got poisoned. 
None of our girls were ever treated as I was 
treated in the scullery of that temperance 
place, or at the Waterloo bar, or at home. 
Would you have had me stay in them and 
become a worn out old drudge before I was 
forty? 

viviE \intensely interested by this time'] No; 
but why did you choose that business? Sav- 
ing money and good management will suc- 
ceed in any business. 

MRS WARREN. Yes, Saving money. But 
where can a woman get the money to save 
in any other business? Could you save out 
of four shillings a week and keep yourself 
dressed as well? Not you. Of course, if youre 


a plain woman and cant earn anything more; 
or if you have a turn for music, or the stage, 
or newspaper- writing: thats different. But 
neither Liz nor I had any turn for such things: 
all we had was our appearance and our turn 
for pleasing men. Do you think we were 
such fools as to let other people trade in our 
good looks by employing us as shopgirls, or 
barmaids, or waitresses, when we could trade 
in them ourselves and get all the profits 
instead of starvation wages? Not likely. 

VIVIE. You were certainly quite justified — 
from the business point of view. 

MRS WARREN. Yes; or any other point of 
view. What is any respectable girl brought 
up to do but to catch some rich man’s fancy 
and get the benefit of his money by marrying 
him? — as if a marriage ceremony could make 
any difference in the right or wrong of the 
thing! Oh, the hypocrisy of the world makes 
me sick! Liz and I had to work and save and 
calculate just like other people; elseways 
we should be as poor as any good-for-nothing 
drunken waster of a woman that thinks her 
luck will last for ever. [With great energy] I 
despise such people: theyve no character; 
and if theres a thing I hate in a woman, it’s 
want of character. 

VIVIE. Come now, mother: frankly! Isnt 
it part of what you call character in a woman 
that she should greatly dislike such a way 
of making money? 

MRS WARREN. Why, of coursc. Everybody 
dislikes having to work and make money; 
but they have to do it all the same. I’m sure 
Ive often pitied a poor girl, tired out and in 
low spirits, having to try to please some man 
that she doesnt care two straws for — some 
half-drunken fool that thinks he’s making 
himself agreeable when he*s teasing and 
worrying and disgusting a woman so that 
hardly any money could pay her for putting 
up with it. But she has to bear with dis- 
agreeables and take the rough with the 
smooth, just like a nurse in a hospital or 
anyone else. It’s not work that any woman 
would do for pleasure, goodness knows; 
though to hear the pious people talk you 
would suppose it was a bed of roses. 

VIVIE. Still, you consider it worth while. 
It pays. 

MRS WARREN. Of course it’s worth while to 
a poor girl, if she can resist temptation and 
is good-looking and well conducted and 
sensible, It*s far better than any other 
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employment open to her. I always thought 
that oughtnt to be. It cant be right, Vivie, 
that there shouldnt be better opportunities 
for women. I stick to that: it's wrong. But 
it's so, right or wrong; and a girl must make 
the best of it. But of course it's not worth 
while for a lady. If you took to it youd be a 
fool; but I should have been a fool if I'd taken 
to anything else. 

VIVIE \more and more deeply moved^ Mother: 
suppose we were both as poor as you were in 
those wretched old days, are you quite sure 
that you wouldnt advise me to try the 
Waterloo bar, or marry a laborer, or even 
go into the factory.^ 

MRS WARREN [indignantly^ Of course not. 
What sort of mother do you take me for! 
How could you keep your self-respect in 
such starvation and slavery? And whats a 
woman worth? whats life worth? without 
self-respect! Why am I independent and 
able to give my daughter a first-rate educa- 
tion, when other women that had just as 
good opportunities are in the gutter? Be- 
cause I always knew how to respect myself 
and control myself. Why is Liz looked up 
to in a cathedral town? The same reason. 
Where would we be now if we'd minded the 
clergyman’s foolishness? Scrubbing floors 
for one and sixpence a day and nothing to 
look forward to hut the workhouse infirmary. 
Dont you be led astray by people who dont 
know the world, my girl. The only way for 
a woman to provide for herself decently is 
for her to be good to some man that can 
afford to be good to her. If she’s in his own 
station of life, let her make him marry her; 
but if she's far beneath him she cant expect 
it: why should she? it wouldnt be for her own 
happiness. Ask any lady in London society 
that has daughters; and she’ll tell you the 
same, except that I tell you straight and 
she’ll tell you crooked. Thats all the difference. 

VIVIE [fascinaiedy gazing at her] My dear 
mother: you are a wonderful w'oman: you 
are stronger than all England. And are you 
really and truly not one wee bit doubtful — 
or — or — ashamed? 

MRS WARREN. Well, of course, dearie, it's 
only good manners to be ashamed of it: it's 
expected from a woman. Women have to 
pretend to feel a great deal that they dont 
feel. Liz used to be angry with me for plump- 
ing out the truth about it. She used to say 
that when every woman could learn enough 


from what was going on in the world before 
her eyes, there was no need to talk about it 
to her. But then Liz was such a perfect lady! 
She had the true instinct of it; while I was 
always a bit of a vulgarian. I used to be so 
pleased when you sent me your photos to 
see that you were growing up like Liz: youve 
just her ladylike, determined way. But I 
cant stand saying one thing when everyone 
knows I mean another. Whats the use in 
such hypocrisy? If people arrange the world 
that way for women, theres no good pre- 
tending it's arranged the other way. No: 

I never was a bit ashamed really. I consider 
I had a right to be proud of how we managed 
everything so respectably, and never had a 
word against us, and how the girls were so 
well taken care of. Some of them did very 
well: one of them married an ambassador. 
But of course now I darent talk about such 
things: whatever would they think of us! 
[She yawns]. Oh dear! I do believe I'm getting 
sleepy after all. stretches herself lazily, 
thoroughly relieved by her explosion, and placidly 
ready for her night's rest], 

VIVIE. I believe it is I who will not be able 
to sleep now. [She goes to the dresser and lights 
the candle. Then she extinguishes the lamp, 
darkening the room a good deal]. Better let in 
some fresh air before locking up. opens 
the cottage door, and finds that it is broad moon- 
light]. What a beautiful night! Look! 
draws aside ike curtains of the window. The 
landscape is seen bathed in the radiance of the 
harvest moon rising over Blackdown]. 

MRS WARREN [with a perfunctory glance at 
the scene] Yes, dear; but take care you dont 
catch your death of cold from the night air. 

VIVIE [contejnptuously] Nonsense. 

MRS WARREN [querulously] Oh yes: every- 
thing I say is nonsense, according to you. 

VIVIE [turning to her quickly] No: really that 
is not so, mother. You have got completely 
the better of me tonight, though I intended 
it to be the other way. Let us be good friends 
now. 

MRS WARREN [shaking her head a little rue- 
fully] So it has been the other way. But I 
suppose I must give in to it. I always got 
the worst of it from Liz; and now I suppose 
it’ll be the same with you. 

VIVIE. Well, never mind. Come: good- 
night, dear old mother. [SAe takes her mother 
in her arms]. 

MRS WARREN [fondly] I brought you up 
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well, didnt I, dearie? 

viviE. You did. 

MRS WARREN. And youll be good to your 
poor old mother for it, wont you? 

VIVIE. I will, dear. [Kissmg her] Goodnight. 

MRS WARREN [witk unctio?i] Blessings on my 
own dearie darling! a mother’s blessing! 

She embraces her daughter protectingly ^ in- 
stinctively looking upward for divine sanction, 

ACT III 

Jn the Rectory garden next mornings with the 
sun shining from a cloudless sky. The garden 
wall has a five-barred wooden gate^ wide enough 
to admit a carriage, in the middle. Beside the 
gate hangs a bell on a coiled spring, communicat- 
ing fvith a pull outside. The carriage drive comes 
down the middle of the garden and then S7verves 
to its left, where it ends in a little gravelled circus 
opposite the Rectory porch. Beyond the gate is 
seen the dusty high road, parallel rvith the 7vall, 
bounded on the farther side by a strip of turf 
and an unfenced pine wood. On the lawn, be- 
tween the house and the drive, is a clipped yew 
tree, with a garden bench in its shade. On the 
opposite side the garden is shut in by a box 
hedge; and there is a sundial on the turf, with 
an iron chair near it. A little path leads ojf 
through the box hedge, behind the sundial. 

Frank, seated on the chair near the sundial, oji 
which he has placed the morning papers, is 
reading The Standard. Ilis father comes froiyi 
the house, red-eyed and shivery, and meets 
Frank* s eye with misgiving. 

FRANK [looking at his watch] Half-past 
eleven. Nice hour for a rector to come down 
to breakfast! 

REV. s. Dont mock, Frank; dont mock. I 
am a little — er — [Shivering ] — 

FRANK. Off color? 

REV. s. [repudiating the expression] No, sir: 
unwell this morning. Wheres your mother? 

FRANK. Dont be alarmed: she’s not here. 
Gone to town by the 11.13 with Bessie. She 
left several messages for you. Do you feel 
equal to receiving them now, or shall I wait 
til youve breakfasted? 

REV. s. I have breakfasted, sir. I am sur- 
prised at your mother going to town when 
we have people staying with us. Theyll think 
it very strange. 

FRANK. Possibly she has considered that. 
At all events, if Crofts is going to stay here, 
and you are going to sit up every night with 


him until four, recalling the incidents of your 
fiery youth, it is clearly my mother’s duty, 
as a prudent housekeeper, to go up to the 
stores and order a barrel of whisky and a few 
hundred siphons. 

REV. s. I did not observe that Sir George 
drank excessively. 

FRANK. You were not in a condition to, 
gov’nor. 

REV. s. Do you mean to say that I — ? 

FRANK [calmly] I never saw a beneficed 
clergyman less sober. The anecdotes you told 
about your past career were so awful that I 
really dont think Praed would have passed 
the night under your roof if it hadnt been 
for the way my mother and he took to one 
another. 

REV. s. Nonsense, sir. I am Sir George 
Crofts* host. I must talk to him about some- 
thing; and he has only one subject. Where is 
Mr Praed now? 

FRANK. He is driving my mother and Bessie 
to the station. 

REV. s. Is Crofts up yet? 

FRANK. Oh, long ago. He hasnt turned a 
hair: he’s in much better practice than you. 
Has kept it up ever since, probably. He’s 
taken himself off somewhere to smoke. 

Frank resumes his paper. The parson turns 
disconsolately tojvards the gate; then comes back 
irresolutely. 

REV. s. Er — Frank. 

FRANK. Yes. 

REV. s. Do you think the Warrens will ex- 
pect to be asked here after yesterday after- 
noon? 

FRANK Theyve been asked already. 

REV. s. [appalled] What!!! 

FRANK. Crofts informed us at breakfast that 
you told him to bring Mrs Warren and Vivie 
over here today, and to invite them to make 
this house their home. My mother then 
found she must go to town by the 11.13 train. 

REV. s. [wilh despairing vehemence] I never 
gave any such invitation. I never thought of 
such a thing. 

FRANK [compassionately] How do you know, 
gov’nor, what you said and thought last night? 

PRAED [coming in through the hedge] Good 
morning. 

REV. s. Good morning. I must apologize for 
not having met you at breakfast. I have a 
touch of — of — 

FRANK. Clergyman’s sore throat, Praed. 
Fortunately not chronic. 
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PRAED [chaiiging the subject] Well, I must 
say your house is in a charming spot here. 
Really most charming. 

REV. s. Yes: it is indeed, Frank will take 
you for a walk, Mr Praed, if you like. I’ll ask 
you to excuse me: I must take the oppor- 
tunity to write my sermon while Mrs Gardner 
is away and you are all amusing yourselves. 
You wont mind, will you? 

PRAED. Certainly not. Dont stand on the 
slightest ceremony with me. 

REV. s. Thank you. I’ll — er — er — [He stam- 
mers his way to the porch and vanishes into the 
house], 

PRAED. Curious thing it must be writing a 
sermon every week. 

FRANK. Ever so curious, if he did it. He 
buys em. He’s gone for some soda water. 

PRAED. My dear boy: I wish you would be 
more respectful to your father. You know 
you can be so nice when you like. 

FRANK. My dear Praddy: you forget that 
I have to live with the governor. When 
two people live together — it dont matter 
whether theyre father and son or husband 
and wife or brother and sister — they cant 
keep up the polite humbug thats so easy for 
ten minutes on an afternoon call. Now the 
governor, who unites to many admirable 
domestic qualities the irresoluteness of a 
sheep and the pompousness and aggressive- 
ness of a jackass — 

PRAED. No, pray, pray, my dear Frank, 
remember! He is your father. 

FRANK. I give him due credit for that. [Rising 
and flinging do?vn his paper] But just imagine 
his telling Crofts to bring the Warrens over 
here! He must have been ever so drunk. You 
know, my dear Praddy, my mother wouldnt 
stand Mrs Warren for a moment. Vivie 
mustnt come here until she’s gone back to 
town. 

PRAED. But your mother doesnt know any- 
thing about Mrs Warren, does she? [He picks 
up the paper and sits down to read it], 

FRANK. I dont know. Her journey to town 
looks as if she did. Not that my mother would 
mind in the ordinary way: she has stuck like 
a brick to lots of women who had got into 
trouble. But they were all nice women. Thats 
what makes the real difference. Mrs Warren, 
no doubt, has her merits; but she’s ever so 
rowdy; and my mother simply wouldnt put 
up with her. So — hallo! [This exclamation is 
provoked by the reappearance of the clergyman. 


who comes out of the house in haste and dismay], 

REV. s. Frank: Mrs Warren and her daugh- 
ter are coming across the heath with Crofts: 
I saw them from the study windows. What 
am I to say about your mother? 

FRANK. Stick on your hat and go out and 
say how delighted you are to see them; and 
that Frank’s in the garden; and that mother 
and Bessie have been called to the bedside 
of a sick relative, and were ever so sorry they 
couldnt stop; and that you hope Mrs Warren 
slept well; and — and — say any blessed thing 
except the truth, and leave the rest to Provi- 
dence. 

REV. s. But how are we to get rid of them 
afterwards? 

FRANK. Theres no time to think of that now. 
Here! [He bounds into the house], 

REV. s. He’s so impetuous. I dont know 
what to do with him, Mr Praed. 

FRANK [returning with a clerical felt hat, 
which he claps on his father s head]. Now: off 
with you. [Rushing him through the gate], Praed 
and I’ll wait here, to give the thing an un- 
premeditated air. [The clergyman, dazed but 
obedient, hurries off], 

FRANK. We must get the old girl back to 
town somehow, Praed. Come! Honestly, dear 
Praddy, do you like seeing them together? 

PRAED. Oh, why not? 

FRANK teeth on edge] Dont it make your 
flesh creep ever so little? that wicked old 
devil, up to every villainy under the sun. I’ll 
swear, and Vivie — ugh! 

PRAED. Hush, pray. Theyre coming. 

The clergyman and Crofts are seen coming 
along the road, followed by Mrs Warren and 
Vivie walking affectionately together, 

FRANK. Look: she actually has her arm 
round the old woman’s waist. It’s her right 
arm: she began it. She’s gone sentimental, 
by God! Ugh! Ugh! Now do you feel the 
creeps? [ The clergyman opens the gate; and Mrs 
Warren and Vivie pass him and stand in the 
middle of the garden looking at the house. Frank, 
in an ecstasy of dissimulation, turns gaily to 
Mrs Warren, exclaiming] Ever so delighted to 
see you, Mrs Warren. This quiet old rectory 
garden becomes you perfectly. 

MRS WARREN. Well, I never! Did you hear 
that, George? He says I look well in a quiet 
old rectory garden. 

REV. s. [still holding the gate for Crofts, who 
loafs through it, heavily bored] You look well 
everywhere, Mrs Warren. 
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FRANK. Bravo, gov’nor! Now look here: lets 
have a treat before lunch. First lets see the 
church. Everyone has to do that. It’s a 
regular old thirteenth century church, you 
know: the gov*nor’s ever so fond of it, because 
he got up a restoration fund and had it com- 
pletely rebuilt six years ago. Praed will be 
able to shew its points. 

PRAED [rising^ Certainly, if the restoration 
has left any to shew. 

REV. s. [mooning hospitably at them'] I shall be 
pleased, Fm sure, if Sir George and Mrs 
Warren really care about it. 

MRS WARREN. Oh, comc along and get it 
over. 

CROFTS [turning hack towards the gate] Ive 
no objection. 

REV. s. Not that way. We go through the 
fields, if you dont mind. Round here. [He 
leads the way by the little path through the box 
hedge], 

CROFTS. Oh, all right. [He goes with the par- 
son], 

Praed follows with Mrs Warren, Vivie does 
not stir: she watches them until they have gone, 
with all the lines of purpose in her face marking 
it strongly, 

FRANK. Aint you coming? 

VIVIE. No. I want to give you a warning, 
Frank. You were making fun of my mother 
just now when you said that about the rectory 
garden. That is barred in future. Please treat 
my mother with as much respect as you treat 
your own. 

FRANK. My dear Viv: she wouldnt appreci- 
ate it: the two cases require different treat- 
ment. But what on earth has happened to 
you? Last night we were perfectly agreed as 
to your mother and her set. This morning I 
find you attitudinizing sentimentally with 
your arm around your parent’s waist. 

VIVIE [fishing] Attitudinizing! 

FRANK. That was how it struck me. First 
time I ever saw you do a second-rate thing. 

VIVIE [controlling herself] Yes, Frank: there 
has been a change; but I dont think it a 
change for the worse. Yesterday I was a 
little prig. 

FRANK. And today? 

VIVIE [wincing; then looking at him steadily] 
Today I know my mother better than you 
do. 

FRANK. Heaven forbid! 

VIVIE. What do you mean? 

FRANK. Viv: theres a freemasonry among 


thoroughly immoral people that you know 
nothing of. Youve too much character. T h a t s 
the bond between your mother and me: thats 
why I know her better than youll ever know 
her. 

VIVIE. You are wrong: you know nothing 
about her. If you knew the circumstances 
against which my mother had to struggle — 

FRANK [adroitly finishing the sentence for her] 
I should know why she is what she is, shouldnt 
I? What difference would that make? Circum- 
stances or no circumstances, Viv, you wont 
be able to stand your mother. 

VIVIE [very angry] Why not? 

FRANK. Because she’s an old wretch, Viv. 
If you ever put your arm round her waist in 
my presence again, I’ll shoot myself there 
and then as a protest against an exhibition 
which revolts me. 

VIVIE. Must I choose between dropping 
your acquantance and dropping my mother’s? 

FRANK [gracefully] That would put the old 
lady at ever such a disadvantage. No, Viv: 
your infatuated little boy will have to stick 
to you in any case. But he’s all the more 
anxious that you shouldnt make mistakes. 
It’s no use, Viv: your mother's impossible. 
She may be a good sort; but she’s a bad lot, 
a very bad lot. 

VIVIE [hotly] Frank — ! [He siayids his ground. 
She turns away and sits dorvn on the bench under 
the yew tree, struggling to recover her self- 
command, Then she says] Is she to be deserted 
by all the world because she’s what you call 
a bad lot? Has she no right to live? 

FRANK. No fear of that, Viv: she wont ever 
be deserted. [He sits on the bench beside her], 

VIVIE. But I am to desert her, I suppose. 

FRANK [babyishly, lulling her and making love 
to her with his voice] Musnt go live with her. 
Little family group of mother and daughter 
wouldnt be a success. Spoil our little group. 

VIVIE [falling under the spell] What little 
group? 

FRANK. The babes in the wood: Vivie and 
little Frank. [He nestles against her like a weary 
child]. Lets go and get covered up with 
leaves. 

VIVIE [rhythmically, rocking him like a nurse] 
Fast asleep, hand in hand, under the 
trees. 

FRANK. The wise little girl with her silly 
little boy. 

VIVIE. The dear little boy with his dowdy 
little girl. 
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FRANK. Ever so peaceful, and relieved from 
the imbecility of the little boy s father and 
the questionableness of the little girl’s — 

viviE [smothering the word against her breast] 
Sh-sh-sh-sh! little girl wants to forget all 
about her mother. [They are silent for some 
moments, rocking one another. Then Vivie wakes 
up with a shock, exclaiming] What a pair of 
fools we are! Come: sit up. Gracious! your 
hair. [She smooths it]. I wonder do all grown 
up people play in that childish way when 
nobody is looking. I never did it when I was 
a child. 

FRANK. Neither did I. You are my first 
playmate, [lie catches her hand to kiss it, hut 
checks himself to look round frsi. Very unex- 
pectedly, he sees Crofts emerging from the box 
hedge]. Oh damn! 

VIVIE. Why damn, dear? 

FRANK [whispering Sh! Heres this brute 
Crofts. [He sits farther away from her with an 
unconcerned air]. 

CROFTS. Could I have a few words with you, 
Miss Vivie? 

VIVIE. Certainly. 

CROFTS [to Frank] Youll excuse me, 
Gardner. Theyre waiting for you in the 
church, if you dont mind. 

FRANK [risbig] Anything to oblige you, 
Crofts — except church. If you should happen 
to want me, Vivvurns, ring the gate bell. 
[He goes into the house with unruffled suavity]. 

CROFTS [watching him with a crafty air as he 
disappears, and speaking to Vivie with an as- 
surnption of being on privileged terms with her] 
Pleasant young fellow that. Miss Vivie. 
Pity he has no money, isnt it? 

VIVIE. Do you think so? 

CROFTS. Well, whats he todo? No profession. 
No property. Whats he good for? 

VIVIE. I realize his disadvantages, Sir 
George, 

CROFTS [a little taken aback at being so pre- 
cisely interpreted] Oh, it’s not that. But while 
we’re in this world we’re in it; and money’s 
money. [Vivie does not answer]. Nice day, 
isnt it? 

VIVIE [with scarcely veiled contempt for this 
effort at conversation] Very. 

CROFTS [with brutal good humor, as if he 
liked her pluck] Well, thats not what I came 
to say. [Sitting down beside her] Now listen. 
Miss Vivie. I’m quite aware that I’m not a 
young lady’s man. 

VIVIE. Indeed, Sir George? 


CROFTS. No; and to tell you the honest 
truth I dont want to be either. But when I 
say a thing I mean it; when I feel a sentiment 
I feel it in earnest; and what I value I pay 
hard money for. Thats the sort of man I am. 

VIVIE. It does you great credit, I’m sure. 

CROFTS. Oh, I dont mean to praise myself. 

I have my faults. Heaven knows: no man is 
more sensible of that than I am. I know I’m 
not perfect: thats one of the advantages of 
being a middle-aged man; for I’m not a 
young man, and I know it. But my code is a 
simple one, and, I think, a good one. Honor 
between man and man; fidelity between 
man and woman; and no cant about this 
religion or that religion, but an honest belief 
that things are making for good on the whole. 

VIVIE [jvith biting irony] “ A power, not 
ourselves, that makes for righteousness,” 
eh? 

CROFTS [taking her seriously] Oh certainly. 
Not ourselves, of course. You understand 
what I mean. Well, now as to practical 
matters. You may have an idea that Ive flung 
my money about; but I havnt: I’m richer 
today than when I first came into the pro- 
perty. Ive used my knowledge of the world 
to invest my money in ways that other men 
have overlooked; and whatever else I may 
be, I’m a safe man from the money point of 
view. 

VIVIE. It’s very kind of you to tell me all 
this. 

CROFTS. Oh well, come, Miss Vivie: you 
neednt pretend you dont see what I’m 
driving at. I want to settle down with a Lady 
Crofts. I suppose you think me very blunt, 
eh? 

VIVIE. Not at all: I am much obliged to you 
for being so definite and business-like. I 
quite appreciate the offer: the money, the 
position, Lady Crofts, andso on. But I think 
I will say no, if you dont mind. I’d rather 
not. [She rises, and strolls across to the sundial 
to get out of his immediate neighborhood], 

CROFTS [not at all discouraged, and taking 
advantage of the additional room left him on the 
seat to spread himself comfortably, as if a few 
preliminary refusals were part of the inevitable 
routine of courtship] I’m in no hurry. It was 
only just to let you know in case young 
Gardner should try to trap you. Leave the 
question open. 

VIVIE [sharply] My no is final. I wont go 
back from it. 
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Crofts is not impressed. He grins; leans 
forward with his elbows on his knees to prod 
with his stick at some unfortunate insect in the 
grass; and looks cunningly at her. She turns 
away impatiently, 

CROFTS. Fm a good deal older than you. 
Twenty-five years: quarter of a century. I 
shant live for ever; and Fll take care that 
you shall be well off when Fm gone. 

viviE. I am proof against even that in- 
ducement, Sir George. Dont you think youd 
better take your answer? There is not the 
slightest chance of my altering it. 

CROFTS [rising, after a final slash at a daisy, 
and coming nearer to her^ Well, no matter. I 
could tell you some things that would change 
your mind fast enough; but I wont, because 
Fd rather win you by honest affection. I was 
a good friend to your mother: ask her whether 
I wasnt. She’d never have made the money 
that paid for your education if it hadnt been 
for my advice and help, not to mention the 
money I advanced her. There are not many 
men would have stood by her as I have. I 
put not less than £40,000 into it, from first 
to last. 

VIVIE [staring at him^ Do you mean to say 
you were my mother s business partner? 

CROFTS. Yes. Now just think of all the 
trouble and the explanations it would save 
if we were to keep the whole thing in the 
family, so to speak. Ask your mother whether 
she’d like to have to explain all her affairs to 
a perfect stranger. 

VIVIE. I see no difficulty, since I understand 
that the business is wound up, and the money 
invested. 

CROFTS [stopping short, amazed] Wound up! 
Wind up a business thats paying 35 per cent 
in the worst years! Not likely. Who told you 
that? 

VIVIE [her color quite gone] Do you mean 
that it is still — ? stops abruptly, and puts 

her hand on the sundial to support herself. Then 
she gets quickly to the iron chair and sits down]. 
What business are you talking about? 

CROFTS. Well, the fact is it’s not what would 
be considered exactly a high-class business 
in my set — the county set, you know — our 
set it will be if you think better of my offer. 
Not that theres any mystery about it: dont 
think that. Of course you know by your 
mother’s being in it that it’s perfectly 
straight and honest. Ive known her for many 
years; and I can say of her that she’d cut off 


her hands sooner than touch anything that 
was not what it ought to be. Fll tell you all 
about it if you like. I dont know whether 
youve found in travelling how hard it is to 
find a really comfortable private hotel. 

VIVIE [sickened, averting her face] Yes: go 
on. 

CROFTS. Well, thats all it is. Your mother 
has a genius for managing such things. We’ve 
got two in Brussels, one in Ostend, one in 
Vienna, and two in Budapest. Of course 
there are others besides ourselves in it; but 
we hold most of the capital; and your mother’s 
indispensable as managing director. Youve 
noticed, I daresay, that she travels a good 
deal. But you see you cant mention such 
things in society. Once let out the word 
hotel and everybody says you keep a public- 
house. You wouldnt like people to say that 
of your mother, would you? Thats why we’re 
so reserved about it. By the way, youll keep 
it to yourself, wont you? Since it’s been a 
secret so long, it had better remain so. 

VIVIE. And this is the business you invite 
me to join you in? 

CROFTS. Oh no. My wife shant be troubled 
with business. Youll not be in it more than 
youve always been. 

VIVIE. I always been! What do you mean? 

CROFTS. Only that youve always lived on it. 
It paid for your education and the dress you 
have on your back. Dont turn up your nose 
at business. Miss Vivie: where would your 
Newnhams and Girtons be without it? 

VIVIE [rising, almost beside herself] Take 
care. I know what this business is. 

CROFTS [starting, with a suppressed oath] 
Who told you? 

VIVIE. Your partner. My mother. 

CROFTS [black with rage] The old — 

VIVIE. Just so. 

He swallows the epithet and stands for a 
moment swearing and raging foully to himself. 
But he knows that his cue is to be sympathetic. 
He takes refuge in generous indignation, 

CROFTS. She ought to have had more con- 
sideration for you. /’d never have told you. 

VIVIE. I think you would probably have 
told me when we were married: it would 
have been a convenient weapon to break 
me in with. 

CROFTS [quite sincerely] I never intended 
that. On my word as a gentleman I didnt. 

Vivie wonders at him. Her sense of the irony 
of his protest cools and braces her. She replies 
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with contemptuous self-possession, 

viviE. It does not matter. I suppose you 
understand that when we leave here today 
our acquaintance ceases. 

CROFTS. Why? Is it for helping your 
mother? 

VIVIE. My mother was a very poor woman 
who had no reasonable choice but to do as she 
did. You were a rich gentleman; and you did 
the same for the sake of 35 per cent. You are 
a pretty common sort of scoundrel, I think. 
That is my opinion of you. 

CROFTS [after a stare: not at all displeased, 
and much more at his ease on these frank terms 
than on their former ceremonious 07ies^ Ha! ha! 
ha! ha! Go it, little missie, go it: it docsnt 
hurt me and it amuses you. Why the devil 
shouldnt I invest my money that way? I take 
the interest on my capital like other people: 
I hope you dont think I dirty my own hands 
with the work. Come! you wouldnt refuse 
the acquaintance of my mother’s cousin the 
Duke of Belgravia because some of the rents 
he gets are earned in queer ways. You 
wouldnt cut the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
I suppose, because the Ecclesiastical Com- 
missioners have a few publicans and sinners 
among their tenants. Do you remember your 
Crofts scholarship at Newnham? Well, that 
was founded by my brother the M.P. He 
gets his 22 per cent out of a factory with 
600 girls in it, and not one of them getting 
wages enough to live on. How d’ye suppose 
they manage when they have no family to 
fall back on? Ask your mother. And do you 
expect me to turn my back on 35 per cent 
when all the rest are pocketing what they 
can, like sensible men? No such fool! If yourc 
going to pick and choose your acquaintances 
on moral principles, youd better clear out of 
this country, unless you want to cut yourself 
out of all decent society. 

VIVIE [conscience stricken^ You might go on 
to point out that I myself never asked where 
the money I spent came from. I believe I 
am just as bad as you. 

CROFTS [greatly reassured^ Of course you 
are; and a very good thing too! What harm 
does it do after all? [Rallying her jocularly^ 
So you dont think me such a scoundrel now 
you come to think it over. Eh? 

VIVIE. I have shared profits with you; and 
I admitted you just now to the familiarity 
of knowing what I think of you. 

CROFTS [with serious friendliness^ To be sure 


you did. You wont find me a bad sort: I dont 
go in for being superfine intellectually; but 
Ive plenty of honest human feeling; and the 
old Crofts breed comes out in a sort of in- 
stinctive hatred of anything low, in which 
I’m sure youll sympathize with me. Believe 
me, Miss Vivie, the world isnt such a bad 
place as the croakers make out. As long as 
you dont fly openly in the face of society, 
society doesnt ask any inconvenient ques- 
tions; and it makes precious short W'ork of 
the cads who do. There are no secrets better 
kept than the secrets everybody guesses. 
In the class of people I can introduce you 
to, no lady or gentleman would so far forget 
themselves as to discuss my business affairs 
or your mother’s. No man can offer you a 
safer position. 

VIVIE [shidying him curiously^ I suppose 
you really think youre getting on famously 
wuth me. 

CROFTS. Well, I hope I may flatter myself 
that you think better of me than you did at 
first. 

VIVIE [quietly^ I hardly find you worth 
thinking about at all now. When I think of 
the society that tolerates you, and the laws 
that protect you! when I think of how help- 
less nine out of ten young girls would be 
in the hands of you and my mother! the 
unmentionable woman and her capitalist 
bully— 

CROFTS [livid] Damn you! 

VIVIE. You need not. I feel among the 
damned already. 

She raises the latch of the gate to open it and 
go out. He follorvs her and puts his hand heavily 
on the top bar to prevent its opening. 

CROFTS [panting with fury] Do you think 
I’ll put up with this from you, you young 
devil? 

VIVIE [unmoved] Be quiet. Someone will 
answer the bell. [Without flinching a step she 
strikes the hell with the hack of her hand. It 
clangs harshly; and he starts hack involuntarily. 
Almost iminediaiely Frank appears at the porch 
with his rifle]. 

FRANK [with cheerful politeness] Will you 
have the rifle, Viv; or shall I operate? 

VIVIE. Frank: have you been listening? 

FRANK [coming down into the garden] Only 
for the bell, I assure you; so that you 
shouldnt have to wait. I think I shewed great 
insight into your character, Crofts. 

CROFTS. For two pins I’d take that gun 
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from you and break it across your head. 

FRANK [stalking him cautiously^ Pray dont. 
I’m ever so careless in handling firearms. 
Sure to be a fatal accident, with a reprimand 
from the coroner’s jury for my negligence. 

viviE. Put the rifle away, Frank: it’s quite 
unnecessary. 

FRANK. Quite right, Viv. Much more sports- 
manlike to catch him in a trap. [CroftSy under- 
standing the insult, makes a threatening move- 
ment]. Crofts: there are fifteen cartridges in 
the magazine here; and I am a dead shot at 
the present distance and at an object of your 
size. 

CROFTS. Oh, you neednt be afraid. I’m not 
going to touch you. 

FRANK. Ever so magnanimous of you under 
the circumstances! Thank you. 

CROFTS. I’ll just tell you this before I go. 
It may interest you, since youre so fond of 
one another. Allow me. Mister Frank, to 
introduce you to your half-sister, the eldest 
daughter of the Reverend Samuel Gardner. 
Miss Vivie: your half-brother. Good morning. 
[He goes out through the gate and along the road]. 

FRANK [after a pause of stupefaction, raising 
the rifle] Youll testify before the coroner that 
it’s an accident, Viv. [He takes aim at the re- 
treating figure of Crofts. Vivie seizes the muzzle 
and pulls it round agamst her breast]. 

VIVIE. Fire now. You may. 

FRANK [dropping his end of the rifle hastily] 
Stop! take care. [She lets it go. It falls on the 
turf]. Oh, youve given your little boy such 
a turn. Suppose it had gone olf! ugh! [He 
sinks on the garden seat, overcome]. 

VIVIE. Suppose it had: do you think it 
would not have been a relief to have some 
sharp physical pain tearing through me? 

FRANK [coaxingly] Take it ever so easy, 
dear Viv. Remember: even if the rifle scared 
that fellow into telling the truth for the first 
time in his life, that only makes us the babes 
in the wood in earnest. [He holds out his arms 
to her]. Come and be covered up with leaves 
again. 

VIVIE [with a cry of disgust] Ah, not that, 
not that. You make all my flesh creep. 

FRANK. Why, whats the matter? 

VIVIE. Goodbye. [She makes for the gate]. 

FRANK [jumping up] Hallo! Stop! Viv! Viv! 
[5'Ae turns in the gateway] Where are you 
going to? Where shall we find you? 

VIVIE. At Honoria Fraser’s chambers, 67 
Chancery Lane, for the rest of my life. [-SAe 


goes off quickly in the opposite direction to that 
taken by Crofts]. 

FRANK. But I say — wait-dash it! [He runs 
after her]. 

ACT IV 

Honoria Fraser* s chambers in Chancery Lane. 
An office at the top of New Stone Buildings, with 
a plate-glass window, distempered walls, electric 
light, and a patent stove. Saturday afternoon. 
The chimneys of Lincoln s Inn and the western 
sky beyond are seen through the window. There 
is a double writing table in the middle of the 
room, with a cigar box, ash pans, and a portable 
electric reading lamp almost snoived up in heaps 
of papers and books. This table has knee holes 
and chairs right and left and is very untidy. The 
clerk* s desk, closed and tidy, with its high stool, 
is against the wall, near a door communicating 
with the inner rooms. In the opposite wall is the 
door leading to the public corridor. Its upper 
panel is of opaque glass, lettered in black on the 
outside, FRASER AND WARREN. A baize screen 
hides the corner between this door and the 
window, 

Frank, in a fashionable light-colored coaching 
suit, with his stick, gloves, and ivhite hat in his 
hands, is pacing up and down the office. Some- 
body tries the door with a key. 

FRANK [calling] Come in. It’s not locked. 

Vivie comes in, in her hat and jacket. She stops 
and stares at him. 

VIVIE [sternly] What are you doing here? 

FRANK. Waiting to see you. Ive been here 
for hours. Is this the way you attend to your 
business? [He puts his hat and stick on the table, 
and perches himself 7vith a vault on the clerk* s 
stool, looking at her with every appearance of 
being in a specially restless, teasing, flippant 
mood]. 

VIVIE. Ive been away exactly twenty 
minutes for a cup of tea. [5Ae takes off her hat 
and jacket and hangs them up behind the screen]. 
How did you get in? 

FRANK. The staff had not left when I 
arrived. He’s gone to play cricket on Prim- 
rose Hill. Why dont you employ a woman, 
and give your sex a chance? 

VIVIE. What have you come for? 

FRANK [springing off the stool and coming 
close to her] Viv: lets go and enjoy the Satur- 
day half-holiday somewhere, like the staff. 
What do you say to Richmond, and then a 
music hall, and a jolly supper? 

VIVIE. Cant afford it. I shall put in another 
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six hours work before I go to bed. 

FRANK. Cant afford it, cant we? Aha! Look 
here. [He takes out a handful of sovereigns and 
makes them clink]. Gold, Viv: gold! 

viviE, Where did you get it? 

FRANK. Gambling, Viv: gambling. Poker. 

VIVIE. Pah! It's meaner than stealing it. 
No: I'm not coming. sits down to work at 
the table, with her hack to the glass door, and 
begins turning over the papers], 

FRANK [remonstrating piteously] But, my 
dear Viv, I want to talk to you ever so 
seriously. 

VIVIE. Very well: sit down in Honoria's 
chair and talk here. I like ten minutes chat 
after tea. [He murmurs]. No use groaning: 
I’m inexorable. [He takes the opposite seat dis- 
consolately], Pass that cigar box, will you? 

FRANK [pushing the cigar box across] Nasty 
womanly habit. Nice men dont do it any 
longer. 

VIVIE. Yes: they object to the smell in the 
office; and weve had to take to cigarets. See! 

opens the box and takes out a cigaret, which 
she lights. She offers him one; but he shakes his 
head with a wry face. She settles herself com- 
fortably in her chair, smoking]. Go ahead. 

FRANK. Well, I want to know what youve 
done — what arrangements youve made. 

VIVIE. Everything was settled twenty 
minutes after I arrived here. Honoria has 
found the business too much for her this year; 
and she was on the point of sending for me 
and proposing a partnership when I walked 
in and told her I hadnt a farthing in the world. 
So I installed myself and packed her off for 
a fortnight's holiday. What happened at 
Haslemere when I left? 

FRANK, Nothing at all. I said youd gone to 
town on particular business. 

VIVIE. Well? 

FRANK. Well, either they were too flabber- 
gasted to say anything, or else Crofts had 
prepared your mother. Anyhow, she didnt 
say anything; and Crofts didnt say anything; 
and Praddy only stared. After tea they got 
up and went; and Ive not seen them since. 

VIVIE [nodding placidly with one eye on a 
wreath of smoke] Thats all right. 

FRANK [looking round disparagingly] Do you 
intend to stick in this confounded place? 

VIVIE [blowing the wreath decisively away, 
and sitting straight up] Yes. These two days 
have given me back all my strength and self- 
possession. I will never take a holiday again 


as long as I live. 

FRANK [with a very wry face] Mps! You look 
quite happy. And as hard as nails. 

VIVIE [grimly] Well for me that I am! 

FRANK [rising] Look here, Viv: we must 
have an explanation. We parted the other 
day under a complete misunderstanding. 
[He sits on the table, close to her], 

VIVIE [putting away the cigaret] Well: clear 
it up. 

FRANK. You remember what Crofts said? 

VIVIE. Yes. 

FRANK. That revelation was supposed to 
bring about a complete change in the nature 
of our feeling for one another. It placed us on 
the footing of brother and sister. 

VIVIE. Yes. 

FRANK. Have you ever had a brother? 

VIVIE. No. 

FRANK. Then you dont know what being 
brother and sister feels like? Now I have lots 
of sisters; and the fraternal feeling is quite 
familiar to me. I assure you my feeling for 
you is not the least in the world like it. The 
girls will go their way; I will go mine; and we 
shant care if we never see one another again. 
Thats brother and sister. But as to you, I cant 
be easy if I have to pass a week without see- 
ing you. Thats not brother and sister. It's 
exactly what I felt an hour before Crofts 
made his revelation. In short, dear Viv, it's 
love's young dream. 

VIVIE [bitingly] The same feeling, Frank, 
that brought your father to my mother's 
feet. Is that it? 

FRANK [^0 revolted that he slips off the table 
for a moment] I very strongly object, Viv, to 
have my feelings compared to any which the 
Reverend Samuel is capable of harboring; 
and I object still more to a comparison of you 
to your mother. [Resuming his perch]. Besides, 
I dont believe the story. I have taxed my 
fcither with it, and obtained from him what 
I consider tantamount to a denial. 

VIVIE. What did he say? 

FRANK. He said he was sure there must be 
some mistake. 

VIVIE. Do you believe him? 

FRANK. I am prepared to take his word as 
against Crofts'. 

VIVIE. Does it make any difference? I mean 
in your imagination or conscience; for of 
course it makes no real difference. 

FRANK [shaking his head] None whatever to 
me. 
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viviE. Nor to me. 

FRANK [staring] But this is ever so surpris- 
ing! [He goes hack to his chair], I thought our 
whole relations were altered in your imagina- 
tion and conscience, as you put it, the 
moment those words were out of that brute s 
muzzle. 

VIVIE. No: it was not that. I didnt believe 
him. I only wish I could. 

FRANK. Eh? 

VIVIE. I think brother and sister would be 
a very suitable relation for us. 

FRANK. You really mean that? 

VIVIE. Yes. It’s the only relation I care for, 
even if we could afford any other. I mean 
that. 

FRANK [raising his eyebrows like one on whom 
a new light has dawned, and rismg with quite an 
effusion of chivalrous sentiment] My dear Viv: 
why didnt you say so before? I am ever so 
sorry for persecuting you. I understand, of 
course. 

VIVIE [puzzled] Understand what? 

FRANK. Oh, I’m not a fool in the ordinary 
sense; only in the Scriptural sense of doing 
all the things the wise man declared to be 
folly, after trying them himself on the most 
extensive scale. I see I am no longer Viv- 
vums’s little boy. Dont be alarmed: I shall 
never call you Vivvums again — at least unless 
you get tired of your new little boy, whoever 
he may be. 

VIVIE. My new little boy! 

FRANK [with conviction] Must be a new little 
boy. Always happens that way. No other way, 
in fact. 

VIVIE. None that you know of, fortunately 
for you. 

Someone knocks at the door, 

FRANK. My curse upon yon caller, whoe'er 
he be! 

VIVIE. It’s Praed. He’s going to Italy and 
wants to say goodbye. I asked him to call 
this afternoon. Go and let him in. 

FRANK. We can continue our conversation 
after his departure for Italy. I’ll stay him out. 
[He goes to the door and opens it]. How are you, 
Praddy? Delighted to see you. Come in. 

Praed, dressed for travelling, comes in, in high 
spirits, 

PRAED. How do you do. Miss Warren? [She 
presses his hand cordially, though a certain senti- 
mentality in his high spirits jars on her], I start 
in an hour from Holborn Viaduct. I wish I 
could persuade you to try Italy. 


VIVIE. What for? 

PRAED. Why, to saturate yourself with 
beauty and romance, of course. 

Vivie, with a shudder, turns her chair to the 
table, as if the work waiting for her there were a 
support to her. Praed sits opposite to her, Frank 
places a chair near Vivie, and drops lazily and 
carelessly into it, talking at her over his shoulder, 

FRANK. No use, Praddy. Viv is a little Philis- 
tine. She is indifferent to my romance, and 
insensible to my beauty. 

VIVIE. Mr Praed: once for all, there is no 
beauty and no romance in life for me. Life is 
what it is; and I am prepared to take it as it is. 

PRAED [enthusiastically] You will not say 
that if you come with me to Verona and on 
to Venice. You will cry with delight at living 
in such a beautiful world. 

FRANK. This is most eloquent, Praddy. 
Keep it up. 

PRAED. Oh, I assure you / have cried — I 
shall cry again, I hope — at fifty! At your age. 
Miss Warren, you would not need to go so 
far as Verona. Your spirits would absolutely 
fly up at the mere sight of Ostend. You would 
be charmed with the gaiety, the vivacity, the 
happy air of Brussels. 

VIVIE [springing up with an exclamation of 
loathing] Agh! 

PRAED [rising] Whats the matter? 

FRANK [mmg] Hallo, Viv! 

VIVIE [to Praed, with deep reproacli] Can you 
find no better example of your beauty and 
romance than Brussels to talk to me about? 

PRAED [puzzled] Of course it’s very different 
from Verona. I dont suggest for a moment 
that— 

VIVIE [bitterly] Probably the beauty and 
romance come to much the same in both 
places. 

PRAED [completely sobered and much con- 
cerned] My dear Miss Warren: I — [looking 
inquiringly at Frank] Is anything the matter? 

FRANK. She thinks your enthusiasm frivol- 
ous, Praddy. She’s had ever such a serious 
call. 

VIVIE [sharply] Hold your tongue, Frank. 
Dont be silly. 

FRANK [sitting down] Do you call this good 
manners, Praed? 

PRAED [anxious and considerate] Shall I take 
him away. Miss Warren? I feel sure we have 
disturbed you at your work. 

VIVIE. Sit down: I’m not ready to go back 
to work yet. [Praed sits]. You both think I 
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have an attack of nerves. Not a bit of it. But 
there are two subjects I want dropped, if you 
dont mind. One of them [to Frariic] is love’s 
young dream in any shape or form: the other 
{to Praed\ is the romance and beauty of life, 
especially Ostend and the gaiety of Brussels. 
You are welcome to any illusions you may 
have left on these subjects: I have none. If 
we three are to remain friends, I must be 
treated as a woman of business, permanently 
single {to Frank] and permanently unromantic 
{to Praed\ 

FRANK. I also shall remain permanently 
single until you change your mind. Praddy: 
change the subject. Be eloquent about some- 
thing else. ■ 

PRAED {diffidently] I’m afraid theres nothing 
else in the world that lean talk about. The 
Gospel of Art is the only one I can preach. I 
know Miss Warren is a great devotee of the 
Gospel of Getting On; but we cant discuss 
that without hurting your feelings, Frank, 
since you are determined not to get on. 

FRANK. Oh, dont mind my feelings. Give 
me some improving advice by all means: it 
does me ever so much good. Have another 
try to make a successful man of me, Viv. 
Come: lets have it all: energy, thrift, fore- 
sight, self-respect, character. Dont you hate 
people who have no character, Viv? 

viviE {wincing] Oh, stop, stop: let us have 
no more of that horrible cant. Mr Praed: if 
there are really only those two gospels in the 
world, we had better all kill ourselves; for the 
same taint is in both, through and through. 

FRANK {lookmg critically at her] There is a 
touch of poetry about you today, Viv, which 
has hitherto been lacking. 

PRAED {remonstrating] My dear Frank: arnt 
you a little unsympathetic? 

VI VIE {merciless to herself] No: it’s good for 
me. It keeps me from being sentimental. 

PRANK {bantering her] Checks your strong 
natural propensity that way, dont it? 

VIVIE {almost hysterically] Oh yes: go on: 
dont spare me. I was sentimental for one 
moment in my life — beautifully sentimental 
— by moonlight; and now — 

FRANK {quickly] I say, Viv: take care. Dont 
give yourself away, 

VIVIE. Oh, do you think Mr Praed does not 
know all about my mother? {Turning on Praed] 
You had better have told me that morning, 
Mr Praed. You are very old fashioned in your 
delicacies, after all. 


PRAED. Surely it is you who are a little old 
fashioned in your prejudices. Miss Warren. 

I feel bound to tell you, speaking as an 
artist, and believing that the most intimate 
human relationships are far beyond and 
above the scope of the law, that though I 
know that your mother is an unmarried 
woman, I do not respect her the less on that 
account. I respect her more. 

FRANK {airily] Hear! hear! 

VIVIE {staring at him] Is that all you know? 

PRAED. Certainly that is all. 

VIVIE. Then you neither of you know any- 
thing. Your guesses are innocence itself com- 
pared to the truth. 

PRAED {rising, startled and indignant, andpre'‘ 
serving his politeness with an effort] I hope not. 
{More emphatically] I hope not. Miss Warren. 

FRANK {7vhistles] Whew! 

VIVIE. You are not making it easy for me 
to tell you, Mr Praed. 

PRAED [his chivalry drooping before their con- 
viction] If there is anything worse — that is, 
anything else — are you sure you are right to 
tell us. Miss Warren? 

VIVIE. I am sure that if I had the courage I 
should spend the rest of my life in telling 
everybody — stamping and branding it into 
them until they all felt their part in its abomi- 
nation as I feel mine. There is nothing I 
despise more than the wicked convention that 
protects these things by forbidding a woman 
to mention them. And yet I cant tell you. 
The two infamous words that describe what 
my mother is are ringing in my ears and 
struggling on my tongue; but I cant utter 
them: the shame of them is too horrible for 
me. buries her face in her hands. The two 
men, astonished, stare at one another and then at 
her. She raises her head again desperately and 
snatches a sheet of paper and a pen]. Here: let 
me draft you a prospectus. 

FRANK. Oh, she’s mad. Do you hear, Viv? 
mad. Come! pull yourself together. 

VIVIE. You shall sec. [She rvrites], “Paid up 
capital: not less than £40,000 standing in the 
name of Sir George Crofts, Baronet, the chief 
shareholder. Premises at Brussels, Ostend, 
Vienna, and Budapest. Managing director: 
Mrs Warren’’; and now dont let us forget her 
qualifications: the two words. writes the 
words and pushes the paper to them]. There! Oh 
no: dont read it: dont! [*SAe snatches it back and 
tears it to pieces; then seizes her head in her hands 
and hides her face on the table]. 
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Frank, who has watched the writing over her 
shoulder, and opened his eyes very widely at it, 
takes a card from his pocket; scribbles the two 
words on it; and silently hands it to Praed, who 
reads it with amazement, and hides it hastily in 
his pocket, 

FRANK \ivhispering tenderly^ Viv, dear: thats 
all right. I read what you wrote: so did 
Praddy. We understand. And we remain, as 
this leaves us at present, yours ever so 
devotedly. 

PRAED. We do indeed. Miss Warren. I 
declare you arc the most splendidly coura- 
geous woman I ever met. 

This sentimental compliment braces Vivie. She 
throws it away from her with an impatient shake, 
and forces herself to stand up, though not without 
some support from the table. 

FRANK. Dont stir, Viv, if you dont want to. 
Take it easy. 

VIVIE. Thank you. You can always depend 
on me for two things: not to cry and not to 
faint. [She moves a few steps towards the door of 
the inner room, and stops close to Praed to say^ 
I shall need much more courage than that 
when I tell my mother that we have come to 
the parting of the ways. Now I must go into 
the next room for a moment to make myself 
neat again, if you dont mind. 

PRAED. Shall we go away? 

VIVIE. No: ril be back presently. Only for 
a moment, goes into the other room, Praed 
opening the door for her\ 

PRAED. What an amazing revelation! I’m 
extremely disappointed in Crofts: I am in- 
deed. 

FRANK. I’m not in the least. I feel he’s 
perfectly accounted for at last. But what a 
facer for me, Praddy! I cant marry her now. 

PRAED [sternly^^ Frank! [The two look at one 
another, Frank unruffled, Praed deeply indig- 
nant\. Let me tell you, Gardner, that if you 
desert her now you will behave very despic- 
ably. 

FRANK. Good old Praddy! Ever chivalrous! 
But you mistake: it’s not the moral aspect of 
the case: it’s the money aspect. I really cant 
bring myself to touch the old woman’s money 
now? 

PRAED. And was that what you were going 
to marry on? 

FRANK. What else? I havnt any money, nor 
the smallest turn for making it. If I married 
Viv now she would have to support me; and 
I should cost her more than 1 am worth. 


PRAED. But surely a clever bright fellow 
like you can make something by your own 
brains. 

FRANK. Oh yes, a little. [He takes out his 
money again\ I made all that yesterday in an 
hour and a half. But I made it in a highly 
speculative business. No, dear Praddy: even 
if Bessie and Georgina marry millionaires and 
the governor dies after cutting them off with 
a shilling, I shall have only four hundred a 
year. And he wont die until he’s three score 
and ten: he hasnt originality enough. I shall 
be on short allowance for the next twenty 
years. No short allowance for Viv, if I can 
help it. I withdraw gracefully and leave the 
field to the gilded youth of England. So thats 
settled. I shant worry her about it: I’ll just 
send her a little note after we’re gone. She’ll 
understand. 

PRAED [grasping his hand] Good fellow, 
Frank! I heartily beg your pardon. But must 
you never see her again? 

FRANK. Never see her again! Hang it all, 
be reasonable. I shall come along as often 
as possible, and be her brother. I can not 
understand the absurd consequences you 
romantic people expect from the most ordin- 
ary transactions. [A knock at the door], I 
wonder who this is. Would you mind open- 
ing the door? If it’s a client it will look more 
respectable than if I appeared. 

PRAED. Certainly. [He goes to the door and 
opens it. Frank sits down in Viviens chair to 
scribble a note]. My dear Kitty: come in: 
come in. 

Mrs Warren comes in, looking apprehensively 
round for Vivie. She has done her best to make 
herself matronly and dignified. The brilliant 
hat is replaced by a sober bonnet, and the gay 
blouse covered by a costly black silk mantle. She 
is pitiably anxious and ill at ease: evidently 
panic-stricken. 

MRS WARREN [to Frank] What! Youre here, 
are you? 

FRANK [turning in his chair from his writing, 
but not rising] Here, and charmed to see you. 
You come like a breath of spring. 

MRS WARREN. Oh, get out witli your non- 
sense. [In a low voice] Wheres Vivie? 

Frank points expressively to the door of the 
inner room, but says nothing. 

MRS WARREN [sitting down suddenly and 
almost beginning to cry] Praddy: wont she 
see me, dont you think? 

PRAED. My dear Kitty: dont distress your- 
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self. Why should she not? 

MRS WARREN, Oh, you never can see why 
not: youre too innocent. Mr Frank: did she 
say anything to you? 

FRANK [foldmg his note] She must see you, 
if [ven/ expressively] you wait til she comes in. 

MRS WARREN [frightened] Why shouldnt I 
wait? 

Frank looks quizzically at her; puts his note 
carefully on the ink-bottle, so that Vivie cannot 
fail to find it when next she dips her pen; then 
rises and devotes his attention entirely to her. 

FRANK. My dear Mrs Warren: suppose you 
were a sparrow — ever so tiny and pretty a 
sparrow hopping in the roadway — and you 
saw a steam roller coming in your direction, 
would you wait for it? 

MRS WARREN. Oh, dont bother me with 
your sparrows. What did she run away from 
Haslemere like that for? 

FRANK. I’m afraid she’ll tell you if you 
rashly await her return. 

MRS WARREN. Do you Want me to go away? 

FRANK. No: I always want you to stay. 
But I advise you to go away. 

MRS WARREN. What! And never sec her 
again! 

FRANK. Precisely. 

MRS WARREN [crying again] Praddy: dont 
let him be cruel to me. [5'^c hastily checks her 
tears and wipes her eyes] She’ll be so angry 
if she sees Ive been crying. 

FRANK [with a touch of real compassion in his 
airy tenderness] You know that Praddy is the 
soul of kindness, Mrs Warren. Praddy: what 
do you say? Go or stay? 

PRAED [to Mrs Warren] I really should be 
very sorry to cause you unnecessary pain; 
but I think perhaps you had better not wait. 
The fact is — [Vivie is heard at the inner door], 

FRANK. Sh! Too late. She's coming. 

MRS WARREN. Dont tell her I was crying. 
[Vivie comes in. She stops gravely on seeing Mrs 
Warren, who greets her with hysterical cheerful- 
ness], Well, dearie. So here you are at last. 

VIVIE. I am glad you have come: I want to 
speak to you. You said you were going, 
Frank, I think. 

FRANK. Yes. Will you come with me, Mrs 
Warren? What do you say to a trip to Rich- 
mond, and the theatre in the evening? There 
is safety in Richmond. No steam roller there. 

VIVIE. Nonsense, Frank. My mother will 
stay here. 

MRS WARREN [scaredl] I dont know: perhaps 


I’d better go. We’re disturbing you at your 
work. 

VIVIE [7vith quiet decision] Mr Praed: please 
take Frank away. Sit down, mother. [Mrs 
Warren obeys helplessly], 

PRAED. Come, Frank. Goodbye, Miss 
Vivie. 

VIVIE [shaking hafids] Goodbye. A pleasant 
trip. 

PRAED. Thank you: thank you. I hope so. 

FRANK [to Mrs Warre?i] Goodbye: youd 
ever so mueh better have taken my advice. 
[He shakes hands 7vith her. Then airily to Vivie] 
Byebyc, Viv. 

VIVIE. Goodbye. [He goes out gaily without 
shaking hands with her], 

PRAED [sadly] Goodbye, Kitty. 

MRS WARREN [snivelling] — oobye! 

Praed goes, Vivie, composed and extremely 
grave, sits donm in Ilonoria's chair, ayid rvaits 
for her mother to speak. Mrs Warren, dreading 
a pause, loses no time in beginning. 

MRS WARREN. Well, Vivic, what did you go 
away like that for without saying a word to 
me? How could you do such a thing! And 
what have you done to poor George? I 
wanted him to come with me; but he shuffled 
out of it. I could sec that he was quite afraid 
of you. Only fancy: he wanted me not to 
come. As if [trembling] I should be afraid of 
you, dearie. [Viviens gravity deepens]. But 
of course I told him it was all settled and 
comfortable between us, and that we were 
on the best of terms. breaks down]. Vivie: 
whats the meaning of this? [5^e produces a 
commercial envelope, and fumbles at the en- 
closure with trembling fngers], I got it from 
the bank this morning. 

VIVIE. It is my month’s allowance. They 
sent it to me as usual the other day. I simply 
sent it back to be placed to your credit, and 
asked them to send you the lodgment receipt. 
In future I shall support myself. 

MRS WARREN [not daring to understandi] 
Wasnt it enough? Why didnt you tell me? 
[With a cunning gleam in her eye] I’ll double 
it: I was intending to double it. Only let me 
know how much you want. 

VIVIE. You know very well that that has 
nothing to do with it. From this time I go 
my own way in my own business and among 
my own friends. And you will go yours. [5^6 
rises]. Goodbye. 

MRS WARREN [rising, appalled] Goodbye? 

VIVIE. Yes: goodbye. Come: dont let us 
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make a useless scene: you understand per- 
fectly well. Sir George Crofts has told me 
the whole business. 

MRS WARREN [angrily] Silly old — 
swallows an epithet, and turns white at the 
narrowness of her escape from uttering it], 

viviE. Just so. 

MRS WARREN. He ought to have his tongue 
cut out. But I thought it was ended: you 
said you didnt mind. 

VIVIE [steadfastly] Excuse me: Ido mind. 

MRS WARREN. But I explained — 

VIVIE. You explained how it came about. 
You did not tell me that it is still going on. 
[iSAe sits]. 

Mrs Warren, silenced for a moment, looks 
forlornly at Vivie, who waits, secretly hoping 
that the combat is over. But the cunning expres- 
sion comes hack into Mrs Warren s face; and 
she bends across the table, sly and urgent, half 
whispering. 

MRS WARREN. Vivie: do you know how rich 
I am? 

VIVIE. I have no doubt you are very rich. 

MRS WARREN. But you dont know all that 
that means: youre too young. It means a 
new dress every day; it means theatres and 
balls every night; it means having the pick 
of all the gentlemen in Europe at your feet; 
it means a lovely house and plenty of ser- 
vants; it means the choieest of eating and 
drinking; it means everything you like, 
everything you want, everything you can 
think of. And what are you here? A mere 
drudge, toiling and moiling early and late 
for your bare living and two cheap dresses 
a year. Think over it. [Soothingly] Youre 
shocked, I know. I can enter into your feel- 
ings; and I think they do you credit; but 
trust me, nobody will blame you: you may 
take my word for that. I know what young 
girls are; and I know youll think better of it 
when youve turned it over in your mind. 

VIVIE. So thats how it’s done, is it? You 
must have said all that to many a woman, 
mother, to have it so pat. 

MRS WARREN [passionately] What harm am 
I asking you to do? [Vivie turns away con- 
temptuously. Mrs Warren continues desperately] 
Vivie: listen to me: you dont understand: 
youve been taught wrong on purpose: you 
dont know what the world is really like. 

VIVIE [arrested] Taught wrong on purpose! 
What do you mean? 

MRS WARREN. I mean that youre throwing 


away all your chances for nothing. You think 
that people are what they pretend to be: 
that the way you were taught at school and 
college to think right and proper is the way 
things really are. But it’s not: it’s all only a 
pretence, to keep the cowardly slavish com- 
mon run of people quiet. Do you want to 
find that out, like other women, at forty, 
when youve thrown yourself away and lost 
your chances; or wont you take it in good 
time now from your own mother, that loves 
you and swears to you that it’s truth: gospel 
truth? [Urgently] Vivie: the big people, the 
clever people, the managing people, all know 
it. They do as I do, and think what I think. 

I know plenty of them. I know them to speak 
to, to introduce you to, to make friends of 
for you. I dont mean anything wrong: thats 
what you dont understand: your head is full 
of ignorant ideas about me. What do the 
people that taught you know about life or 
about people like me? When did they ever 
meet me, or speak to me, or let anyone tell 
them about me? the fools! Would they ever 
have done anything for you if I hadnt paid 
them? Havnt I told you that I want you to 
be respectable? Havnt I brought you up to 
be respectable? And how can you keep it up 
without my money and my influence and 
Lizzie’s friends? Cant you see that youre 
cutting your own throat as well as breaking 
my heart in turning your back on me? 

VIVIE. I recognize the Crofts philosophy 
of life, mother. I heard it all from him that 
day at the Gardners’. 

MRS WARREN. You think I want to force 
that played-out old sot on you! I dont, Vivie: 
on my oath I dont. 

VIVIE. It would not matter if you did: you 
would not succeed. [Mrs Warren winces, 
deeply hurt by the implied indifference towards 
her affectionate intention. Vivie, neither under- 
standing this nor concerning herself about it, 
goes on calmly] Mother: you dont at all know 
the sort of person I am. I dont object to 
Crofts more than to any other coarsely built 
man of his class. To tell you the truth, I 
rather admire him for being strongminded 
enough to enjoy himself in his own way and 
make plenty of money instead of living the 
usual shooting, hunting, dining-out, tailoring, 
loafing life of his set merely because all the 
rest do it. And I'm perfectly aware that if 
I’d been in the same circumstances as my 
aunt Liz, I’d have done exactly what she 
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did. I dont think Tm more prejudiced or 
straitlaced than you: I think Tm less. Fm 
certain Tm less sentimental. I know very 
well that fashionable morality is all a pre- 
tence, and that if I took your money and 
devoted the rest of my life to spending it 
fashionably, I might be as worthless and 
vicious as the silliest woman could possibly 
want to be without having a word said to me 
about it. But I dont want to be worthless. 

I shouldnt enjoy trotting about the park 
to advertize my dressmaker and carriage 
builder, or being bored at the opera to shew 
off a shopwindowful of diamonds. 

MRS WARREN \heTvildered] But — 

viviE. Wait a moment; Ive not done. Tell 
me why you continue your business now that 
you are independent of it. Your sister, you 
told me, has left all that behind her. Why 
dont you do the same? 

MRS WARREN. Oil, it’s all Very easy for Liz: 
she likes good society, and has the air of being 
a lady. Imagine me in a cathedral town! 
Why, the very rooks in the trees would find 
me out even if I could stand the dulness of 
it. I must have work and excitement, or I 
should go melancholy mad. And what else 
is there for me to do? The life suits me: Tm 
fit for it and not for anything else. If I didnt 
do it somebody else would; so I dont do any 
real harm by it. And then it brings in money; 
and I like making money. No: it's no use: 
I cant give it up — not for anybody. But what 
need you know about it? I’ll never mention 
it. I’ll keep Crofts away. I’ll not trouble you 
much: you see I have to be constantly run- 
ning about from one place to another. Youll 
be quit of me altogether when I die. 

VIVIE. No: I am my mother’s daughter. 
I am like you: I must have work, and must 
make more money than I spend. But my 
work is not your work, and my way not your 
way. We must part. It will not make much 
difference to us: instead of meeting one 
another for perhaps a few months in twenty 
years, we shall never meet: thats all. 

MRS WARREN [hcT voicc stijled in iears^ Vi vie: 
I meant to have been more with you: I did 
indeed. 

VIVIE. It’s no use, mother: I am not to be 
changed by a few cheap tears and entreaties 
any more than you are, I daresay. 

MRS WARREN [wildly] Oh, you Call a mother’s 
tears cheap. 

VIVIE. They cost you nothing; and you ask 


me to give you the peace and quietness of 
my whole life in exchange for them. What 
use would my company be to you if you could 
get it? What have we two in common that 
could make cither of us happy together? 

MRS WARREN [lapsing recklessly into her 
dialect] We’re mother and daughter. I want 
my daughter. Ive a right to you. Who is to 
care for me when I’m old? Plenty of girls 
have taken to me like daughters and cried 
at leaving me; but I let them all go because 
I had you to look forward to. I kept myself 
lonely for you. Youve no right to turn on me 
now and refuse to do your duty as a daughter. 

VIVIE [jarred and antagonized hy the echo of 
the slums in her mother s voice] My duty as a 
daughter! I thought we should come to that 
presently. Now once for all, mother, you 
want a daughter and Frank wants a wife. I 
dont want a mother; and I dont want a hus- 
band. I have spared neither Frank nor myself 
in sending him about his business. Do you 
think I will spare yo u? 

MRS WARREN [violently] Oh, I know the sort 
you are: no mercy for yourself or anyone else. 
1 know. My experience has done that for me 
anyhow: I can tell the pious, canting, hard, 
selfish woman when I meet her. Well, keep 
yourself to yourself: I dont want you. But 
listen to this. Do you know what I would do 
with you if you were a baby again? aye, as 
sure as thcres a Heaven above us. 

VIVIE. Strangle me, perhaps. 

MRS WARREN. No*. I’d bring you up to be a 
real daughter to me, and not what you are 
now, with your pride and your prejudices 
and the college education you stole from me: 
yes, stole: deny it if you can: what was it but 
stealing? I’d bring you up in my own house, 
I would. 

VIVIE [quietly] In one of your own houses. 

MRS WARREN [scrcaming] Listen to her! 
listen to how she spits on her mother’s grey 
hairs! Oh, may you live to have your own 
daughter tear and trample on you as you have 
trampled on me. And you will: you will. No 
woman ever had luck with a mother’s curse 
on her. 

VIVIE. I wish you wouldnt rant, mother. It 
only hardens me. Come: I suppose I am the 
only young woman you ever had in your 
power that you did good to. Dont spoil it all 
now. 

MRS WARREN. Ycs, Hcavcn forgive me, it’s 
true; and you are the only one that ever 
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turned on me. Oh, the injustice of it! the 
injustice! the injustice! I always wanted to 
be a good woman. I tried honest work; and 
I was slave-driven until I cursed the day I 
ever heard of honest work. I was a good 
mother; and because I made my daughter a 
good woman she turns me out as if 1 was a 
leper. Oh, if I only had my life to live over 
again! I’d talk to that lying clergyman in the 
school. From this time forth, so help me 
Heaven in my last hour, I’ll do wrong and 
nothing but wrong. And I’ll prosper on it. 

viviE. Yes: it’s better to choose your line 
and go through with it. If I had been you, 
mother, I might have done as you did; but I 
should not have lived one life and believed in 
another. You are a conventional woman at 
heart. That is why I am bidding you goodbye 
now. I am right, am I not? 

MRS WARREN [taken ahack^ Right to throw 
away all my money! 

VIVIE. No: right to get rid of you? I should 
be a fool not to? Isnt that so? 

MRS WARREN [sulktly\ Oh well, yes, if you 
come to that, I suppose you are. But Lord 


help the world if everybody took to doing 
the right thing! And now I’d better go than 
stay where I’m not wanted. [-S^e turns to the 
door\ ' 

VIVIE [kindly] Wont you shake hands? 

MRS WARREN [after looking at her fiercely for 
a moment with a savage impulse to strike her] 
No, thank you. Goodbye. 

\\\m.[7naiter‘of-factly] Goodbye. [Mrs War- 
ren goes out, slamming the door behind her. The 
strain on Vivie's face relaxes; her grave expres- 
sion breaks up into one of joyous content; her 
breath goes out in a half sob, half laugh of 
intense relief. She goes buoyantly to her place at 
the writing-table; pushes the electric lamp out of 
the way; pulls over a great sheaf of papers; and 
is in the act of dipping her pen tn the ink when 
she finds Frank's note. She opens it unconcernedly 
and reads it quickly , giving a Utile laugh at some 
quaint turn of expression in i/]. And goodbye, 
Frank. [5'//e tears the note up and tosses the pieces 
into the waste-paper basket rvithout a second 
thought. Then she goes at her work with a plunge^ 
and soon becomes absorbed in its figures], 

THE END 


IV 

ARMS AND THE MAN 

1894 

BEING THE FIRST OF FOUR PLEASANT PLAYS 


ACT I 

Night. A lady's bedchamber in Bulgaria, in a 
small town near the Dragoman Pass, late in 
November in the year 1885. Through an open 
window with a Utile balcony a peak of the Bal- 
kans, wonderfully white and beautiful in the star- 
lit snow, seems quite close at hand, though it is 
really miles away. The interior of the room is not 
like anything to be seen in the west of Europe, It 
is half rich Bulgarian, half cheap Viennese. 
Above the head of the bed, which stands against 
a Utile wall cutting off the left hand corner of the 
room, is a painted wooden shrine, blue and gold, 
with an ivory image of Christ, and a light hang- 
ing before it in a pierced metal ball suspended by 
three chains. The principal seat, placed towards 
the other side of the room and opposite the win- 
dow, is a Turkish ottoman. The counterpane and 
hangings of the bed, the window curtains, the 
little carpet, and all the ornamental textile fabrics 


in the room are oriental and gorgeous: the paper 
on the walls is occidental and paltry. The wash- 
stand, against the wall on the side nearest the 
ottoman and fvindow, consists of an enamelled 
iron basin with a pail beneath it in a painted 
metal frame, and a single towel on the rail at the 
side. The dressing table, between the bed and the 
window, is a common pine table, covered with a 
cloth of ynany colors, with an expensive toilet 
mirror on it. The door is on the side nearest the 
bed; and there is a chest of drawers between. This 
chest of drawers is also covered by a variegated 
native cloth; and on it there is a pile of paper 
backed novels, a box of chocolate creams, and a 
miniature easel with a large photograph of an 
extremely handsome officer, whose lofty bearing 
and magnetic glance can be felt even from the 
portrait. The room is lighted by a candle on the 
chest of drawers, and another on the dressing 
table with a box of matches beside it. 
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The window is hinged doorwise and stands 
wide open. Outside, a pair of wooden shutters, 
opening outwards, also stand open. On the haU 
cony a young lady, intensely conscious of the 
romantic beauty of the night, and of the fact that 
her own youth and beauty are part of it, is gazing 
at the snowy Balkans, She is in her nightgown, 
well covered by a long mantle of furs, worth, on 
a moderate estimate, about three times the furni- 
ture of her xoom. 

Her reverie is interrupted by her mother, 
Catherine Petkoff, a woman over forty, imperi- 
ously energetic, with magnificent black hair and 
eyes, who might be a very splendid specimen of 
the wife of a mountain farmer, but is determined 
to be a Viennese lady, and to that end wears a 
fashionable tea gown on all occasions. 

CATHERINE [entering hastily, full of good 
news^ Raina! pronounces it Rah-eena, with 
the stress on the xe\ Raina! [SAe goes to the bed, 
expecting to find Raina there]. Why, where — ? 
[Raina looks into the room]. Heavens, child! are 
you out in the night air instead of in your 
bed? Youll catch your death. Louka told me 
you were asleep. 

RAINA [dreamily] I sent her away. I wanted 
to be alone. The stars are so beautiful! What 
is the matter? 

CATHERINE. Such ncws! There has been a 
battle. 

RAINA [her eyes dilating] Ah! [5*^6 comes 
eagerly to Catherine], 

CATHERINE. A great battle at Slivnitza! A 
victory! And it was won by Sergius. 

RAINA [with a cry of delight] Ah! [They em- 
brace rapturously] Oh, mother! [Then, with 
sudden anxiety] Is father safe? 

CATHERINE. Of coursc*. he sends me the 
news. Sergius is the hero of the hour, the idol 
of the regiment. 

RAINA. Tell me, tell me. How was it? [Ec- 
statically] Oh, mother! mother! mother! 
pulls her mother down on the ottoman; and they 
kiss one another frantically], 

CATHERINE [with Surging enthusiasrri] You 
cant guess how splendid it is. A cavalry 
charge! think of that! He defied our Russian 
commanders — acted without orders — led a 
charge on his own responsibility — headed it 
himself — was the first man to sweep through 
their guns. Cant you see it, Raina: our gallant 
splendid Bulgarians, with their swords and 
eyes flashing, thundering down like an 
avalanche and scattering the wretched Serbs 
and their dandified Austrian officers like 


chaff. And you! you kept Sergius waiting a 
year before you would be betrothed to him. 
Oh, if you have a drop of Bulgarian blood in 
your veins, you will worship him when he 
comes back. 

RAINA. What will he care for my poor little 
worship after the acclamations of a whole 
army of heroes? But no matter: I am so 
happy! so proud! rises and walks about 
excitedly]. It proves that all our ideas were 
real after all. 

CATHERINE [indignantly] Our ideas real! 
What do you mean? 

RAINA. Our ideas of what Sergius would do. 
Our patriotism. Our heroic ideals. I some- 
times used to doubt whether they were any- 
thing but dreams. Oh, what faithless little 
creatures girls are! When I buckled on 
Sergius’s sword he looked so noble: it was 
treason to think of disillusion or humiliation 
or failure. And yet — and yet — sits down 

again suddenly] Promise me youll never tell 
him. 

CATHERINE. Dont ask me for promises until 
I know what I’m promising. 

RAINA. Well, it came into my head just as 
he was holding me in his arms and looking 
into my eyes that perhaps we only had our 
heroic ideas because we are so fond of read- 
ing Byron and Pushkin, and because we were 
so delighted with the opera that season at 
Bucharest. Real life is so seldom like that! 
indeed never, as far as I knew it then. [Re- 
morsefully] Only think, mother: I doubted 
him: I wondered whether all his heroic 
qualities and his soldiership might not prove 
mere imagination when he went into a real 
battle. I had an uneasy fear that he might 
cut a poor figure there beside all those clever 
officers from the Tsar’s court. 

CATHERINE. A poor figure! Shame on you! 
The Serbs have Austrian officers who are just 
as clever as the Russians; but we have beaten 
them in every battle for all that. 

RAINA [laughing and snuggling against her 
mother] Yes: I was only a prosaic little 
coward. Oh, to think that it was all true! that 
Sergius is just as splendid and noble as he 
looks! that the world is really a glorious 
world for women who can see its glory and 
men who can act its romance! What happi- 
ness! what unspeakable fulfilment! 

They are interrupted by the entry of Louka, a 
handsome proud girl in a pretty Bulgarian 
peasant's dress with double apron, so defiant that 
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her servility to Raina is almost insolent. She is 
afraid of Catherine, hut even with her goes as 
far as she dares. 

LOUKA. If you please, madam, all the win- 
dows are to be closed and the shutters made 
fast. They say there may be shooting in the 
streets. [Raina and Catherine rise together, 
alarmed\ The Serbs are being chased right 
back through the pass; and they say they 
may run into the town. Our cavalry will be 
after them; and our people will be ready for 
them, you may be sure, now theyre running 
away. [She goes out on the balcony, and pulls the 
outside shutters to; then steps back into the room]. 

CATHERINE [businessUke, her housekeeping 
instincts aroused^ I must see that everything 
is made safe downstairs. 

RAINA. I wish our people were not so cruel. 
What glory is there in killing wretched 
fugitives? 

CATHERINE. Crucl! Do you suppose they 
would hesitate to kill you — or worse? 

RAINA [to LoukcL\ Leave the shutters so that 
I can just close them if I hear any noise. 

CATHERINE [authoritatively, turning on her 
way to the door\ Oh no, dear: you must keep 
them fastened. You would be sure to drop off 
to sleep and leave them open. Make them 
fast, Louka. 

LOUKA. Yes, madam. [She fastens them']. 

RAINA. Dont be anxious about me. The 
moment I hear a shot, I shall blow out the 
candles and roll myself up in bed with my 
ears well covered. 

CATHERINE. Quite the wisest thing you can 
do, my love. Goodnight. 

RAINA. Goodnight. [Her emotion comes back 
for a moment]. Wish me joy. [They A*m]. This 
is the happiest night of my life — if only there 
are no fugitives. 

CATHERINE. Go to bed, dear; and dont 
think of them. [-SAe goes out]. 

LOUKA [secretly, to Raina] If you would like 
the shutters open, just give them a push like 
this [she pushes them: they open: she pulls them 
to again]. One of them ought to be bolted at 
the bottom; but the bolt’s gone. 

RAINA [rvith dignity, reproving her] Thanks, 
Louka; but we must do what we are told. 
[Louka makes a grimace]. Goodnight. 

LOUKA [carelessly] Goodnight. goes out, 
swaggering. 

Raina, left alone, takes off her fur cloak and 
throws it on the ottoman. Then she goes to the 
chest of drawers, and adores the portrait there 


with feelings that are beyond all expression. She 
does not kiss it or press it to her breast, or shew 
it any mark of bodily affection; but she takes it 
in her hands and elevates it, like a priestess. 

RAINA [looking up at the picture] Oh, I shall 
never be unworthy of you any more, my 
soul’s hero: never, never, never. [She replaces 
it reverently. Then she selects a novel from the 
little pile of books. She turns over the leaves 
dreamily ; finds her page; turns the hook inside 
out at it; and, with a happy sigh, gets into bed 
and prepares to read herself to sleep. But before 
abandoning herself to fiction, she raises her eyes 
once more, thinking of the blessed reality, and 
murmurs] My hero! my hero! 

A distant shot breaks the quiet of the night. 
She starts, listening; and bvo more shots, much 
nearer, follow, startling her so that she scrambles 
out of bed, and hastily blows out the candle on 
the chest of draivers. Then, putting her fingers in 
her ears, she runs to the dressing table, blows out 
the light there, and hurries back to bed in the 
dark, nothing being visible hut the glimmer of the 
light in the pierced ball before the image, and the 
starlight seen through the slits at the top of the 
shutters. The firing breaks out again: there is a 
startling fusillade quite close at hand. Whilst it 
is still echoing, the shutters disappear, pulled 
open from without; and for an instant the rect- 
angle of snowy starlight fi ashes out with the 
figure of a man silhouetted in black upon it. The 
shutters close immediately; and the room is dark 
again. But the silence is now broken by the sound 
of panting. Then there is a scratch; and the 
fame of a match is seen in the middle of the 
room. 

RAINA [crouching on the bed] Who’s there? 
[The match is out instantly]. Who’s there? Who 
is that? 

A man’s VOICE [in the darkness, subduedly, but 
threateningly] Sh — sh! Dont call out; or youll 
be shot. Be good; and no harm will happen to 
you. [She is heard leaving her bed, and making 
for the door]. Take care: it’s no use trying to 
run away. 

RAINA. But who — 

THE VOICE [warning] Remember: if you 
raise your voice my revolver will go off. [Com- 
mandingly]. Strike a light and let me see you. 
Do you hear. [Another moment of silence and 
darkness as she retreats to the chest of drawers. 
Then she lights a candle; and the mystery is at 
an end. He is a man of about 35, in a deplorable 
plight, bespattered with mud and blood and snow, 
his belt and the strap of his revolver-case keeping 
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together the torn ruins of the blue tunic of a 
Serbian artillery officer. All that the candlelight 
and his unwashed unkempt condition make it 
possible to discern is that he is of middling 
stature and undistinguished appearance^ with 
strong neck and shoulders^ roundish obstinate 
looking head covered with short crisp bronze 
curls, clear quick eyes and good brows and 
mouth, hopelessly prosaic ?iose like that of a 
strong minded baby, trim soldierlike carriage and 
energetic manner, and with all his wits about him 
in spite of his desperate predicament: even with 
a sense of the humor of it, without, however, the 
least intention of trifling with it or throwing 
away a chance. Reckoning up ivhai he can guess 
about Raina: her age, her social position, her 
character,- and the extent to which she is 
frightened, he continues, more politely but still 
most determinedly^ Excuse my disturbing you; 
but you recognize my uniform? Serb! If Em 
caught I shall be killed. [Menacingly^ Do you 
understand that? 

RAINA. Yes. 

THE MAN. Well, I dont intend to get killed 
if I can help it. [Still more formidably^ Do you 
understand that? [lie locks the door quickly 
but quietly], 

RAINA [disdainfully] I suppose not. [•S/ie 
draws herself up superbly, and looks him straight 
in the face, adding, with cutting emphasis] Some 
soldiers, I know, are afraid to die. 

THE MAN [with grim goodhumor] All of them, 
dear lady, all of them, believe me. It is our 
duty to live as long as we can. Now, if you 
raise an alarm — 

RAINA [cutting him You will shoot me. 

How do you know that 1 am afraid to die? 

THE MAN [cunningly] Ah; but suppose I dont 
shoot you, what will happen then? A lot of 
your cavalry will burst into this pretty room 
of yours and slaughter me here like a pig; for 
I’ll fight like a demon: they shant get me 
into the street to amuse themselves with: I 
know what they are. Are you prepared to 
receive that sort of company in your present 
undress? [Raina, suddenly conscious of her 
nightgown, instinctively shrinks, and gathers 
it more closely about her neck. He fvatches her, 
and adds, pitilessly] Hardly presentable, eh? 
[*SAe turns to the ottoman. He raises his pistol 
instantly, and cries] Stop! [iSAe stops]. Where 
are you going? 

RAINA [with dignified patience] Only to get 
my cloak. 

THE MAN [passing swiftly to the ottoman and 


snatching the cloak] A good ideal I’ll keep the 
cloak; and you 11 take care that nobody comes 
in and sees you without it. This is a better 
weapon than the revolver: eh? [He throws the 
pistol down on the ottoman], 

RAINA [revolted] It is not the weapon of a 
gentleman! 

THE MAN. It’s good enough for a man with 
only you to stand between him and death. 
[As they look at one another for a moment, 
Raina hardly able to believe that even a Serbian 
officer can be so cynically and selfishly un~ 
chivalrous, they are startled by a sharp fusillade 
in the street. The chill of imminent death hushes 
the mans voice as he adds] Do you hear? If 
you are going to bring those blackguards in 
on me you shall receive them as you are. 

Clamor and disturbance. The pursuers in the 
street batter at the house door, shouting Open 
the door! Open the door! Wake up, will you! 
A man servant's voice calls to them angrily from 
7vithin This is Major PetkofF’s house: you cant 
come in here; but a renewal of the clamor, and 
a torrent of blows o?i the door, end with his letting 
a chain down with a clank, followed by a rush 
of heavy footsteps and a din of triumphant yells, 
domhiated at last by the voice of Catherine, in- 
dignantly addressing an officer ivith What does 
this mean, sir? Do you know where you are? 
The noise subsides suddenly, 

LOUKA [outside, knocking at the bedroom door] 
My lady! my lady! get up quick and open the 
door. If you dont they will break it down. 

The fugitive throw's up his head with the 
gesture of a man who sees that it is all over with 
him, and drops the manner he has been assuming 
to intimidate Raina. 

THE MAN [sincerely and kindly] No use, dear: 
I’m done for. [Flingmg the cloak to her] Quick! 
wrap yourself up: theyrc coming. 

RAINA. Oh, thank you. ivraps herself up 

7vith intense relief], 

THE MAN [bet7veen his teeth] Dont mention it. 

RAINA [anxiously] What will you do? 

THE MAN [grimly] The first man in will find 
out. Keep out of the way; and dont look. It 
wont last long; but it will not be nice. [He 
draws his sabre and faces the door, waiting], 

RAINA [wipulsively] I’ll help you. I’ll save 
you. 

THE MAN. You cant. 

RAINA. I can. I’ll hide you. [^Ae drags him 
towards the window]. Here! behind the cur- 
tains. 

THE MAN [yielding to her] Theres just half a 
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chance, if you keep your head. 

RAIMA [drawing the curtain before hirn\ S-sh! 
[SAe makes for the ottoman\, 

THE MAN [jputting out his head] Remember — 

RAIMA [running back to him] Yes? 

THE MAN. — nine soldiers out of ten are 
born fools. 

RAIMA. Oh! [5Ae draws the curtain angrily 
before him], 

THE MAM [looking out at the other side] If they 
find me, I promise you a fight: a devil of a 
fight. 

She stamps at him. He disappears hastily. 
She takes off her cloaks and throws it across 
the foot of the bed. Then, with a sleepy, dis- 
turbed air, she opens the door, Louka enters 
excitedly, 

LOUKA. One of those beasts of Serbs has 
been seen climbing up the waterpipe to your 
balcony. Our men want to search for him; 
and they are so wild and drunk and furious. 
[iSA^ makes for the other side of the room to get 
as far from the door as possible]. My lady says 
you are to dress at once, and to — [iSAe sees 
the revolver lying on the ottoman, and stops, 
petrified], 

RAIMA [a^ if annoyed at hemg disturbed] They 
shall not search here. Why have they been 
let in? 

CATHERINE [coming in hastily] Raina, dar- 
ling; are you safe? Have you seen anyone or 
heard anything? 

RAIMA. I heard the shooting. Surely the 
soldiers will not dare come in here? 

CATHERINE. I havc found a Russian officer, 
thank Heaven: he knows Sergius. [Speaking 
through the door to someone outside] Sir: will you 
come in now. My daughter will receive you. 

A young Russian officer, in Bulgarian uni- 
form, enters, sword in hand, 

OFFICER [with soft feline politeness and stiff 
military carriage] Good evening, gracious 
lady. I am sorry to intrude; but there is a 
Serb hiding on the balcony. Will you and the 
gracious lady your mother please to with- 
draw whilst we search? 

RAIMA [petulantly] Nonsense, sir: you can 
see that there is no one on the balcony. [.SAe 
throws tht shutters wide open and stands with 
her back to the curtain where the man is hidden, 
pointing to the moonlit balcony. A couple of shots 
are fired right undtr the window; and a bullet 
shatters the glass opposite Raina, who winks and 
gasps, but stands her ground; fvkilst Catherine 
screams, and the officer, with a cry of Take 


care! rushes to the balcony], 

THE OFFICER [on the balcony, shouting sav- 
agely down to the street] Cease firing there, you 
fools: do you hear? Cease firing, damn you! 
[He glares down for a moment; then turns to 
Raina, trying to resume his polite manner]. 
Could anyone have got in without your 
knowledge? Were you asleep? 

RAIMA. No: I have not been to bed. 

THE OFFICER [impatiently, coming back into 
the room] Your neighbors have their heads so 
full of runaway Serbs that they see them 
everywhere. [Politely] Gracious lady: a thou- 
sand pardons. Goodnight. [Military bow, 
which Raina returns coldly. Another to Catherine, 
who follows him out], 

Raina closes the shutters. She turns and sees 
Louka, who has been watching the scene curi- 
ously, 

RAIMA. Dont leave my mother, Louka, 
until the soldiers go away. 

Louka glances at Raina, at the ottoman, at the 
curtain; then purses her Ups secretively, laughs 
insolently, and goes out. Raina, highly offended 
by this demonstration, follows her to the door, 
and shuts it behind her with a slam, locking it 
violently. The man immediately steps out from 
behind the curtain, sheathing his sabre. Then, 
dismissing the danger from his mind in a busi- 
nesslike way, he comes affably to Raina, 

THE MAN. A narrow shave; but a miss is as 
good as a mile. Dear young lady; your ser- 
vant to the death. I wish for your sake I had 
joined the Bulgarian army instead of the 
other one. I am not a native Serb. 

RAIMA [haughtily] No: you are one of the 
Austrians who set the Serbs on to rob us of 
our national liberty, and who officer their 
army for them. We hate them! 

THE MAN. Austrian! not I. Dont hate me, 
dear young lady. I am a Swiss, fighting 
merely as a professional soldier. I joined the 
Serbs because they came first on the road 
from Switzerland. Be generous: youve beaten 
us hollow. 

RAIMA. Have I not been generous? 

THE MAN. Noble! Heroic! But Tm not saved 
yet. This particular rush will soon pass 
through; but the pursuit will go on all night 
by fits and starts. I must take my chance to 
get off in a quiet interval. [Pleasantly] You 
dont mind my waiting just a minute or two, 
do you? 

RAIMA [putting on her most genteel society 
manner] Oh, not at all. Wont you sit down? 
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THE MAN. Thanks. [He sits on the foot of the 
bed], 

Raina walks with studied elegance to the otto- 
man and sits down. Unfortunately she sits on the 
pistol, and jumps up with a shriek. The man, all 
nerves, shies like a frighte?ied horse to the other 
side of the room. 

THE MAN [irritably^ Dont frighten me like 
that. What is it? 

RAINA. Your revolver! It was staring that 
officer in the face all the time. What an 
escape! 

THE MAN [vexed at being unnecessarily terri- 
fied] Oh, is that all? 

RAINA [staring at him rather superciliously as 
she conceives a poorer and poorer opinion of him, 
and feels proportionately more and more at her 
ease] I am sorry I frightened you. [She takes 
up the pistol and hands it to him]. Pray take it 
to protect yourself against me. 

THE MAN [grinning wearily at the sarcasm as 
he takes the pistol] No use, dear young lady: 
theres nothing in it. It’s not loaded. [He 
makes a grimace at it, and drops it disparagingly 
into his revolver case]. 

RAINA. Load it by all means. 

THE MAN. Ive no ammunition. What use 
are cartridges in battle? I always carry 
chocolate instead; and I finished the last cake 
of that hours ago. 

RAINA [outraged in her most cherished ideals 
of manhood] Chocolate! Do you stuff your 
pockets with sweets — like a schoolboy — 
even in the field? 

THE MAN [grinning Yes: isnt it contempt- 
ible? [Hungrily] I wish I had some now. 

RAINA. Allow me. [S'Ae sails atvay scornfully 
to the chest of drawers, and returns with the box 
of confectionery in her hand]. I am sorry I have 
eaten them all except these. [She offers him 
the box], 

THE MAN [ravenously] Youre an angel! [lie 
gobbles the contents]. Creams! Delicious! [He 
looks anxiously to see whether there are any more. 
There are none: he can only scrape the box with 
his fingers and suck them. When that nourish- 
ment is exhausted he accepts the inevitable nith 
pathetic goodhumor, and says, with grateful 
emotion] Bless you, dear lady! You can always 
tell an old soldier by the inside of his holsters 
and cartridge boxes. The young ones carry 
pistols and cartridges: the old ones, grub. 
Thank you. [He hands back the box. She snatches 
it contemptuously from him and throws it away. 
He shies again, as if she had meant to strike 


him]. Ugh! Dont do things so suddenly, 
gracious lady. It’s mean to revenge yourself 
because I frightened you just now. 

RAINA [loftily] Frighten m e ! Do you know, 
sir, that though I am only a woman, I think 
I am at heart as brave as you. 

THE MAN. I should think so. You havnt been 
under fire for three days as I have. I can 
stand two days without shewing it much; 
but no man can stand three days: I’m as 
nervous as a mouse. [He sits down on the otto- 
man, and takes his head in his hands]. Would 
you like to see me cry? 

RAINA [alarmed] No. 

THE MAN. If you would, all you have to do 
is to scold me just as if I were a little boy and 
you my nurse. If I were in camp now, theyd 
play all sorts of tricks on me. 

RAINA [a little moved] I’m sorry. I wont 
scold you. [Touched by the sympathy in her tone, 
he raises his head and looks gratefully at her: 
she immediately draivs back and says stiffly] 
You must excuse me: our soldiers are not 
like that. [6’^e moves aivay from the ottoman]. 

THE MAN. Oh yes they are. There are only 
two sorts of soldiers: old ones and young ones. 
Ive served fourteen years: half of your 
fellows never smelt powder before. Why, 
how is it that youve just beaten us? Sheer 
ignorance of the art of war, nothing else. 
[Indignantly] I never saw anything so un- 
professional. 

RAINA [ironically] Oh! was it unprofessional 
to beat you? 

THE MAN. Well, come! is it professional to 
throw a regiment of cavalry on a battery of 
machine guns, with the dead certainty that 
if the guns go off not a horse or man will ever 
get within fifty yards of the fire? I couldnt 
believe my eyes when I saw it. 

RAINA [eagerly turning to him, as all her en- 
thusiasm and her dreams of glory rush back on 
her] Did you see the great cavalry charge? 
Oh, tell me about it. Describe it to me. 

THE MAN. You ncvcr saw a cavalry charge, 
did you? 

RAINA. How could I? 

THE MAN. Ah, perhaps not. No: of course 
not! Well, it’s a funny sight. It’s like slinging 
a handful of peas against a window pane: 
first one comes; then two or three close be- 
hind him; and then all the rest in a lump. 

RAINA [her eyes dilating as she raises her 
clasped hands ecstatically] Yes, first One! the 
bravest of the brave! 

£ 
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THE MAN [prosaically] Hm! you should see 
the poor devil pulling at his horse. 

RAiNA. Why should he pull at his horse? 

THE MAN [impatient of so stupid a questio7{\ 
It's running away with him, of course: do 
you suppose the fellow wants to get there 
before the others and be killed? Then they 
all come. You can tell the young ones by 
their wildness and their slashing. The old 
ones come bunched up under the number 
one guard: they know that theyre mere pro- 
jectiles, and that it’s no use trying to fight. 
The wounds are mostly broken knees, from 
the horses cannoning together. 

RAINA. Ugh! But I dont believe the first 
man is a coward. I know he is a hero! 

THE MAN [goodhumoredly] Thats what youd 
have said if youd seen the first man in the 
charge today. 

RAINA [breathless, forgiving him everything] 
Ah, I knew it! Tell me. Tell me about him. 

THE MAN. He did it like an operatic tenor. 
A regular handsome fellow, with flashing 
eyes and lovely moustache, shouting his 
war-cry and charging like Don Quixote at 
the windmills. We did laugh. 

RAINA. You dared to laugh! 

THE MAN. Yes; but when the sergeant ran 
up as white as a sheet, and told us theyd sent 
us the wrong ammunition, and that we 
couldnt fire a round for the next ten minutes, 
we laughed at the other side of our mouths. 
I never felt so sick in my life; though Ive 
been in one or two very tight places. And I 
hadnt even a revolver cartridge: only choco- 
late. We’d no bayonets: nothing. Of course, 
they just cut us to bits. And there was Don 
Quixote flourishing like a drum major, 
thinking he’d done the cleverest thing ever 
known, whereas he ought to be court- 
martialled for it. Of all the fools ever let 
loose on a field of battle, that man must be 
the very maddest. He and his regiment 
simply committed suicide; only the pistol 
missed fire: thats all. 

RAINA [deeply wounded, hut steadfastly loyal 
to her ideals] Indeed! Would you know him 
again if you saw him? 

THE MAN. Shall I ever forget him! 

She again goes to the chest of drawers. He 
watches her with a vague hope that she may have 
something more for him to eat. She takes the 
portrait from its stand and brings it to him, 

RAINA. That is a photograph of the gentle- 
man — the patriot and hero — to whom I am 


betrothed. 

THE MAN [recognizing it with a shock] I’m 
really very sorry. [Looking at her] Was it fair 
to lead me on? [He looks at the portrait again] 
Yes: thats Don Quixote: not a doubt of it. 
[He stifles a laugh], 

RAINA [quickly] Why do you laugh? 

THE MAN [apologetic, but still greatly tickled] 
I didnt laugh, I assure you. At least I didnt 
mean to. But when I think of him charging 
the windmills and imagining he was doing 
the finest thing — [He chokes with suppressed 
laughter], 

RAINA [sternly] Give me back the portrait, 
sir. 

THE MAN [7vith sincere remorse] Of course. 
Certainly. I’m really very sorry. [He hands 
her the picture. She deliberately kisses it and 
looks him straight in the face before returning to 
the chest of drarvers to replace it. He follows her, 
apologizing]. Perhaps I’m quite wrong, you 
know: no doubt I am. Most likely he had got 
wind of the cartridge business somehow, and 
knew it was a safe job. 

RAINA. That is to say, he was a pretender 
and a coward! You did not dare say that 
before, 

THE MAN [with a comic gesture of despair] It’s 
no use, dear lady: I cant make you see it 
from the professional point of view, [yis he 
turns away to get back to the ottoman, a couple of 
distant shots threaten renewed trouble], 

RAINA [sternly, as she sees him listening to the 
shots] So much the better for you! 

THE MAN [turning] How? 

RAINA. You are my enemy; and you are at 
my mercy. What would I do if I were a pro- 
fessional soldier? 

THE MAN. Ah, true, dear young lady: youre 
always right. I know how good youve been 
to me: to my last hour I shall remember those 
three chocolate creams. It was unsoldierly; 
but it was angelic. 

RAINA [coldly] Thank you. And now I will 
do a soldierly thing. You cannot stay here 
after what you have just said about my future 
husband; but I will go out on the balcony 
and see whether it is safe for you to climb 
down into the street. turns to the window], 

THE MAN [changing countenance] Down that 
waterpipe! Stop! Wait! I cant! I darent! The 
very thought of it makes me giddy. I came 
up it fast enough with death behind me. But 
to face it now in cold blood — ! [He sinks on the 
ottoman]. It’s no use: I give up: I’m beaten. 
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Give the alarm. [He drops his head on his 
hands in ihe deepest dejection]. 

RAIN A [disarmed by pity] Come: dont be dis- 
heartened. [<SAe stoops over him almost mater- 
nally: he shakes his head]. Oh, you are a very 
poor soldier: a chocolate cream soldier! Come, 
cheer up! it takes less courage to climb down 
than to face capture: remember that. 

THE MAN [dreamily, lulled by her voice] No: 
capture only means death; and death is sleep: 
oh, sleep, sleep, sleep, undisturbed sleep! 
Climbing down the pipe means doing some- 
thing — exerting myself — thinking! Death ten 
times over first. 

RAiNA [softly and rvonderingly , catching ihe 
rhythm of his weariness] Are you as sleepy as 
that? 

THE MAN. Ivc not had two hours undisturbed 
sleep since I joined. I havnt closed my eyes 
for forty-eight hours. 

RAINA [at her wiVs end] But what am I to do 
with you? 

THE MAN [staggering up, roused by her desper- 
ation] Of course. I must do something. [He 
shakes himself; pulls himself together; and 
speaks with rallied vigor and courage]. You 
see, sleep or no sleep, hunger or no hunger, 
tired or not tired, you can always do a thing 
when you know it must be done. Well, that 
pipe mus t be got down: [he hits himself on the 
chest] do you hear that, you chocolate cream 
soldier? [He turns to the ivindorv]. 

RAINA [anxiously] But if you fall? 

THE MAN. I shall sleep as if the stones were 
a feather bed. Goodbye. [He makes boldly for 
the window; and his hand is on the shutter when 
there is a terrible burst of firing in the street 
beneath]. 

RAINA [rushing to him] Stop! [-S/ic seizes him 
recklessly, and pulls him quite round]. They 11 
kill you. 

THE MAN [coolly, but attentively] Never mind: 
this sort of thing is all in my day’s work. I’m 
bound to take my chance. [Decisively] Now 
do what I tell you. Put out the candle; so 
that they shant see the light when I open 
the shutters. And keep away from the win- 
dow, whatever you do. If they see me theyre 
sure to have a shot at me. 

RAINA [clinging to him] Theyre sure to see 
you: it’s bright moonlight. I’ll save you. Oh, 
how can you be so indifferent! You want me 
to save you, dont you? 

THE MAN. I really dont want to be trouble- 
some. [«SAe shakes him in her impatience]. I am 


not indifferent, dear young lady, I assure you. 
But how is it to be done? 

RAINA. Come away from the window. 
takes him firmly back to ihe middle of the room. 
The moment she releases him he turns mechanic- 
ally towards the window again. She seizes him 
and turns him back, exclaiming] Please! [He 
becomes motionless, like a hypnotized rabbit, his 
fatigue gaining fast on him. She releases him, 
and addresses him patronizingly]. Now listen. 
You must trust to our hospitality. You do 
not yet know in whose house you are. I am 
a Petkoff. 

THE MAN. A pet what? 

RAINA [rather indignantly] I mean that I 
belong to the family of the Petkoffs, the 
richest and best known in our country. 

THE MAN. Oh yes, of course. I beg your 
pardon. The Petkoffs, to be sure. How stupid 
of me! 

RAINA. You know you never heard of them 
until this moment. How can you stoop to 
pretend! 

THE MAN. Forgive me: I’m too tired to 
think; and the change of subject was too 
much for me. Dont scold me. 

RAINA. I forgot. It might make you cry. 
[lie nods, quite seriously. She pouts and then 
resumes her patronizing tone]. I must tell you 
that my father holds the highest command 
of any Bulgarian in our army. He is [proudly] 
a Major. 

THE MAN [pretending to be deeply impressed] 
A Major! Bless me! Think of that! 

RAINA. You shewed great ignorance in 
thinking that it was necessary to climb up to 
the balcony because ours is the only private 
house that has two rows of windows. There is 
a flight of stairs inside to get up and down 
by. 

THE MAN. Stairs! How grand! You live in 
great luxury indeed, dear young lady. 

RAINA. Do you know what a library is? 

THE MAN. A library? A roomful of books? 

RAINA. Yes. We have one, the only one in 
Bulgaria, 

THE MAN. Actually a real library! I should 
like to see that. 

RAINA [affectedly] I tell you these things to 
shew you that you are not in the house of 
ignorant country folk who would kill you the 
moment they saw your Serbian uniform, but 
among civilized people. We go to Bucharest 
every year for the opera season; and I have 
spent a whole month in Vienna. 
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THE MAN. I saw that, dear young lady. I 
saw at once that you knew the world. 

RAIMA. Have you ever seen the opera of 
Ernani? 

THE MAN. Is that the one with the devil in 
it in red velvet, and a soldiers’ chorus? 

RAIMA [contemptuously] No! 

THE MAN [stijiing a heavy sigh of weariness] 
Then I dont know it. 

RAIMA. I thought you might have remem- 
bered the great scene where Ernani, flying 
from his foes just as you are tonight, takes 
refuge in the castle of his bitterest enemy, 
an old Castilian noble. The noble refuses to 
give him up. His guest is sacred to him. 

THE MAM [quickly, waking up a little] Have 
your people got that notion? 

RAIMA [with dignity] My mother and I can 
understand that notion, as you call it. And 
if instead of threatening me with your pistol 
as you did you had simply thrown yourself 
as a fugitive on our hospitality, you would 
have been as safe as in your father’s house. 

THE MAN. Quite sure? 

RAIMA [turning her hack on him in disgust] Oh, 
it is useless to try to make you understand. 

THE MAN. Dont be angry: you see how 
awkward it would be for me if there was any 
mistake. My father is a very hospitable man: 
he keeps six hotels; but I couldnt trust him 
as far as that. What about your father? 

RAIMA. He is away at Slivnitza fighting for 
his country. I answer for your safety. There 
is my hand in pledge of it. Will that re- 
assure you? [5^6 offers him her hand], 

THE MAN [looking dubiously at his own hand] 
Better not touch my hand, dear young lady. 
I must have a wash first. 

RAIMA [touched] That is very nice of you. I 
see that you are a gentleman. 

THE MAN [jpuzzled] Eh? 

RAIMA. You must not think I am surprised. 
Bulgarians of really good standing — people 
in our position — wash their hands nearly 
every day. So you see I can appreciate your 
delicacy. You may take my hand. offers 
it again], 

THE MAN [kissmg it with his hands behind his 
back] Thanks, gracious young lady: I feel safe 
at last. And now would you mind breaking 
the news to your mother? I had better not 
stay here secretly longer than is necessary. 

RAIMA. If you will be so good as to keep 
perfectly still whilst I am away. 

THE MAN. Certainly. [He sits down on the 


ottoman], 

Raina goes to the bed an^ wraps herself in 
the fur cloak. His eyes close. She goes to the door. 
Turning for a last look at him, she sees that he 
is dropping off to sleep, 

RAIMA [at the door] You are not going 
asleep, are you? [He murmurs inarticulately: 
she runs to him and shakes him]. Do you hear? 
Wake up: you are falling asleep. 

THE MAN. Eh? Falling aslee — ? Oh no: not 
the least in the world: I was only thinking. 
It’s all right: I’m wide awake. 

RAIMA [severely] Will you please stand up 
while I am away. [He rises reluctantly]. All 
the time, mind. 

THE MAN [standing unsteadily] Certainly. 
Certainly: you may depend on me. 

Raina looks doubtfully at him. He smiles 
weakly. She goes reluctantly, turning again at 
the door, and almost catching him in the act of 
yawning. She goes out. 

THE MAN [drowsily] Sleep, sleep, sleep, 
sleep, slee — [The words trail off into amurmur. 
He wakes again with a shock on the point of 
falling]. Where am I? Thats what I want to 
know: where am I? Must keep awake.Nothing 
keeps me awake except danger; remember 
that: [intently] danger, danger, danger, dan — 
[trailing off again: another shock] Wheres dan- 
ger? Mus’ find it. [He starts off vaguely round 
the room in search of it]. What am I looking 
for? Sleep — danger — dont know. [He stumbles 
against the bed]. Ah yes: now I know. All 
right now. I’m to go to bed, but not to sleep. 
Be sure not to sleep, because of danger. Not 
to lie down either, only sit down. [He sits on 
the bed. A blissful expression comes into his face]. 
Ah! [With a happy sigh he sinks back at full 
length; lifts his boots into the bed with a final 
effort; and falls fast asleep instantly]. 

Catherine comes in, followed by Raina, 

RAIMA [looking at the ottoman] He’s gone! I 
left him here. 

CATHERINE. Here! Then he must have 
climbed down from the — 

RAIMA [seeing him] Oh! [She points], 

CATHERINE [scandalizedi] Well! [She strides to 
the bed, Raina following until she is opposite her 
on the other side]. He’s fast asleep. The brute! 

RAIMA [anxiously] Sh! 

CATHERINE [shalang him] Sir! [Shaking him 
again, harder] Sir!! [Vehemently, shaking very 
hard] Sir!!! 

RAIMA [catching her arm] Dont, mamma: the 
poor darling is worn out. Let him sleep. 
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CATHERINE \Utting him go^ and turning 
amazed to Raind] The poor darling! Rainall! 
[SAe looks sternly at her daughter^. 

The man sleeps profoundly. 

ACT II 

The sixth of March ^ 1886. In the garden of 
Major Petkoff^s house. It is a fine spring morn- 
ing: the garden looks fresh and pretty. Beyond 
the paling the tops of a couple of minarets can 
be seen, shewing that there is a valley there, with 
the little town in it. A few miles further the 
Balkan mountains rise and shut in the landscape. 
Looking towards them from within the garden, 
the side of the house is seen on the left, with a 
garden door reached by a Utile flight of steps. 
On the right the stable yard, with its gateway, 
encroaches on the garden. There are fruit bushes 
along the paling and house, covered with wash- 
ing spread out to dry. A path runs by the house, 
and rises by two steps at the corner, where it 
turns out of sight. In the middle, a small table, 
with two bent wood chairs at it, is laid for break- 
fast with Turkish coffee pot, cups, rolls, etc.; but 
the cups have been used and the bread broken. 
There is a wooden garden seat against the fvall 
on the right. 

Louka, smoking a cigar et, is standing between 
the table and the house, turning her back with 
angry disdain on a man servant who is lecturing 
her. He is a middle-aged man of cool tempera- 
ment and low but clear and keen intelligence, 
with the complacency of the servant who values 
himself on his rank in servitude, and the imper- 
turbability of the accurate calculator who has no 
illusions. He wears a white Bulgarian costume: 
jacket with embroidered border, sash, wide 
knickerbockers, and decorated gaiters. His head 
is shaved up to the crown, giving him a high 
Japanese forehead. His name is Nicola. 

NICOLA. Be warned in time, Louka: mend 
your manners. I know the mistress. She is 
so grand that she never dreams that any 
servant could dare be disrespectful to her; 
but if she once suspects that you are defy- 
ing her, out you go. 

LOUKA. I do defy her. I will defy her. What 
do I care for her? 

NICOLA. If you quarrel with the family, I 
never can marry you. It*s the same as if you 
quarrelled with me! 

LOUKA. You take her part against me, do 
you? 

NICOLA [sedately] I shall always be depend- 


ent on the good will of the family. When I 
leave their service and start a shop in Sofia, 
their custom will be half my capital: their 
bad word would ruin me. 

LOUKA. You have no spirit. I should like to 
catch them saying a word against me! 

NICOLA [pityingly] I should have expected 
more sense from you, Louka. But youre 
young: youre young! 

LOUKA. Yes; and you like me the better for 
it, dont you? But I know some family secrets 
they wouldnt care to have told, young as I 
am. Let them quarrel with me if they dare! 

NICOLA [with compassionate superiority] Do 
you know what they would do if they heard 
you talk like that? 

LOUKA. What could they do? 

NICOLA. Discharge you for untruthfulness. 
Who would believe any stories you told after 
that? Who would give you another situation? 
Who in this house would dare be seen speak- 
ing to you ever again? How long would your 
father be left on his little farm? [iSAe impa- 
tiently thro7vs array the end of her cigaret, and 
stamps on it]. Child: you dont know the power 
such high people have over the like of you 
and me when we try to rise out of our 
poverty against them. [He goes close to her 
and lowers hts voice]. Look at me, ten years 
in their service. Do you think I know no 
secrets? I know things about the mistress 
that she wouldnt have the master know for 
a thousand levas. I know things about him 
that she wouldnt let him hear the last of for 
six months if I blabbed them to her. I know 
things about Raina that would break off her 
match with Sergius if — 

LOUKA [turning on him quickly] How do you 
know? I never told you! 

NICOLA [opening his eyes cunningly] So thats 
your little secret, is it? I thought it might 
be something like that. Well, you take my 
advice and be respectful; and make the 
mistress feel that no matter what you know 
or dont know, she can depend on you to hold 
your tongue and serve the family faithfully. 
Thats what they like; and thats how youll 
make most out of them. 

LOUKA [rvith searching scorn] You have the 
soul of a servant, Nicola. 

NICOLA [complacently] Yes: thats the secret 
of success in service. 

A loud knocking with a whip handle on a 
wooden door is heard from the stable yard. 

MALE VOICE OUTSIDE. Hollol Hollo therel 
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Nicola! 

LouKA. Master! back from the war! 

NICOLA [quickly] My word for it, Louka, 
the war’s over. Off with you and get some 
fresh coffee. [He runs out into the stable yard], 

LOUKA [a^ she collects the coffee pot and cups 
on the tray, and carries it into the house'] Youll 
never put the soul of a servant into me. 

Major Petkoff comes from the stable yard, 
followed by Nicola. He is a cheerful, excitable, 
insignificant, unpolished man of about 50, natur- 
ally unambitious except as to his income and his 
importance in local society, but just now greatly 
pleased with the military rank which the war has 
thrust on him as a man of consequence in his 
town. The fever of plucky patriotism which the 
Serbian attack roused in all the Bulgarians has 
pulled him through the war; but he is obviously 
glad to be home again. 

PETKOFF [pointing to the table with his whip] 
Breakfast out here, eh? 

NICOLA. Yes, sir. The mistress and Miss 
Raina have just gone in. 

PETKOFF [sitting down and taking a roll] Go 
in and say Ive come; and get me some fresh 
coffee. 

NICOLA. It’s coming, sir. [He goes to the house 
door. Louka, with fresh coffee, a clean cup, and 
a brandy bottle on her tray, meets him]. Have 
you told the mistress? 

LOUKA. Yes: she’s coming. 

Nicola goes into the house. Louka brings the 
coffee to the table. 

PETKOFF. Well: the Serbs havnt run away 
with you, have they? 

LOUKA. No, sir. 

PETKOFF. Thats right. Have you brought 
me some cognac? 

LOUKA [putting the bottle on the table] Here, 
sir. 

PETKOFF. Thats right. [He pours some into 
his coffee]. 

Catherine, who, having at this early hour made 
only a very perfunctory toilet, wears a Bulgarian 
apron over a once brilliant but now half worn-out 
dressing gown, and a colored handkerchief tied 
over her thick black hair, comes from the house 
with Turkish slippers on her bare feet, looking 
astonishingly handsome and stately under all the 
circumstances, Louka goes into the house. 

CATHERINE. My dear Paul: what a surprise 
for us! [She stoops over the back of his chair 
to kiss him]. Have they brought you fresh 
coffee? 

PETKOFF. Yes: Louka’s been looking after 


me. The war’s over. The treaty was signed 
three days ago at Bucharest; and the decree 
for our army to demobilize was issued yes- 
terday. 

CATHERINE [springing erect, with fiashifig 
eyes] Paul: have you let the Austrians force 
you to make peace? 

PETKOFF [submissively] My dear: they didnt 
consult me. What could I do? [-S/ze sits down 
and turns away from him]. But of course we 
saw to it that the treaty was an honorable 
one. It declares peace — 

CATHERINE [outraged] Peace! 

PETKOFF [appeasing her] — but not friendly 
relations: remember that. They wanted to 
put that in; but I insisted on its being struck 
out. What more could I do? 

CATHERINE. You could havc annexed Serbia 
and made Prince Alexander Emperor of the 
Balkans. Thats what I would have done. 

PETKOFF. I dont doubt it in the least, my 
dear. But I should have had to subdue the 
whole Austrian Empire first; and that would 
have kept me too long away from you. I 
missed you greatly. 

CATHERINE [relenting] Ah! [She stretches her 
hand affectionately across the table to squeeze his], 

PETKOFF. And how have you been, my 
dear? 

CATHERINE. Oh, my usual sore throats: 
thats all. 

PETKOFF [with conviction] That comes from 
washing your neck every day. Ive often told 
you so. 

CATHERINE. Nonscnsc, Paul! 

PETKOFF [over his coffee and cigaret] I dont 
believe in going too far with these modern 
customs. All this washing cant be good for 
the health: it’s not natural. There was an 
Englishman at Philippopolis who used to 
wet himself all over with cold water every 
morning when he got up. Disgusting! It all 
comes from the English: their climate makes 
them so dirty that they have to be perpetually 
washing themselves. Look at my father! he 
never had a bath in his life; and he lived to 
be ninety-eight, the healthiest man in Bul- 
garia. I dont mind a good wash once a week 
to keep up my position; but once a day is 
carrying the thing to a ridiculous extreme. 

CATHERINE. You are a barbarian at heart 
still, Paul. I hope you behaved yourself be- 
fore all those Russian officers. 

PETKOFF. I did my best. I took care to let 
them know that we have a library. 
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CATHERINE. Ah; but you didnt tell them 
that we have an electric bell in it? I have 
had one put up. 

PETKOFF. Whats an electric bell? 

CATHERINE. You touch a button: something 
tinkles in the kitchen; and then Nicola comes 
up. 

PETKOFF. Why not shout for him? 

CATHERINE. Civilized people never shout 
for their servants. Ive learnt that while you 
were away. 

PETKOFF. Well, ril tell you something Ive 
learnt too. Civilized people dont hang out 
their washing to dry where visitors can see 
it; so youd better have all that [indicathig 
the clothes on the bushes] put somewhere 
else. 

CATHERINE. Oh, thats absurd, Paul: I dont 
believe really refined people notice such 
things. 

SERGIUS [knocking at the stable gates] Gate, 
Nicola! 

PETKOFF. Theres Sergius. Hollo, 

Nicola! 

CATHERINE. Oh, dont shout, Paul: it really 
isnt nice. 

PETKOFF. Bosh! [He shouts louder than before] 
Nicola! 

NICOLA [appearing at the house door] Yes, 
sir. 

PETKOFF. Are you deaf? Dont you hear 
Major Saranoff knocking? Bring him round 
this way. [He pronounces the name with the 
stress on the second syllable: Sarahnoff], 

NICOLA. Yes, major. [He goes into the stable 
yard], 

PETKOFF. You must talk to him, my dear, 
until Raina takes him off our hands. He bores 
my life out about our not promoting him. 
Over my head, if you please. 

CATHERINE. He Certainly ought to be pro- 
moted when he marries Raina. Besides, the 
country should insist on having at least one 
native general. 

PETKOFF. Yes; so that he could throw away 
whole brigades instead of regiments. It's no 
use, my dear: he hasnt the slightest chance 
of promotion until we’re quite sure that the 
peace will be a lasting one. 

NICOLA [at the gate, announcing] Major Ser- 
gius Saranoff! [He goes into the house and 
returns presently with a third chair, which he 
places at the table. He then withdraws]. 

Major Sergius Saranoff, the original of the 
portrait in Raina $ room^ is a tall romantically 


handsome man, with the physical hardihood, the 
high spirit, and the susceptible imagination of an 
untamed mountaineer chieftain. But his remark- 
able personal distinction is of a characteristically 
civilized type. The ridges of his eyebrows, curv- 
ing 7vith an interrogative twist round the projec- 
tions at the outer corners; his jealously observant 
eye; his nose, thin, keen, and apprehensive in 
spite of the pugnacious high bridge and large 
nostril; his assertive chin would not be out of 
place in a Parisian salon, shewing that the clever 
imaginative barbarian has an acute critical faculty 
which has been thro7vn into intense activity by 
the arrival of western civilization in the Balkans, 
The result is precisely what the advent of nine- 
teenth century thought first produced in England: 
to wit, Byronism, By his brooding on the per- 
petual failure, not only of others, but of himself, 
to live up to his ideals; by his consequent cynical 
scorn for humanity; by his jejune credidity as to 
the absolute validity of his concepts and the 
unworthiness of the 7Vorld in disregarding them; 
by his wincings and mockeries under the sting 
of the petty disillusions which every hour spent 
among men brings to his sensitive observation, he 
has acquired the half tragic, half ironic air, the 
mysterious moodiness, the suggestion of a strange 
and terrible history that has left nothing but un- 
dying remorse, by which Childe Harold fascinated 
the grandmothers of his English contemporaries. 
It is clear that here or nowhere is Raina* s ideal 
hero. Catherine is hardly less enthusiastic about 
him than her daughter, and much less reserved 
in shewing her enthusiasm. As he enters from 
the stable gate, she rises effusively to greet him. 
Petkoff is distinctly less disposed to make a fuss 
about him. 

PETKOFF. Here already, Sergius! Glad to 
see you. 

CATHERINE. My dear Sergius! [5'Ae holds out 
both her hands]. 

SERGIUS [kissing them with scrupulous gallan- 
try] My dear mother, if I may call you so. 

PETKOFF [drily] Mother-in-law, Sergius: 
mother-in-law! Sit down; and have some 
coffee. 

SERGIUS. Thank you: none for me. [He 
gets a7vay from the table with a certain distaste 
for Petkoff s enjoyment of it, and posts himself 
with conscious dignity against the rail of the 
steps leading to the house], 

CATHERINE. You look supcrb. The cam- 
paign has improved you, Sergius. Everybody 
here is mad about you. We were all wild 
with enthusiasm about that magnificent 
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cavalry charge. 

SERGIUS [with grave irony] Madam: it was 
the cradle and the grave of my military 
reputation. 

CATHERINE. HoW SO? 

SERGIUS. I won the battle the wrong way 
when our worthy Russian generals were 
losing it the right way. In short, I upset their 
plans, and wounded their self-esteem. Two 
Cossack colonels had their regiments routed 
on the most correct principles of scientific 
warfare. Two major-generals got killed 
strictly according to military etiquette. The 
two colonels are now major-generals; and I 
am still a simple major. 

CATHERINE. You shall not remain so, Ser- 
gius. The women are on your side; and they 
will see that justice is done you. 

SERGIUS. It is too late. I have only waited 
for the peace to send in my resignation. 

PETKOFF [dropping his cup in his amazement] 
Your resignation! 

CATHERINE. Oh, you must withdraw it! 

SERGIUS [with resolute measured emphasis, 
folding his arms] I never withdraw. 

PETKOFF [vexed] Now who could have sup- 
posed you were going to do such a thing? 

SERGIUS [with fire] Everyone that knew me. 
But enough of myself and my affairs. How 
is Raina; and where is Raina? 

RAIN A [suddenly coming round the corner of 
the house and standing at the top of the steps in 
the path] Raina is here. 

She makes a charming picture as they turn to 
look at her. She wears an underdress of pale 
green silk, draped with an overdress of thin ecru 
canvas embroidered with gold. She is crowned 
with a dainty eastern cap of gold tinsel. Sergius 
goes impulsively to meet her. Posing regally, she 
presents her hand: he drops chivalrously on one 
knee and kisses it. 

PETKOFF [aside to Catherine, beaming with 
parental pride] Pretty, isnt it? She always 
appears at the right moment. 

CATHERINE [impatiently] Yes; she listens for 
it. It is an abominable habit. 

Sergius leads Raina forward with splendid 
gallantry. When they arrive at the table, she turns 
to him with a bend of the head: he bows; and thus 
they separate, he coming to his place, and she 
going behind her father s chair. 

RAINA [stooping and kissing her father] Dear 
father! Welcome home! 

PETKOFF [patting her cheek] My little pet 
girl. [He kisses her. She goes to the chair left by 


Nicola for Sergius, and sits down]. 

CATHERINE. And SO yourc no longer a 
soldier, Sergius. 

SERGIUS. I am no longer a soldier. Soldier- 
ing, my dear madam, is the coward’s art of 
attacking mercilessly when you are strong, 
and keeping out of harm’s way when you are 
weak. That is the whole secret of successful 
fighting. Get your enemy at a disadvantage; 
and never, on any account, fight him on 
equal terms. 

PETKOFF. They wouldnt let us make a fair 
stand-up fight of it. However, I suppose 
soldiering has to be a trade like any other 
trade. 

SERGIUS. Precisely. But I have no ambition 
to shine as a tradesman; so I have taken the 
advice of that bagman of a captain that 
settled the exchange of prisoners with us at 
Pirot, and given it up. 

PETKOFF. What! that Swiss fellow? Sergius; 
Ive often thought of that exchange since. 
He over-reached us about those horses. 

SERGIUS. Of course he over-reached us. His 
father was a hotel and livery stable keeper; 
and he owed his first step to his knowledge of 
horse-dealing. [With mock enthusiasm] Ah, he 
was a soldier; every inch a soldier! If only I 
had bought the horses for my regiment in- 
stead of foolishly leading it into danger, I 
should have been a field-marshal now! 

CATHERINE. A Swiss? What was he doing 
in the Serbian army? 

PETKOFF. A volunteer, of course: keen on 
picking up his profession. [Chuckling We 
shouldnt have been able to begin fighting 
if these foreigners hadnt shewn us how to 
do it: we knew nothing about it; and neither 
did the Serbs. Egad, there’d have been no 
war without them! 

RAINA. Are there many Swiss officers in the 
Serbian Army? 

PETKOFF. No. All Austrians, just as our 
officers were all Russians. This was the only 
Swiss I came across. I’ll never trust a Swiss 
again. He humbugged us into giving him 
fifty ablebodied men for two hundred worn 
out chargers. They werent even eatable! 

SERGIUS. We were two children in the 
hands of that consummate soldier, Major; 
simply two innocent little children. 

RAINA. What was he like? 

CATHERINE. Oh, Raina, what a silly question! 

SERGIUS. He was like a commercial traveller 
in uniform. Bourgeois to his boots! 
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PETKOPF [grinning Sergius: tell Catherine 
that queer story his friend told us about how 
he escaped after Slivnitza. You remember. 
About his being hid by two women. 

SERGIUS [ivith bitter tVo/iy] Oh yes: quite a 
romance! He was serving in the very bat- 
tery I so unprofessionally charged. Being a 
thorough soldier, he ran away like the rest 
of them, with our cavalry at his heels. To 
escape their sabres he climbed a waterpipe 
and made his way into the bedroom of a 
young Bulgarian lady. The young lady was 
enchanted by his persuasive commercial 
traveller’s manners. She very modestly en- 
tertained him for an hour or so, and then 
called in her mother lest her conduct should 
appear unmaidenly. The old lady was equally 
fascinated; and the fugitive was sent on his 
way in the morning, disguised in an old coat 
belonging to the master of the house, who 
was away at the war. 

RAiNA [rising with marked stateliness]^ Your 
life in the camp has made you coarse, Sergius. 
I did not think you would have repeated such 
a story before me. [SAe turns away coldly], 

CATHERINE [also rising] She is right, Ser- 
gius. If such women exist, we should be 
spared the knowledge of them. 

PETKOFF. Pooh! nonsense! what does it 
matter? 

SERGIUS [ashamed] No, Petkoff: I was wrong. 
[To Raina^ with earnest humility] I beg your 
pardon. I have behaved abominably. Forgive 
me, Raina. bows reservedly]. And you 

too, madam. [Catherine bows graciously and 
sits down. He proceeds solemnly, again address- 
ing Raina] The glimpses I have had of the 
seamy side of life during the last few months 
have made me cynical; but I should not have 
brought my cynicism here: least of all into 
your presence, Raina. I — [Here, turning to the 
others, he is evidently going to begin a long speech 
when the Major interrupts him]. 

PETKOFF. Stuff and nonsense, Sergius! Thats 
quite enough fuss about nothing: a soldier’s 
daughter should be able to stand up without 
flinching to a little strong conversation. [He 
me^]. Come: it’s time for us to get to business. 
We have to make up our minds how those 
three regiments are to get back to Philippo- 
polis: theres no forage for them on the 
Sofia route. [He goes towards the house]. Come 
along. [SergtMf is about to follow him when 
Catherine rises and intervenes], 

CATHERINE. Oh, Paul, cant you spare 


Sergius for a few moments? Raina has hardly 
seen him yet. Perhaps I can help you to 
settle about the regiments. 

SERGIUS [protesting] My dear madam, im- 
possible: you — 

CATHERINE [stopping him playfully] You 
stay here, my dear Sergius: theres no hurry. 

I have a word or two to say to Paul. [iSergiW 
instantly bows and steps back]. Now, dear 
[taking Petkoff s arm\. come and see the 
electric bell. 

PETKOFF. Oh, very well, very well. 

They go into the house together affectionately, 
Sergius, left alone with Raina, looks anxiously 
at her, fearing that she is still offended. She 
smiles, and stretches out her arms to him, 

SERGIUS [hastening to her] Am I forgiven? 

RAINA [placmg her hands on his shoulders as 
she looks up at him with admiration and worship] 
My hero! My king! 

SERGIUS. My queen! [He kisses her on the 
forehead], 

RAINA. How I have envied you, Sergius! 
You have been out in the world, on the field 
of battle, able to prove yourself there worthy 
of any woman in the world; whilst I have had 
to sit at home inactive — dreaming — useless 
— doing nothing that could give me the right 
to call myself worthy of any man. 

SERGIUS. Dearest: all my deeds have been 
yours. You inspired me. I have gone through 
the war like a knight in a tournament with 
his lady looking down at him! 

RAINA. And you have never been absent 
from my thoughts for a moment. [Very 
solemnly] Sergius: I think we two have found 
the higher love. When I think of you, I feel 
that I could never do a base deed, or think an 
ignoble thought. 

SERGIUS. My lady and my saint! [He clasps 
her reverently]. 

RAINA [returning his embrace] My lord and 
my— 

SERGIUS. Sh — sh! Let m e be the worshipper, 
dear. You little know how unworthy even the 
best man is of a girl’s pure passion! 

RAINA. I trust you. I love you. You will 
never disappoint me, Sergius. [Louka is heard 
singing within the house. They quickly release 
each other]. I cant pretend to talk indifferently 
before her: my heart is too full. [Louka comes 
from the house with her tray. She goes to the 
table, and begins to clear it, with her back turned 
to ihem].\ will get my hat; and then we can go 
out until lunch time. Wouldnt you like that? 
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SERGIUS. Be quick. If you are away five 
minutes, it will seem five hours. [Raina runs 
to the top of the steps, and turns there to exchange 
looks with him and wave him a kiss with both 
hands. He looks after her with emotion for a 
moment; then turns slowly away, his face radiant 
with the loftiest exaltation. The movement shifts 
his field of vision, into the corner of which there 
now comes the tail of Louka's double apron. His 
attention is arrested at once. He takes a stealthy 
look at her, and begins to twirl his moustache 
mischievously, with his left hand akimbo on his 
hip. Finally, striking the ground ivith his heels 
in something of a cavalry swagger, he strolls 
over to the other side of the table, opposite her, 
and says] Louka: do you know what the 
higher love is? 

LOUKA [astonished] No, sir. 

SERGIUS. Very fatiguing thing to keep up 
for any length of time, Louka. One feels the 
need of some relief after it. 

LOUKA [innocently] Perhaps you would like 
some coffee, sir? [She stretches her hand across 
the table for the coffee pot], 

SERGIUS [taking her hand] Thank you, Louka. 

LOUKA [pretending to pull] Oh, sir, you know 
I didnt mean that. I’m surprised at you! 

SERGIUS [coming clear of the table and draw- 
ing her with him] I am surprised at myself, 
Louka. What would Sergius, the hero of 
Slivnitza, say if he saw me now? What 
would Sergius, the apostle of the higher love, 
say if he saw me now? What would the half 
dozen Sergiuses who keep popping in and 
out of this handsome figure of mine say if 
they caught us here? [Letting go her hand and 
slipping his arm dexterously round her waist] 
Do you consider my figure handsome, Louka? 

LOUKA. Let me go, sir. I shall be disgraced. 
struggles: he holds her inexorably]. Oh, 
will you let go? 

SERGIUS [looking straight into her eyes] No. 

LOUKA. Then stand back where we cant be 
seen. Have you no common sense? 

SERGIUS. Ah! thats reasonable. [He takes her 
into the stableyard gatefvay, where they are hid- 
den from the house], 

LOUKA [jplaintively] I may have been seen 
from the windows: Miss Raina is sure to be 
spying about after you. 

SERGIUS [stung: letting her go] Take care, 
Louka. I may be worthless enough to betray 
the higher love; but do not you insult it. 

LOUKA [demurely] Not for the world, sir, 
Fm sure. May I go on with my work, please, 


now? 

SERGIUS [again putting his arm round her] 
You are a provoking little witch, Louka. If 
you were in love with me, would you spy out 
of windows on me? 

LOUKA. Well, you see, sir, since you say 
you are half a dozen different gentlemen all 
at once, I should have a great deal to look 
after. 

SERGIUS [charmedi] Witty as well as pretty. 
[He tries to kiss her], 

LOUKA [avoiding him] No : I dont want your 
kisses. Gentlefolk are all alike: you making 
love to me behind Miss Raina’s back; and 
she doing the same behind yours. 

SERGIUS [recoiling a step] Louka! 

LOUKA. It shews how little you really care. 

SERGIUS [dropping his familiarity, and speak- 
ing with freezing politeness] If our conversa- 
tion is to continue, Louka, you will please 
remember that a gentleman does not discuss 
the conduct of the lady he is engaged to with 
her maid. 

LOUKA. It’s so hard to know what a gentle- 
man considers right. I thought from your 
trying to kiss me that you had given up being 
so particular. ^ 

SERGIUS [turning from her and striking his 
forehead as he comes back into the garden from 
the gateway] Devil! devil! 

LOUKA. Ha! ha! I expect one of the six of 
you is very like me, sir; though lam only 
Miss Raina’s maid. [She goes back to her work 
at the table, taking no further notice of him], 

SERGIUS [speaking to himself] Which of the 
six is the real man? thats the question that 
torments me. One of them is a hero, another 
a buffoon, another a humbug, another per- 
haps a bit of a blackguard. [He pauses, and 
looks furtively at Louka as he adds, with deep 
bitterness] And one, at least, is a coward: 
jealous, like all cowards. [He goes to the table], 
Louka. 

LOUKA. Yes? 

SERGIUS. Who is my rival? 

LOUKA. You shall never get that out of me, 
for love or money. 

SERGIUS. Why? 

LOUKA. Never mind why. Besides, you 
would tell that I told you; and I should lose 
my place. 

SERGIUS [holding out his right hand in affirma- 
tion] No! on the honor of a — [He checks him- 
self; and his hand drops, nerveless, as he con- 
cludes sardonically] — of a man capable of be- 
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having as I have been behaving for the last 
five minutes. Who is he? 

LOUKA. I dont know. I never saw him. I 
only heard his voice through the door of her 
room. 

SERGIUS. Damnation! How dare you? 

LOUKA [retreating] Oh, I mean no harm; 
youve no right to take up my words like that. 
The mistress knows all about it. And I tell 
you that if that gentleman ever comes here 
again, Miss Raina will marry him, whether 
he likes it or not. I know the difference be- 
tween the sort of manner you and she put on 
before one another and the real manner. 

Sergius shivers as if she had stabbed him. 
Theuy setting his face like iron, he strides grimly 
to her, and grips her above the elbows with both 
hands. 

SERGIUS. Now listen you to me. 

LOUKA [7vincing\ Not so tight: youre hurting 
me. 

SERGIUS. That doesnt matter. You have 
stained my honor by making me a party to 
your eavesdropping. And you have betrayed 
your mistress. 

LOUKA [writhing] Please — 

SERGIUS. That shews that you are an abomi- 
nable little clod of common clay, with the 
soul of a servant. [He lets her go as if she were 
an unclean thing, and turns away, dusting his 
hands of her, to the bench by the wall, where he 
sits down with averted head, meditating gloomily]. 

LOUKA [fvhimpering angrily with her hands up 
her sleeves, feeling her bruised You know 

how to hurt with your tongue as well as with 
your hands. But I dont care, now Ive found 
out that whatever clay Tm made of, youre 
made of the same. As for her, she’s a liar; 
and her fine airs are a cheat; and I’m worth 
six of her. [She shakes the pain off hardily; 
tosses her head; and sets to work to put the things 
on the tray]. 

He looks doubtfully at her. She finishes pack- 
ing the tray, and laps the cloth over the edges, so 
as to carry all out together. As she stoops to lift 
it, he rises. 

SERGIUS. Louka! [-SAe stops and looks de- 
fiantly at him]. A gentleman has no right to 
hurt a woman under any circumstances. 
[With profound humility, uncovering his head] 
I beg your pardon. 

LOUKA. That sort of apology may satisfy a 
lady. Of what use is it to a servant? 

SERGIUS [rudely crossed in his chivalry, 
throws it off with a hitter laugh, and says slight- 


ingly] Oh! you wish to be paid for the hurt? 
[He puts on his shako, and takes some money 
from his pocket]. 

LOUKA [her eyes filling with tears in spite of 
herself] No: I want my hurt made well. 

SERGIUS [sobered by her tone] How? 

She rolls up her left sleeve; clasps her arm 
with the thumb and fingers of her right hand; 
and looks down at the bruise. Then she raises her 
head and looks straight at him. Finally, with a 
superb gesture, she presents her arm to be kissed. 
Amazed, he looks at her; at the arm; at her again; 
hesitates; and then, 7vith shuddering intensity, 
exclaims Never! and gets away as far as possible 
from her. 

Her arm drops. Without a word, and with un- 
affected dignity, she takes her tray, and is ap- 
proaching the house when Raina returns, wear- 
ing a hat and jacket in the height of the Vienna 
fashion of the previous year, 1885. Louka makes 
way proudly for her, and then goes into the house. 

RAINA. I’m ready. Whats the matter? 
[Gaily] Have you been flirting with Louka? 

SERGIUS [hastily] No, no. How can you think 
such a thing? 

RAINA [ashamed of herself] Forgive me, 
dear: it was only a jest. I am so happy today. 

He goes quickly to her, and kisses her hand 
remorsefully . Catherine comes out and calls to 
them from the top of the steps. 

CATHERINE [coming down to therri] I am sorry 
to disturb you, children; but Paul is distracted 
over those three regiments. He doesnt know 
how to send them to Philippopolis; and he 
objects to every suggestion of mine. You 
must go and help him, Sergius. He is in the 
library. 

RAINA [disappointed] But we are just going 
out for a walk. 

SERGIUS. I shall not be long. Wait for me 
just five minutes. [He runs up the steps to the 
door]. 

RAINA [follorving him to the foot of the steps 
and looking up at him with timid coquetry] I 
shall go round and wait in full view of the 
library windows. Be sure you draw father’s 
attention to me. If you are a moment longer 
than five minutes, I shall go in and fetch you, 
regiments or no regiments. 

SERGIUS [laughing] Very well. [He goes in]. 

Raina watches him ujiiil he is out of her sight. 
Then, with a perceptible relaxation of manner, 
she begins to pace up and down the garden in a 
brofvn study. 

CATHERINE. Imagine their meeting that 
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Swiss and hearing the whole story! The very 
first thing your father asked for was the old 
coat we sent him off in. A nice mess you have 
got us into! 

RAiNA [gazing thoughtfully at the gravel as 
she waVcs^ The little beast! 

CATHERINE. Little beast! What little beast? 

RAINA. To go and tell! Oh, if I had him here, 
Fd cram him with chocolate creams til he 
couldnt ever speak again! 

CATHERINE. Dont talk such stuff. Tell me 
the truth, Raina. How long was he in your 
room before you came to me? 

RAINA [whisking round and recommencing her 
march in the opposite direction] Oh, I forget. 

CATHERINE. You cannot forget! Did he 
really climb up after the soldiers were gone; 
or was he there when that officer searched 
the room? 

RAINA. No. Yes; I think he must have been 
there then. 

CATHERINE. You think! Oh, Raina! Raina! 
Will anything ever make you straightforward? 
If Sergius finds out, it will be all over be- 
tween you. 

RAINA [with cool impertinence] Oh, I know 
Sergius is your pet. I sometimes wish you 
could marry him instead of me. You would 
just suit him. You would pet him, and spoil 
him, and mother him to perfection. 

CATHERINE [opening her eyes very widely 
indeed] Well, upon my word! 

RAINA [capriciously: half to herself] I always 
feel a longing to do or say something dread- 
ful to him — to shock his propriety — to scan- 
dalize the five senses out of him. [ To Catherine, 
perversely] I dont care whether he finds out 
about the chocolate cream soldier or not. I 
half hope he may. again turns and strolls 
flippantly away up the path to the corner of the 
house], 

CATHERINE. And what should I be able to 
say to your father, pray? 

RAINA [over her shoulder, from the top of the 
two steps] Oh, poor father! As if h e could help 
himself! turns the corner and passes out of 

CATHERINE [looking after her, her fingers 
itching Oh, if you were only ten years 
younger! [Ijouka comes from the house with a 
salver, which she carries hanging down by her 
side]. Well? 

LOUKA. Theres a gentleman just called, 
madam. A Serbian officer. 

CATHERINE [flaming A Serb! And how dare 


he — [checking herself bitterly] Oh, I forgot. 
We are at peace now. I suppose we shall 
have them calling every day to pay their com- 
pliments. Well: if he is an officer why dont 
you tell your master? He is in the library 
with Major Saranoff. Why do you come to 
me? 

LOUKA. But he asks for you, madam. And 
I dont think he knows who you are; he said 
the lady of the house. He gave me this little 
ticket for you. [She takes a card out of her 
bosom; puis it on the salver; and offers it to 
Catherine], 

CATHERINE [reading] “ Captain Bluntschli”? 
Thats a German name. 

LOUKA. Swiss, madam, I think. 

CATHERINE [with a bound that makes Louka 
jump back] Swiss! What is he like? 

LOUKA [timidly] He has a big carpet bag, 
madam. 

CATHERINE. Oh Hcavcns! he’s come to re- 
turn the coat. Send him away; say we’re not 
at home; ask him to leave his address and I’ll 
write to him. Oh stop; that will never do. 
Wait! throws herself into a chair to think it 
out, Louka waits]. The master and Major 
Saranoff are busy in the library, arnt they? 

LOUKA. Yes, madam. 

CATHERINE [decisively] Bring the gentleman 
out here at once. [Peremptorily] And be very 
polite to him. Dont delay. Here [impatiently 
snatching the salver from her]: leave that here; 
and go straight back to him. 

LOUKA. Yes, madam [goiwg]. 

CATHERINE. Louka! 

LOUKA [stopping] Yes, madam. 

CATHERINE. Is the library door shut? 

LOUKA. I think so, madam. 

CATHERINE. If not, shut it as you pass 
through. 

LOUKA. Yes, madam [going], 

CATHERINE. Stop! [Louka stops]. He will 
have to go that way [indicating the gate of the 
stable yard]. Tell Nicola to bring his bag here 
after him. Dont forget. 

LOUKA [surprised] His bag? 

CATHERINE. Yes*. here*, as soon as possible. 
[Vehemently] Be quick! [Louka runs into the 
house, Catherine snatches her apron off and 
throws it behind a bush. She then takes up the 
salver and uses it as a mirror, with the result 
that the handkerchief tied round her head follows 
the apron, A touch to her hair and a shake to her 
dressing gown make her presentable]. Oh, how? 
how? how can a man be such a fool! Such a 
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moment to select! \Louka appears at the door 
of the house^ announcing Captain Bluntschli. 
She stands aside at the top of the steps to let him 
pass before she goes in again. He is the man of 
the midnight adventure in Raina*s room^ clean ^ 
well brushed,, smartly uniformed^ and out of 
trouble^ but still unmislakeahly the same man. 
The moment Loukas back is turned, Catherine 
swoops on him with impetuous, urgent, coaxmg 
appeal]. Captain Bluntschli: I am very glad 
to see you; but you must leave this house at 
once. [He raises his eyebrows]. My husband 
has just returned with my future son-in-law; 
and they know nothing. If they did, the con- 
sequences would be terrible. You are a 
foreigner: you do not feel our national ani- 
mosities as we do. We still hate the Serbs: 
the effect of the peace on my husband has 
been to make him feel like a lion baulked of 
his prey. If he discovers our secret, he will 
never forgive me; and my daughter’s life 
will hardly be safe. Will you, like the chival- 
rous gentleman and soldier you are, leave 
at once before he finds you here? 

BLUNTSCHLI [disappointed, but philosophical] 
At once, gracious lady. I only came to thank 
you and return the coat you lent me. If you 
will allow me to take it out of my bag and 
leave it with your servant as I pass out, 1 
need detain you no further. [He turns to go 
into the house], 

CATHERINE [catching him by the sleeve] Oh, 
you must not think of going back that way. 
[Coaxing him across to the stable gates] This 
is the shortest way out. Many thanks. So 
glad to have been of service to you. Good- 
bye. 

BLUNTSCHLI. But my bag? 

CATHERINE. It shall be sent on. You will 
leave me your address. 

BLUNTSCHLI. True. Allow me. [He takes out 
his card-case, and stops to write his address, 
keeping Catherine in an agony of impatience, 
Ashe hands her the card, Petkoff, hatless, rushes 
from the house in a f utter of hospitality, fol- 
lowed by Sergius], 

PETKOFF [as he hurries down the steps] My 
dear Captain Bluntschli — 

CATHERINE. Oh Heavens! [S'Ae sinks on the 
seat against the wall], 

PETKOFF [too preoccupied to notice her as he 
shakes BluntschWs hand heartily] Those stupid 
people of mine thought I was out here, in- 
stead of in the — haw! — library [he cannot 
mention the library without betraying how proud 


he is of it], I saw you through the window. I 
was wondering why you didnt come in. 
Saranoff is with me: you remember him, 
dont you? 

SERGIUS [saluting humorously, and then offer- 
ing his hand with great charm of manner] Wel- 
come, our friend the enemy! 

PETKOFF. No longer the enemy, happily. 
[Rather anxiously] I hope youve called as a 
friend, and not about horses or prisoners. 

CATHERINE. Oh, quitc as a friend, Paul. I 
was just asking Captain Bluntschli to stay 
to lunch; but he declares he must go at 
once. 

SERGIUS [sardonically] Impossible, Blunt- 
schli. We want you here badly. We have to 
send on three cavalry regiments to Philippo- 
polis; and we dont in the least know how 
to do it. 

BLUNTSCHLI [suddenly attentive and business- 
like] Philippopolis? The forage is the trouble, 

I suppose. 

PETKOFF [eagerly] Yes: thats it. [To Sergius] 
He sees the whole thing at once. 

BLUNTSCHLI. I think I can shew you how to 
manage that. 

SERGIUS. Invaluable man! Come along! 
[Towering over Bluntschli, he puts his hand on 
his shoulder and takes him to the steps, Petkoff 
follorving], 

Rama comes from the house as Bluntschli 
puis his foot on the first step, 

RAiNA. Oh! The chocolate cream soldier! 

Bluntschli stands rigid, Sergius, amazed, 
looks at Raina, then at Petkoff, who looks back 
at hun and then at his wife, 

CATHERINE [tviih Commanding presence of 
jjiind] My dear Raina, dont you see that we 
have a guest here? Captain Bluntschli: one 
of our new Serbian friends. 

Raina bows: Bluntschli bows, 

RAINA. How silly of me! comes down 
into the centre of the group, between Bluntschli 
and Petkoff], I made a beautiful ornament 
this morning for the ice pudding; and that 
stupid Nicola has just put down a pile of 
plates on it and spoilt it. [7b Bluntschli, 
winningly] I hope you didnt think that you 
were the chocolate cream soldier. Captain 
Bluntschli. 

BLUNTSCHLI [laughing] I assure you I did. 
[Stealing a whimsical glance at her] Your ex- 
planation was a relief. 

PETKOFF [suspiciously, to Raina] And since 
when, pray, have you taken to cooking? 
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CATHERINE. Oh, whilst you were away. It 
is her latest fancy. 

PETKOFF [testily] And has Nicola taken to 
drinking? He used to be careful enough. 
First he shews Captain Bluntschli out here 
when he knew quite well I was in the library; 
and then he goes downstairs and breaks 
Raina’s chocolate soldier. He must — [Nicola 
appears at the top of the steps with the bag. lie 
descends ; places it respectfully before Bluntschli; 
and waits for further orders. General amaze- 
ment. Nicola, unconscious of the effect he is pro- 
ducing, looks perfectly satisfied with himself. 
When Petkoff recovers his power of speech, he 
breaks out at him with] Are you mad, Nicola? 

NICOLA [taken aback] Sir? 

PETKOFF. What have you brought that for? 

NICOLA. My lady*s orders, major. Louka 
told me that — 

CATHERINE [interrupting him] My orders! 
Why should I order you to bring Captain 
Bluntschli’s luggage out here? What are you 
thinking of, Nicola? 

NICOLA [after a moment's bewilderment, pick- 
ing up the bag as he addresses Bluntschli with 
the very perfection of servile discretion] I beg 
your pardon, captain, I am sure. [To Catherine] 
My fault, madam: I hope youll overlook it. 
[lie bows, and is going to the steps with the bag, 
when Petkoff addresses him angrily]. 

PETKOFF. Youd better go and slam that 
bag, too, down on Miss Raina’s ice pudding! 
[This is too much for Nicola. The bag drops 
from his hand almost on his master s toes, elicit- 
ing a roar of] Begone, you butter-fingered 
donkey. 

NICOLA [snatching up the bag, and escaping 
into the house] Yes, major. 

CATHERINE. Oh, nevcr mind, Paul: dont be 
angry. 

PETKOFF [blustering] Scoundrel! He’s got 
out of hand while I was away. I’ll teach him. 
Infernal blackguard! The sack next Saturday! 
I’ll clear out the whole establishment — [He 
is stijied by the caresses of his wife and daughter, 
who hang round his neck, petting him]. 

CATHERINE^ |N 0 W, nOW, HOW, it 

RAINA J ^ ® ■' iWow, wow, wow: 

mustnt be angry. He meant 
not on your first day at home. 
fno harm. Be good to please 
\ril make another ice pudding. 

( me, dear. Sh-sh-sh-sh! 
Tch-ch-ch! 

PETKOFF [yielding] Oh well, never mind. 


Come, Bluntschli: lets have no more non- 
sense about going away. You know very well 
youre not going back to Switzerland yet. 
Until you do go back youll stay with us. 

RAINA. Oh, do, Captain Bluntschli. 

PETKOFF [to Catherine] Now, Catherine: it’s 
of you he’s afraid. Press him; and he’ll stay. 

CATHERINE. Of coursc I shall be only too 
delighted if [appealingly] Captain Bluntschli 
really wishes to stay. He knows my wishes. 

BLUNTSCHLI [in his driest military mayiner] I 
am at madam’s orders. 

SERGIUS [cordially] That settles it! 

PETKOFF [heartily] Of course! 

RAINA. You see you must stay. 

BLUNTSCHLI [smiUng] Well, if I must, I 
must. 

Gesture of despair from Catherine. 

ACT III 

In the library after lunch. It is not much of a 
library. Its literary equipment consists of a single 
fixed shelf stocked with old paper covered novels, 
broken backed, coffee stained, torn and thumbed; 
a7id a couple of little hanging shelves with a few 
gift books on them: the rest of the wall space 
being occupied by trophies of war and the chase. 
But it is a most comfortable sitting room. A row 
of three large wmdows shews a mountain pano- 
rama, just now seen in one of its friendliest 
aspects in the mellowing afternoon light. In the 
corner next the right hand window a square 
earthenware stove, a perfect tower of glistening 
pottery, rises nearly to the ceiling and guarantees 
plenty of warmth. The ottoman is like that in 
llaina's room, and similarly placed; and the 
window seats are luxurious with decorated 
cushions. There is one object, hoivever, hope- 
lessly out of keeping with its surroundings. This 
is a small kitchen table, much the worse for wear, 
fitted as a ivriting table with an old canister full 
of pens, an eggeup filled with ink, and a deplor- 
able scrap of heavily used pink blotting paper. 

At the side of this table, which stands to the 
left of anyone facing the window, Bluntschli is 
hard at work with a couple of maps before him, 
writing orders. At the head of it sits Sergius, who 
is supposed to be also at work, but is actually 
gnawing the feather of a pen, and contemplating 
Bluntschli' s quick, sure, businesslike progress 
with a mixture of envious irritation at his own 
incapacity and awestruck wonder at an ability 
which seems to him almost miraculous, though 
its prosaic character forbids him to esteem it. 
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The Major is comforiahly established on the 
ottoman y with a newspaper in his hand and the 
tube of his hookah within easy reach, Catherine 
sits at the stove ^ with her back to them, embroider- 
ing, Raina, reclining on the divan, is gazing in a 
daydream out at the Balkan landscape, with a 
neglected novel in her lap. 

The door is on the same side as the stove, farther 
from the window. The button of the electric bell 
is at the opposite side, behind Bluntschli, 

PETKOFF [looking up from his paper to watch 
how they are getting on at the table] Are you 
sure I cant help you in any way, Bluntschli? 

BLUNTSCHLI [without interrupting his writing 
or looking up'] Quite sure, thank you. Saranoff 
and I will manage it. 

SERGIUS [grimly] Yes: we’ll manage it. He 
finds out what to do; draws up the orders; 
and I sign cm. Division of labor! [Bluntschli 
passes him a paper]. Another one? Thank you. 
[He plants the paper squarely before him; sets his 
chair careftdly parallel to it; and signs with his 
cheek on his elbow and his protruded tongue fol- 
lowing the movements of his pen]. This hand is 
more accustomed to the sword than to the 
pen. 

PETKOFF. It’s very good of you, Bluntschli: 
it is indeed, to let yourself be put upon in 
this way. Now are you quite sure I can do 
nothing? 

CATHERINE [in a lo7V Warning tone] You can 
stop interrupting, Paul. 

PETKOFF [starting and lookbig round at her] 
Eh? Oh! Quite right, my love: quite right. 
[He takes his newspaper up again, but presently 
lets it drop]. Ah, you havnt been campaigning, 
Catherine: you dont know how pleasant it is 
for us to sit here, after a good lunch, with 
nothing to do but enjoy ourselves. Theres 
only one thing I want to make me thoroughly 
comfortable. 

CATHERINE. What is that? 

PETKOFF. My old coat. I’m not at home in 
this one: I feel as if I were on parade. 

CATHERINE. My dear Paul, how absurd you 
are about that old coat! It must be hanging 
in the blue closet where you left it. 

PETKOFF. My dear Catherine, I tell you 
Ive looked there. Am I to believe my own 
eyes or not? [Catherine rises and crosses the 
room to press the button of the electric bell]. What 
are you shewing off that bell for? looks at 

him majestically , and silently resumes her chair 
and her needlework]. My dear: if you think the 
obstinacy of your sex can make a coat out of 


two old dressing gowns of Raina's, your 
waterproof, and my mackintosh, youre mis- 
taken. Thats pxactly what the blue closet 
contains at present. 

Nicola presents himself, 

CATHERINE. Nicola: go to the blue closet 
and bring your master’s old coat here: the 
braided one he w'ears in the house. 

NICOLA. Yes, madame. [He goes out], 

PETKOFF. Catherine. 

CATHERINE. YcS, Paul? 

PETKOFF. I bet you any piece of jewellery 
you like to order from Sofia against a week’s 
housekeeping money that the coat isnt there. 

CATHERINE. Donc, Paul! 

PETKOFF [excited by the prospect of a gamble] 
Come: heres an opportunity for some sport. 
Wholl bet on it? Bluntschli: I’ll give you six 
to one. 

BLUNTSCHLI [imperturbably] It would be 
robbing you, major. Madame is sure to be 
right. [fVithout looking up, he passes another 
batch of papers to Sergius], 

SERGIUS [also excited] Bravo, Switzerland! 
Major: I bet my best charger against an 
Arab mare for Raina that Nicola finds the 
coat in the blue closet. 

PETKOFF [eagerly] Your best char — 

CATHERINE [hastily interrupting him] Dont 
be foolish, Paul. An Arabian mare will cost 
you 50,000 levas. 

RAINA [suddenly coming out of her picturesque 
revery] Really, mother, if you are going to 
take the jewellery, I dont see why you should 
grudge me my Arab. 

Nicola comes back ivith the coat, and brings it 
to Petkojf, 7vho can hardly believe his eyes, 

CATHERINE. Where was it, Nicola? 

NICOLA. Hanging in the blue closet, 
madame. 

PETKOFF. Well, lam d — 

CATHERINE [stopping him] Paul! 

PETKOFF. I could liavc sworn it wasnt there. 
Age is beginning to tell on me. I’m getting 
hallucinations. [To Nicola] Here: help me to 
change. Excuse me, Bluntschli. [He begins 
changing coals, Nicola acting as valet]. Re- 
member: I didnt take that bet of yours, 
Sergius. Youd better give Raina that Arab 
steed yourself, since youve roused her ex- 
pectations. Eh, Raina? [He looks round at her; 
but she is again rapt in the landscape. With a 
little gush of parental affection and pride, he 
points her out to them, and She’s dream- 
ing, as usual. 
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SERGIUS. Assuredly she shall not be the 
loser. 

PETKOFF. So much the better for her. / 
shant come off so cheaply, I expect. [The 
change is now complete. Nicola goes out rvith the 
discarded coat\. Ah, now I feel at home at 
last. [He sits down and takes his nervspaper with 
a grunt of relief], 

BLUNTSCHLi [<o Sergius, handing a paper] 
Thats the last order. 

PETKOFF [jumping up] What! Finished? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Finished. 

PETKOFF [with childlike envy] Havnt you 
anything for me to sign? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Not neccssary. His signature 
will do. 

PETKOFF [injiating his chest and thumping it] 
Ah well, I think weve done a thundering 
good day’s work. Can I do anything more? 

BLUNTSCHLI. You had better both see the 
fellows that are to take these. [Sergius 
Pack them off at once; and shew them that 
Ive marked on the orders the time they 
should hand them in by. Tell them that if 
they stop to drink or tell stories — if theyre 
five minutes late, theyll have the skin taken 
off their backs. 

SERGIUS [stiffening indignantly] Fll say so. 
[He strides to the door]. And if one of them is 
man enough to spit in my face for insulting 
him, I’ll buy his discharge and give him a 
pension. [He goes out], 

BLUNTSCHLI [confidentially] Just see that 
he talks to them properly, major, will you? 

PETKOFF [officiously] Quite right, Blunt- 
schli, quite right. I’ll see to it. [He goes to the 
door importantly, but hesitates on the threshold]. 
By the bye, Catherine, you may as well come 
too. Theyll be far more frightened of you 
than of me. 

CATHERINE [putting dowu her embroidery] I 
daresay I had better. You would only splutter 
at them. [iS^Ae goes out, Petkoff holding the door 
for her and following her], 

BLUNTSCHLI. What an army! They make 
cannons out of cherry trees; and the officers 
send for their wives to keep discipline! [He 
begins to fold and docket the papers], 

Raina, who has risen from the divan, marches 
slowly down the room with her hands clasped 
behind her, and looks mischievously at him. 

RAINA. You look ever so much nicer than 
when we last met. [He looks up, surprised^. 
What have you done to yourself? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Washed; brushed; good night s 


sleep and breakfast. Thats all. 

RAINA. Did you get back safely that morn- 
ing? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Quitc, thauks. 

RAINA. Were they angry with you for run- 
ning away from Sergius’s charge? 

BLUNTSCHLI [grinning] No: they were glad; 
because theyd all just run away themselves. 

RAINA [going to the table, and leaning over it 
towards him] It must have made a lovely 
story for them: all that about me and my 
room. 

BLUNTSCHLI. Capital story. But I only told 
it to one of them: a particular friend. 

RAINA. On whose discretion you could 
absolutely rely? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Absolutely. 

RAINA. Hm! He told it all to my father and 
Sergius the day you exchanged the prisoners. 
[SAe turns away and strolls carelessly across to 
the other side of the room], 

BLUNTSCHLI [deeply concerned, and half in-^ 
credulous] No! You dont mean that, do you? 

RAINA [turning, with sudden earnestnes.^] I do 
indeed. But they dont know that it was in 
this house you took refuge. If Sergius knew, 
he would challenge you and kill you in a 
duel. 

BLUNTSCHLI. Blcss me! then dont tell him. 

RAINA. Please be serious, Captain Blunt- 
schli. Can you not realize what it is to me to 
deceive him? I want to be quite perfect with 
Sergius: no meanness, no smallness, no deceit. 
My relation to him is the one really beautiful 
and noble part of my life. I hope you can 
understand that. 

BLUNTSCHLI [sceptically] You mean that you 
wouldnt like him to find out that the story 
about the ice pudding was a — a — a — You 
know. 

RAINA [wincing] Ah, dont talk of it in that 
flippant way. I lied: I know it. But I did it 
to save your life. He would have killed you. 
That was the second time I ever uttered a 
falsehood, [BluntschU rises quickly and looks 
doubtfully and somewhat severely at her]. Do 
you remember the first time? 

BLUNTSCHLI. I! No. Was I present? 

RAINA. Yes; and I told the officer who was 
searching for you that you were not present. 

BLUNTSCHLI. True. I should have remem- 
bered it. 

RAINA [greatly encouraged] Ah, it is natural 
that you should forget it first. It cost you 
nothing: it cost me a lie! A lie!! 
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She sits down on the ottoman, hoking straight 
before her with her hands clasped round her 
knee, Bluntschli, quite touched, goes to the otto- 
man with a particularly reassuring and con- 
siderate air, and sits down beside her. 

BLUNTSCHLi. My dear young lady, dont let 
this worry you. Remember: I’m a soldier. 
Now what are the two things that happen to 
a soldier so often that he comes to think 
nothing of them? One is hearing people tell 
lies [Raina recoils\. the other is getting his 
life saved in all sorts of ways by all sorts of 
people. 

RAINA [rising in indignant protest] And so 
he becomes a creature incapable of faith and 
of gratitude. 

BLUNTSCHLI [rnaking a wry face] Do you like 
gratitude? I dont. If pity is akin to love, 
gratitude is akin to the other thing. 

RAINA. Gratitude! [Turning on him] If you 
are incapable of gratitude you arc incapable 
of any noble sentiment. Even animals are 
grateful. Oh, I see now exactly what you 
think of me! You were not surprised to hear 
me lie. To you it was something I probably 
did every day! every hour!! That is how men 
think of women. paces the room tragically]. 

BLUNTSCHLI [dubiously] Theres reason in 
everything. You said youd told only two lies 
in your whole life. Dear young lady: isnt that 
rather a short allowance? I’m quite a straight- 
forward man myself; but it wouldnt last me 
a whole morning. 

RAINA [staring haughtily at hhn] Do you 
know, sir, that you are insulting me? 

BLUNTSCHLI. I cant help it. When you 
strike that noble attitude and speak in that 
thrilling voice, I admire you; but I find it 
impossible to believe a single word you say. 

RAINA [superbly] Captain Bluntschli! 

BLUNTSCHLI [unmovcd] Yes? 

RAINA [standmg over him, as if she could not 
believe her senses] Do you mean what you skid 
just now? Do you know what you said just 
now? 

BLUNTSCHLI. I do. 

RAINA [gasping I! I!!! [She points to herself 
incredulously, meaning Raina Petkoff^ tell 
lies!'* He meets her gaze unflinchingly. She sud- 
denly sits doTvn beside him, and adds, with a 
complete change of manner from the heroic to a 
babyish famiUanty] How did you find me out? 

BLUNTSCHLI [promptly] Instinct, dear young 
lady. Instinct, and experience of the world. 

RAINA [wonderingly] Do you know, you are 


the first man I ever met who did not take me 
seriously? 

BLUNTSCHLI. You mean, dont you, that I 
am the first man that has ever taken you 
quite seriously? 

RAINA. Yes: I suppose I do mean that. 
[Cosily, quite at her ease with hirri] How strange 
it is to be talked to in such a way! You know, 
Ive always gone on like that. 

BLUNTSCHLI. You mean the — ? 

RAINA. I mean the noble attitude and the 
thrilling voice. [They laugh together]. I did it 
when I was a tiny child to my nurse. She be- 
lieved in it. I do it before my parents. They 
believe in it. I do it before Sergius. He 
believes in it. 

BLUNTSCHLI. Ycs*. hc’s a little in that line 
himself, isnt he? 

RAINA [startled] Oh! Do you think so? 

BLUNTSCHLI. You know him better than I 
do. 

RAINA. I wonder — I wonder is he? If I 
thought t h a t — ! [Discouraged] Ah, well: what 
does it matter? I suppose, now youve found 
me out, you despise me. 

BLUNTSCHLI [warmly, rismg] No, my dear 
young lady, no, no, no a thousand times. It’s 
part of your youth: part of your charm. I’m 
like all the rest of them: the nurse, your 
parents, Sergius: I’m your infatuated ad- 
mirer. 

RAINA [pleased] Really? 

BLUNTSCHLI [slapping his breast smartly with 
his hand, German fashion] Hand aufs Herz! 
Really and truly. 

RAINA [very happy] But what did you think 
of me for giving you my portrait? 

BLUNTSCHLI [astonished] Your portrait! You 
never gave me your portrait. 

RAINA [quickly] Do you mean to say you 
never got it? 

BLUNTSCHLI. No. [He sits down beside her, 
with renewed interest, and says, with some com- 
placency] When did you send it to me? 

RAINA [indignantly] I did not send it to you. 
turns her head away, and adds, reluctantly] 
It was in the pocket of that coat. 

BLUNTSCHLI [pursing his lips and rounding his 
eyes] Oh-o-oh! I never found it. It must be 
there still. 

RAINA [springing up] There still! for my 
father to find the first time he puts his hand 
in his pocket! Oh, how could you be so stupid? 

BLUNTSCHLI [rising also] It doesnt matter: 
I suppose it’s only a photograph: how can he 
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tell who it was intended for? Tell him he put 
it there himself. 

RAiNA [hitierly^ Yes: that is so clever! isnt 
it? [Distractedly] Oh! what shall I do? 

BLUNTSCHLi. Ah, I See. You wrote something 
on it. That was rash. 

RAINA [vexed almost to tears] Oh, to have 
done such a thing for you, who care no more 
— except to laugh at me — oh! Are you sure 
nobody has touched it? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Well, I cant be quite sure. You 
see, I couldnt carry it about with me all the 
time: one cant take much luggage on active 
service. 

RAINA. What did you do with it? 

BLUNTSCHLI. When I got through to Pirot 
I had to put it in safe keeping somehow. I 
thought of the railway cloak room; but thats 
the surest place to get looted in modern war- 
fare. So I pawned it. 

RAINA. Pawned it!!! 

BLUNTSCHLI. I know it doesnt sound nice; 
but it was much the safest plan. I redeemed 
it the day before jresterday. Heaven only 
knows whether the pawnbroker cleared out 
the pockets or not. 

RAINA [funous: throwing the words right into 
his face] You have a low shopkeeping mind. 
You think of things that would never come 
into a gentleman’s head. 

BLUNTSCHLI [phlegmatically] Thats the Swiss 
national character, dear lady, [lie returns to 
the table]. 

RAINA. Oh, I wish I had never met you. 
[-SAe f ounces away, and sits at the window 
fuming]. 

Louka comes in with a heap of letters and 
telegrams on her salver, and crosses, with her 
bold free gait, to the table. Her left sleeve is 
looped up to the shoulder with a brooch, shewing 
her naked arm, with a broad gilt bracelet covering 
the bruise. 

LOUKA [to Bluntschlt] For you. [5^6 empties 
the salver with a fling on to the table]. The mes- 
senger is waiting. [-SAe is determined not to be 
civil to an enemy, even if she must bring him his 
letters]. 

BLUNTSCHLI [to Raino] Will you excuse me: 
the last postal delivery that reached me was 
three weeks ago. These are the subsequent 
accumulations. Four telegrams: a week old. 
[He opens one]. Oho! Bad news! 

RAINA [rising and advancing a little remorse- 
fully] Bad news? 

BLUNTSCHLI. My father’s dead. [He looks at 


the telegram with his lips pursed, musing on the 
unexpected change in his arrangements. Louka 
crosses herself hastily]. 

RAINA. Oh, how very sad! 

BLUNTSCHLI. Ycs*. I shall have to start for 
home in an hour. He has left a lot of big 
hotels behind him to be looked after. [He 
takes up a fat letter in a long blue envelope]. 
Here’s a whacking letter from the family 
solicitor. [He pulls out the enclosures and 
glances over them]. Great Heavens! Seventy! 
Two hundred! [In a crescendo of dismay] Four 
hundred! Four thousand!! Nine thousand 
six hundred!!! What on earth am I to do with 
them all? 

RAINA [timidly] Nine thousand hotels? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Hotcls! nonsensc. If you only 
knew! Oh, it’s too ridiculous! Excuse me: I 
must give my fellow orders about starting. 
[He leaves the room hastily, with the documents 
in his hand]. 

LOUKA [knowing instmctively that she can 
annoy Raina by disparaging Bluntschli] He has 
not much heart, that Swiss. He has not a 
word of grief for his poor father. 

RAINA [bitterly] Grief! A man who has been 
doing nothing but killing people for years! 
What does he care? What does any soldier 
care? goes to the door, restraining her tears 
with difficulty]. 

LOUKA. Major SaranofF has been fighting 
too; and he has plenty of heart left. [Raina, 
at the door, draws herself up haughtily and goes 
otit]. Aha! I thought you wouldnt get much 
feeling out of your soldier, is following 
Raina when Nicola enters with an armful of logs 
for the stove], 

NICOLA [grinning amorously at her] Ive been 
trying all the afternoon to get a minute 
alone with you, my girl. [His countenance 
changes as he notices her arm]. Why, what 
fashion is that of wearing your sleeve, child? 

LOUKA [proudly] My own fashion. 

NICOLA. Indeed! If the mistress catches 
you, she'll talk to you. [He puts the logs down, 
and seats himself comfortably on the ottoman]. 

LOUKA. Is that any reason why you should 
take it on yourself to talk to me? 

NICOLA. Come! dont be so contrairy with 
me. Ive some good news for you. [.S/fe sits 
down beside him. He takes out some paper money. 
Louka, with an eager gkam in her eyes, tries to 
snatch it; but he shifts it quickly to his left hand, 
out of her reach]. See! a twenty leva bill! Ser- 
gius gave me that, out of pure swagger. A 
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fool and his money are soon parted. Theres 
ten levas more. The Swiss gave me that for 
backing up the mistress's and Raina's lies 
about him. H e ’ s no fool, he isnt. You should 
have heard old Catherine downstairs as 
polite as you please to me, telling me not to 
mind the Major being a little impatient; for 
they knew what a good servant I was — after 
making a fool and a liar of me before them 
all! The twenty will go to our savings; and 
you shall have the ten to spend if youll only 
talk to me so as to remind me Tm a human 
being. I get tired of being a servant occasion- 
ally. 

LOUKA. Yes: sell your manhood for 30 levas, 
and buy me for 101 [liising scornfully^ Keep 
your money. You were born to be a servant. 

I was not. When you set up your shop you 
will only be everybody’s servant instead of 
somebody’s servant. goes moodily to the 
table and seats herself regally in Sergius's chair]. 

NICOLA [pickhig up his logSy and going to the 
stove] Ah, wait til you see. We shall have our 
evenings to ourselves; and I shall be master 
in my own house, I promise you. [lie throws 
the logs do7vn arid kneels at the stove], 

LOUKA. You shall never be master in mine. 

NICOLA [turning, still on his knees, and squat- 
ting down rather forlornly on his calves, daunted 
by her implacable disdain] You have a great 
ambition in you, Louka. Remember: if any 
luck comes to you, it was I that made a 
woman of you. 

LOUKA. You! 

NICOLA [scrambling up and going at her] Yes, 
me. Who was it made you give up wearing 
a couple of pounds of false black hair on your 
head and reddening your lips and cheeks like 
any other Bulgarian girl? I did. Who taught 
you to trim your nails, and keep your hands 
clean, and be dainty about yourself, like a 
fine Russian lady? Me: do you hear that? me! 
[She tosses her head defiantly; and he turns away, 
adding, more coolly] Ive often thought that 
if Raina were out of the way, and you just a 
little less of a fool and Sergius just a little 
more of one, you might come to be one of 
my grandest customers, instead of only being 
my wife and costing me money. 

LOUKA. I believe you would rather be my 
servant than my husband. You would make 
more out of me. Oh, I know that soul of 
yours. 

NICOLA [going closer to her for greater 
emphasis] Never you mind my soul; but just 


listen to my advice. If you want to be a lady, 
your present behavior to me wont do at all, 
unless when we’re alone. It’s too sharp and 
impudent; and impudence is a sort of 
familiarity: it shews affection for me. And 
dont you try being high and mighty with me, 
either. Youre like all country girls: you 
think it’s genteel to treat a servant the way 
I treat a stableboy. Thats only your ignor- 
ance; and dont you forget it. And dont be so 
ready to defy everybody. Act as if you ex- 
pected to have your own way, not as if you 
expected to be ordered about. The way to 
get on as a lady is the same as the way to get 
on as a servant: youve got to know your 
place: thats the secret of it. And you may 
depend on me to know my place if you get 
promoted. Think over it, my girl. I’ll stand 
by you: one servant should always stand by 
another. 

LOUKA [rising impatiently] Oh, I must be- 
have in my own way. You take all the cour- 
age out of me with your cold-blooded wisdom. 
Go and put those logs on the fire: thats the 
sort of thing you understand. 

Before Nicola can retort, Sergius comes in. 
He checks himself a moment on seeing Louka; 
then goes to the stove. 

SERGIUS [to Nicola] I am not in the way of 
your work, I hope. 

NICOLA [in a smooth, elderly manner] Oh no, 
sir: thank you kindly. I was only speaking 
to this foolish girl about her habit of running 
up here to the library whenever she gets a 
chance, to look at the books. Thats the worst 
of her education, sir: it gives her habits above 
her station. [To Louka] Make that table tidy, 
Louka, for the Major. [He goes out sedately], 

Louka, without looking at Sergius, pretends to 
arrange the papers on the table. He crosses slowly 
to her, and studies the arrangement of her sleeve 
reflectively . 

SERGIUS. Let me see: is there a mark there? 
[He turns up the bracelet and sees the bruise 
made by his grasp. She stands motionless, not 
looking at him: fascinated, but on her guard], 
Ffff! Does it hurt? 

LOUKA. Yes. 

SERGIUS. Shall I cure it? 

LOUKA [instantly withdrawing herself proudly, 
but still not looking at him] No. You cannot 
cure it now. 

SERGIUS [masterfully] Quite sure? [He makes 
a movement as if to take her in his arms], 

LOUKA. Dont trifle with me, please. An 
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officer should not trifle with a servant. 

SEROius [indicating the bruise with a merciless 
stroke of his forefinger^ That was no trifle, 
Louka. 

LOUKA [fiinching; then looking at him for the 
first iime^ Are you sorry? 

SEROIUS [with measured emphasis ^ folding his 
arms^ I am never sorry. 

LOUKA [wistfully] I wish I could believe a 
man could be as unlike a woman as that. I 
wonder are you really a brave man? 

SERGIUS [unaffectedly^ relaxing his attitude] 
Yes: I am a brave man. My heart jumped 
like a woman’s at the first shot; but in the 
charge I found that I was brave. Yes: that 
at least is real about me. 

LOUKA. Did you find in the charge that the 
men whose fathers are poor like mine were 
any less brave than the men who are rich like 
you. 

SEROIUS [with hitter levity] Not a bit. They 
all slashed and cursed and yelled like heroes. 
Psha! the courage to rage and kill is cheap. 
I have an English bull terrier who has as 
much of that sort of courage as the whole 
Bulgarian nation, and the whole Russian 
nation at its back. But he lets my groom 
thrash him, all the same. Thats your soldier 
all over! No, Louka: your poor men can cut 
throats; but they are afraid of their officers; 
they put up with insults and blows; they 
stand by and see one another punished like 
children: aye, and help to do it when they 
are ordered. And the officers!!! Well [ivith a 
short harsh laugh] 1 am an officer. Oh, [fer- 
vently] give me the man who will defy to the 
death any power on earth or in heaven that 
sets itself up against his own will and con- 
science: he alone is the brave man. 

LOUKA. How easy it is to talk! Men never 
seem to me to grow up: they all have school- 
boy’s ideas. You dont know what true 
courage is. 

SEROIUS [ironically] Indeed! I am willing to 
be instructed. [He sits on the ottoman, sprawling 
magnificently], 

LOUKA. Look at me! how much am I 
allowed to have my own will? I have to get 
your room ready for you: to sweep and dust, 
to fetch and carry. How could that degrade 
me if it did not degrade you to have it done 
for you? But [with subdued passion] if I were 
Empress of Russia, above everyone in the 
world, then!! Ah then, though according to 
you I could shew no courage at all, you 


should see, you should see. 

SEROIUS. What would you do, most noble 
Empress? 

LOUKA. I would marry the man I loved, 
which no other queen in Europe has the 
courage to do. If I loved you, though you 
would be as far beneath me as I am beneath 
you, I would dare to be the equal of my in- 
ferior. Would you dare as much if you loved 
me? No: if you felt the beginnings of love 
for me you would not let it grow. You would 
not dare: you would marry a rich man’s 
daughter because you would be afraid of 
what other people would say of you. 

SEROIUS [bounding up] You lie: it is not so, 
by all the stars! If I loved you, and I were the 
Czar himself, I would set you on the throne 
by my side. You know that I love another 
woman, a woman as high above you as heaven 
is above earth. And you are jealous of her. 

LOUKA. I have no reason to be. She will 
never marry you now. The man I told you of 
has come back. She will marry the Swiss. 

SEROIUS [recoiling] The Swiss! 

LOUKA. A man worth ten of you. Then you 
can come to me; and I will refuse you. You 
are not good enough for me. [SAe turns to the 
door], 

SERGIUS [springing after her and catching her 
fiercely in his arms] I will kill the Swiss; and 
afterwards I will do as I please with you. 

LOUKA [in his arms, passive and steadfast] 
The Swiss will kill you, perhaps. He has 
beaten you in love. He may beat you in war. 

SEROIUS [tormentedly] Do you think I be- 
lieve that she — she! whose worst thoughts 
are higher than your best ones, is capable of 
trifling with another man behind my back? 

LOUKA. Do you think she would believe the 
Swiss if he told her now that I am in your 
arms? 

SEROIUS [releasing her in despair] Damna- 
tion! Oh, damnation! Mockery! mockery 
everywhere! everything I think is mocked 
by everything I do. [He strikes himself frantic- 
ally on the breast]. Coward! liar! fool! Shall I 
kill myself like a man, or live and pretend to 
laugh at myself? [She again turns to go], 
Louka! [She stops near the door]. Remember: 
you belong to me. 

LOUKA [turning] What does that mean? An 
insult? 

SERGIUS [commandingly] It means that you 
love me, and that I have had you here in my 
arms, and will perhaps have you there again. 
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Whether that is an insult I neither know nor 
care: take it as you please. But \vehemenily^ 

I w i 1 1 not be a coward and a trifler. If I choose 
to love you, I dare marry you, in spite of all 
Bulgaria. If these hands ever touch you 
again, they shall touch my affianced bride. 

LOUKA. We shall see whether you dare 
keep your word. And take care. I will not 
wait long. 

SERGIUS [again folding his arms and standing 
motionless in the middle of the room] Yes: we 
shall see. And you shall wait my pleasure. 

Bluntschlif much preoccupied, with his papers 
still in his hand, enters, leaving the door open for 
Louka to go out. He goes across to the table, 
glancing at her as he passes. Sergius, without 
altering his resolute attitude, watches him 
steadily. Louka goes out, leaving the door open. 

BLUNTSCiiLi [absently, sitting at the table as 
before, and putting down his papers] Thats a 
remarkable looking young woman. 

SERGIUS [gravely, without moving] Captain 
Bluntschli. 

BLUNTSCIILI. Eh? 

SERGIUS. You have deceived me. You are 
my rival. I brook no rivals. At six o’clock I 
shall be in the drilling-ground on the Klis- 
soura road, alone, on horseback, with my 
sabre. Do you understand? 

BLUNTSCHLI [staring, hut sitting quite at his 
eas^ Oh, thank you: thats a cavalry man’s 
proposal. I’m in the artillery; and I have the 
choice of weapons. If I go, I shall take a 
machine gun. And there shall be no mistake 
about the cartridges this time. 

SERGIUS [flushing, but with deadly coldness] 
Take care, sir. It is not our custom in Bul- 
garia to allow invitations of that kind to be 
trifled with. 

BLUNTSCHLI [warmly] Pooh! dont talk to me 
about Bulgaria. You dont know what fighting 
is. But have it your own way. Bring your 
sabre along. I’ll meet you. 

SERGIUS [fiercely delighted to find his op- 
ponent a man of spirit] Well said, Switzer. 
Shall I lend you my best horse? 

BLUNTSCHLI. No*. damn your horse! thank 
you all the same, my dear fellow. [Raina 
comes in, and hears the next sentence]. I shall 
fight you on foot. Horseback’s too dangerous: 
I dont want to kill you if I can help it. 

RAINA [hurrying forward anxiously] I have 
heard what Captain Bluntschli said, Sergius. 
You are going to fight. Why? [Sergius turns 
away in silence, and goes to the stove, wh^e he 


stands watching her as she continues, to Blunt- 
schli] What about? 

BLUNTSCHLI. I dont know. he hasnt told me. 
Better not interfere, dear young lady. No 
harm will be done: Ive often acted as sword 
instructor. He wont be able to touch me; and 
I’ll not hurt him. It will save explanations. 
In the morning I shall be off home; and youll 
never see me or hear of me again. You and 
he will then make it up and live happily ev^r 
after. 

RAINA [turning away deeply hurt, almost with 
a sob in her voice] I never said I wanted to see 
you again. 

SERGIUS [stridhig forward] Ha! That is a 
confession. 

RAINA [haughtily] What do you mean? 

SERGIUS. You love that man\ 

RAINA [scandalized] Sergius! 

SERGIUS. You allow him to make love to you 
behind my back, just as you treat me as your 
affianeed husband behind his. Bluntschli: you 
knew our relations; and you deceived me. 
It is for that that I call you to account, not 
for having received favors I never enjoyed. 

BLUNTSCHLI [jumping up indignantly] Stuff! 
Rubbish! I have received no favors. Why, the 
young lady doesnt even know whether I’m 
married or not. 

RAINA [forgetting herself] Oh! [Collapsing on 
the ottoman] Are you? 

SERGIUS. You see the young lady’s concern, 
Captain Bluntschli. Denial is useless. You 
have enjoyed the privilege of being received 
in her own room, late at night — 

BLUNTSCHLI [interrupting him pepperily] Yes, 
you blockhead! she received me with a pistol 
at her head. Your cavalry were at my heels. 
I’d have blown out her brains if she’d uttered 
a cry. 

SERGIUS [taken aback] Bluntschli! Raina: is 
this true? 

RAINA [rising in wrathful majesty] Oh, how 
dare you, how dare you? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Apologize, man: apologize. 
[He resumes his seat at the table]. 

SERGIUS [with the old measured emphasis, fold- 
ing his arms] I never apologize! 

RAINA [passionately] This is the doing of 
that friend of yours. Captain Bluntschli. It 
is he who is spreading this horrible story 
about me. [She walks about excitedly]. 

BLUNTSCHLI. No: he’s dead. Burnt alive. 

RAINA [stopping, shocked] Burnt alive! 

BLUNTSCHLI. Shot in the hip in a woodyard. 



118 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


Couldnt drag himself out. Your fellows’ shells 
set the timber on fire and burnt him, with 
half a dozen other poor devils in the same 
predicament. 

RAiNA. How horrible! 

SERGIUS. And how ridiculous! Oh, war! war! 
the dream of patriots and heroes! A fraud, 
Bluntschli. A hollow sham, like love. 

RAINA [outraged] Like love! You say that 
before me! 

BLUNTSCHLI. Comc, Saranoffi that matter 
is explained. 

SERGIUS. A hollow sham, I say. Would you 
have come back here if nothing had passed 
between you except at the muzzle of your 
pistol? Raina is mistaken about your friend 
who was burnt. He was not my informant. 

RAINA. Who then? [Suddenly guessing the 
truth] Ah, Louka! my maid! my servant! You 
were with her this morning all that time 
after — after — Oh, what sort of god is this I 
have been worshipping! [He meets her gaze 
with sardonic enjoyment of her disenchantment. 
Angered all the more, she goes closer to him, and 
says, in a lower, intenser tone] Do you know 
that I looked out of the window as I went 
upstairs, to have another sight of my hero; 
and I saw something I did not understand 
then. I know now that you were making love 
to her. 

SERGIUS [with grim humor] You saw that? 

RAINA. Only too well. [S'/fc turns away, and 
throws herself on the divan under the centre 
window, quite overcome]. 

SERGIUS [cynically] Raina: our romance is 
shattered. Life’s a farce. 

BLUNTSCHLI [to Raina, whimsically] You see: 
he’s found himself out now. 

SERGIUS [going to him] Bluntschli: I have 
allowed you to call me a blockhead. You may 
now call me a coward as well. I refuse to fight 
you. Do you know why? 

BLUNTSCHLI. No; but it doesnt matter. I 
didnt ask the reason when you cried on; and 
I dont ask the reason now that you cry off. 
I'm a professional soldier: I fight when I have 
to, and am very^glad to get out of it when I 
havnt to. Youre only an amateur: you think 
fighting’s an amusement. 

SERGIUS [sitting down at the table, nose to nose 
with him] You shall hear the reason all the 
same, my professional. The reason is that it 
takes two men — real men — men of heart, 
blood and honor — to make a genuine com- 
bat. I could no more fight with you than I 


could make love to an ugly woman. Youve 
no magnetism: youre not a man: youre a 
machine. 

BLUNTSCHLI [apologetically] Quite true, 
quite true. I always was that sort of chap. 
I’m very sorry. 

SERGIUS. Psha! 

BLUNTSCHLI. But now that youve found that 
life i s n t a farce, but something quite sensible 
and serious, what further obstacle is there 
to your happiness? 

RAINA [rising] You are very solicitous about 
my happiness and his. Do you forget his 
new love — Louka? It is not you that he must 
fight now, but his rival, Nicola. 

SERGIUS. Rival!! [bounding half across the 
room]. 

RAINA. Dont you know that theyre en- 
gaged? 

SERGIUS. Nicola! Are fresh abysses open- 
ing? Nicola!! 

RAINA [sarcastically] A shocking sacrifice, 
isnt it? Such beauty! such intellect! such 
modesty! wasted on a middle-aged servant 
man. Really, Sergius, you cannot stand by 
and allow such a thing. It would be unworthy 
of your chivalry. 

SERGIUS [losing all self -control] Viper! Viper! 
[He rushes to and fro, raging]. 

BLUNTSCHLI. Look hcrc, Saranoff: youre 
getting the worst of this. 

RAINA [getting angrier] Do you realize what 
he has done. Captain Bluntschli? He has set 
this girl as a spy on us; and her reward is that 
he makes love to her. 

SERGIUS. False! Monstrous! 

RAINA. Monstrous! [Confronting him] Do 
you deny that she told you about Captain 
Bluntschli being in my room? 

SERGIUS. No; but — 

RAINA [interrupting] Do you deny that you 
were making love to her when she told you? 

SERGIUS. No; but I tell you — 

RAINA [cutting him short contemptuously] It is 
unnecessary to tell us anything more. That 
is quite enough for us. [<S^e turns away from 
him and sweeps majestically back to the window]. 

BLUNTSCHLI [quietly, as Sergius, in an agony 
of mortification, sinks on the ottoman, clutching 
his averted head between his fists] I told you 
you were getting the worst of it, Saranoff. 

SERGIUS. Tiger cat! 

RAINA [running excitedly to Bluntschli] You 
hear this man calling me names. Captain 
Bluntschli? 
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BLUNTSCHLi. What else can he do, dear lady? 
He must defend himself somehow. Come 
[very persuasively]: dont quarrel. What good 
does it do? 

Raina, with a gasp, sits down on the ottoman, 
and after a vain effort to look vexedly at Blunt- 
schli, falls a victim to her sense of humor, and 
actually leans hack babyishly against the writh- 
ing shoulder of Sergius. 

SERGIUS. Engaged to Nicola! Ha! ha! Ah 
well, Bluntschli, you are right to take this 
huge imposture of a world coolly. 

HAiNA [quaintly to Bluntschli, with an intui- 
tive guess at his state of mind] I daresay you 
think us a couple of grown-up babies, dont 
you? 

SERGIUS [grinning savagely] He does: he 
does. Swiss civilization nursetending Bul- 
garian barbarism, eh? 

BLUNTSCHLI [blusMng] Not at all, I assure 
you. I’m only very glad to get you two 
quieted. There! there! let's be pleasant and 
talk it over in a friendly way. Where is this 
other young lady? 

RAiNA. Listening at the door, probably. 

SERGIUS [shivering as if a bullet had struck 
him, and speaking with quiet but deep indigna- 
tio?i] I will prove that that, at least, is a 
calumny. [He goes 7viih dignity to the door and 
opens it. A yell of fury bursts from him as he 
looks out. He darts into the passage, and returns 
dragging in Louka, whom he fings violently 
against the table, exclaimm^ Judge her, 
Bluntschli. You, the cool impartial man: 
judge the eavesdropper. 

Louka stands her ground, proud and silent. 

BLUNTSCHLI [shaking his head] I musnt judge 
her. I once listened myself outside a tent 
when there was a mutiny brewing. It’s all a 
question of the degree of provocation. My 
life was at stake. 

LOUKA. My love was at stake. I am not 
ashamed. 

RAINA [cofitempiuously] Your love! Your 
curiosity, you mean. 

LOUKA [facing her and retorting her contempt 
with interest] My love, stronger than any- 
thing you can feel, even for your chocolate 
cream soldier. 

SERGIUS [with quick suspicion, to Louka] What 
does that mean? 

LOUKA [fiercely] It means — 

SERGIUS [interrupting her slightingly] Oh, I 
remember; the ice pudding. A paltry taunt, 
girl! 


Major Petkoff enters, in his shirtsleeves. 

PETKOFF. Excuse my shirtsleeves, gentle- 
men. Raina: somebody has been wearing that 
coat of mine: I'll swear it. Somebody with a 
differently shaped back. It’s all burst open 
at the sleeve. Your mother is mending it. I 
wish she’d make haste: I shall catch cold. 
[He looks more attentively at theyn]. Is anything 
the matter? 

RAINA. No. [iSAe sits down at the stove, with a 
tranquil air]. 

SERGIUS. Oh no. [He sits down at the end of 
the table, as at first]. 

BLUNTSCHLI [who is already seated] Nothing. 
Nothing. 

PETKOFF [sitting down on the ottoman in his 
old place] Thats all right. [He notices Louka]. 
Anything the matter, Louka? 

LOUKA. No, sir. 

PETKOFF [genially] Thats all right. [He 
sneezes]. Go and ask your mistress for my 
coat, like a good girl, will you? 

Nicola enters with the coat. Louka makes a 
pretence of having business in the room by 
taking the little table with the hookah away to 
the 7vall near the wmdotvs. 

RAINA [rising quickly as she sees the coat on 
Nicolas arm] Here it is, papa. Give it to me, 
Nicola; and do you put some more wood on 
the fire. takes the coat, and brings it to the 
Major, 7vho stands up to put it on. Nicola attends 
to the fire]. 

PETKOFF [to Raina, teasing her affectionately] 
Aha! Going to be very good to poor old papa 
just for one day after his return from the 
wars, eh? 

RAINA [with solemn reproach] Ah, how can 
you say that to me, father? 

PETKOFF. Well, well, only a joke, little one. 
Come: give me a kiss. [6'Ae kisses him]. Now 
give me the coat. 

RAINA. No: I am going to put it on for you. 
Turn your back. [He turns his back and feels 
behind him with his arms for the sleeves. She 
dexterously takes the photograph from the pocket 
and ihrofvs it on the table before Bluntschli, who 
covers it 7vith a sheet of paper under the very 
nose of Sergius, 7vho looks on amazed, with his 
suspicions roused in the highest degree. She then 
helps Petkoff on ivith his coat]. There, dear! 
Now are you comfortable? 

PETKOFF. Quite, little love. Thanks. [He 
sits down; and Raina returns to her seat near 
the stove]. Oh, by the bye, Ive found some- 
thing funny. Whats the meaning of this? [He 
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puis his hand into the picked pocke(\. Eh? Hallo! 
[He tries the other pockei\ Well, I could have 
sworn — ! [Much puzzled^ he tries the breast 
pocket], I wonder — [trying the original pocket]. 
Where can it — ? [He rises ^ exclaiming Your 
mother’s taken it! 

RAiNA [very red] Taken what? 

PETKOFF. Your photograph, with the in- 
scription: “Raina, to her Chocolate Cream 
Soldier: a Souvenir.” Now you know theres 
something more in this than meets the eye; 
and I’m going to find it out. [Shouting] 
Nicola! 

NICOLA [coming to him] Sir! 

PETKOFF. Did you spoil any pastry of Miss 
Raina’s this morning? 

NICOLA. You heard Miss Raina say that I 
did, sir. 

PETKOFF. I know that, you idiot. Was it 
true? 

NICOLA. I am sure Miss Raina is incapable 
of saying anything that is not true, sir. 

PETKOFF. Are you? Then I’m not. [Turning 
to the others] Come: do you think I dont see it 
all? [He goes to Sergius, and slaps him on the 
shoulder], Sergius: youre the chocolate 
cream soldier, arnt you? 

SERGIUS [starting %ip] I! A chocolate cream 
soldier! Certainly not. 

PETKOFF. Not! [He looks at them. They are 
all very serious and very conscious]. Do you 
mean to tell me that Raina sends things like 
that to other men? 

SERGIUS [enigmatically] The world is not 
such an innocent place as we used to think, 
Petkoff. 

BLUNTSCHLi [rising] It’s all right. Major. 
I’m the chocolate cream soldier. [Petkojf and 
Sergius are equally astonished]. The gracious 
young lady saved my life by giving me 
chocolate creams when I was starving: shall 
I ever forget their flavour! My late friend 
Stolz told you the story at Pirot. I was the 
fugitive. 

PETKOFF. You! [He ga^p^]. Sergius: do you 
remember how these two women went on 
this morning when we mentioned it? [Ser- 
gius smiles cynically. Petkoff confronts Raina 
severely], Youre a nice young woman, arnt 
you? 

RAINA [bitterly] Major Saranoffhas changed 
his mind. And when I wrote that on the 
photograph, I did not know that Captain 
Bluntschli was married. 

BLUNTSCHLI [startled into vehement protest\ 


I’m not married. 

RAINA [with deep reproach] You said you 
were. 

BLUNTSCHLI. I did not. I positively did not. 
I never was married in my life. 

PETKOFF [exasperated] Raina: will you kindly 
inform me, if I am not asking too much, 
which of these gentlemen you are engaged 
to? 

RAINA. To neither of them. This young 
lady [introducing Louka, who faces them all 
proudly] is the object of Major Saranoffs 
affections at present. 

PETKOFF. Louka! Are you mad, Sergius? 
Why, this girl’s engaged to Nicola. 

NICOLA. I beg your pardon, sir. There is a 
mistake. Louka is not engaged to me. 

PETKOFF. Not engaged to you, you scoun- 
drel! Why, you had twenty-five levas from 
me on the day of your betrothal; and she had 
that gilt bracelet from Miss Raina. 

NICOLA [with cool unction] We gave it out 
so, sir. But it was only to give Louka pro- 
tection. She had a soul above her station; and 
I have been no more than her confidential 
servant. I intend, as you know, sir, to set up 
a shop later on in Sofia; and I look forward to 
her custom and recommendation should she 
marry into the nobility. [He goes out ivith im- 
pressive discretion, leaving them all staring after 
him], 

PETKOFF [breaking the silence] Well, I am — 
hm! 

SERGIUS. This is either the finest heroism 
or the most crawling baseness. Which is it, 
Bluntschli? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Never mind whether it’s hero- 
ism or baseness. Nicola’s the ablest man Ive 
met in Bulgaria. I’ll make him manager of a 
hotel if he can speak French and German. 

LOUKA [suddenly breaking out at Sergius] I 
have been insulted by everyone here. You 
set them the example. You owe me an 
apology. 

Sergius, like a repeating clock of which the 
spring has been touched, immediately begins to 
fold his arms, 

BLUNTSCHLI \before he can speak] It’s no use. 
He never apologizes. 

LOUKA. Not to you, his equal and his 
enemy. To me, his poor servant, he will not 
refuse to apologize. 

SERGIUS [approvingly] You are right. [He 
bends his knee in his grandest manrm] Forgive 
me. 
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LOUKA. I forgive you. [SAe timidly gives him 
her hand^ which he kisses]. That touch makes 
me your affianced wife. 

SERGIUS [springing up] Ah! I forgot that. 

LOUKA [coldly] You can withdraw if you 
like. 

SERGIUS. Withdraw! Never! You belong to 
me. [lie puts his arm about her], 

Catherine comes in and finds Louka in Sergius* s 
armSt with all the rest gazing at them in 
bewildered astonishment, 

CATHERINE. What does this mean? 

Sergius releases Louka, 

PETKOFF. Well, my dear, it appears that 
Sergius is going to marry Louka instead of 
Raina. is about to break out indignantly at 
him: he stops her by exclaiming testily] Dont 
blame me: Ivc nothing to do with it. [lie 
retreats to the stove], 

CATHERINE. Marry Louka! Sergius: you 
are bound by your word to us! 

SERGIUS [folding his arms] Nothing binds 
me. 

BLUNTSCHLi [much pleased by this piece of 
common sense] Saranoff: your hand. My con- 
gratulations. These heroics of yours have 
their practical side after all. [To Louka] 
Gracious young lady: the best wishes of a 
good Republican! [He kisses her hand, to 
Raina* s great disgust, and returns to his seat], 

CATHERINE. Louka*. you have been telling 
stories. 

LOUKA. I have done Raina no harm. 

CATHERINE [haughtily] Raina! 

Raina, equally indignant, almost snorts at the 
liberty, 

LOUKA. I have a right to call her Raina: 
she calls me Louka. I told Major SaranolF 
she would never marry him if the Swiss 
gentleman came back. 

BLUNTSCHLI [rising, much surprised] Hallo! 

LOUKA [turning to Raina] I thought you were 
fonder of him than of Sergius. You know best 
whether I was right. 

BLUNTSCHLI. What nonsense! I assure you, 
my dear Major, my dear Madame, the 
gracious young lady simply saved my life, 
nothing else. She never cared two straws 
for me. Why, bless my heart and soul, look 
at the young lady and look at me. She, rich, 
young, beautiful, with her imagination full 
of fairy princes and noble natures and cavalry 
charges and goodness knows what! And I, 
a commonplace Swiss soldier who hardly 
knows what a decent life is after fifteen years 


of barracks and battles: a vagabond, a man 
who has spoiled all his chances in life through 
an incurably romantic disposition, a man — 

SERGIUS [starting as if a needle had pricked 
hm and interrupting Bluntschli in incredulous 
amazement] Excuse me, Bluntschli: what did 
you say had spoiled your chances in life? 

BLUNTSCHLI [promptly] An incurably roman- 
tic disposition. I ran away from home twice 
when I was a boy. I went into the army 
instead of into my father’s business. I 
climbed the balcony of this house when a 
man of sense would have dived into the 
nearest cellar. I came sneaking back here to 
have another look at the young lady when 
any other man of my age would have sent 
the coat back — 

PETKOFF. My coat! 

BLUNTSCHLI. — ycs*. thats the coat I mean — 
would have sent it back and gone quietly 
home. Do you suppose I am the sort of fellow 
a young girl falls in love with? Why, look at 
our ages! I’m thirty-four: I dont suppose the 
young lady is much over seventeen. [This 
estimate produces a marked sensation, all the 
rest turning and staring at one another. He pro- 
ceeds innocently] All that adventure which was 
life or death to me, was only a schoolgirl’s 
game to her — chocolate creams and hide and 
seek. Heres the proof! [He takes the photo- 
graph from the table]. Now, I ask you, would 
a woman who took the affair seriously have 
sent me this and written on it “Raina, to her 
Chocolate Cream Soldier: a Souvenir’’? [He 
exhibits the photograph triumphantly, as if it 
settled the matter beyond all possibility of refuta- 
tion]. 

PETKOFF. Thats what I was looking for. 
How the deuce did it get there? [He comes 
from the stove to look at it, and sits down on the 
ottoman], 

BLUNTSCHLI [to Raina, complacently] I have 
put everything right, I hope, gracious young 
lady. 

RAINA [going to the table to face him] I quite 
agree with your account of yourself. You 
are a romantic idiot. [Bluntschli is unspeakably 
taken aback]. Next time, I hope you will know 
the difference between a schoolgirl of seven- 
teen and a woman of twenty-three. 

BLUNTSCHLI [stupefied] Twenty-three! 

Raina snaps the photograph contemptuously 
from his hand; tears it up; throws the pieces in 
his face; and sweeps back to her former place, 

SERGIUS [with grim enjoyment of his rivals 
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dtscorn/iiure] Bluntschli: my one last belief is I 
gone. Your sagacity is a fraud, like every- 
thing else. You have less sense than even I! 

BLUNTSCHLI [overfvkelmed] Twenty-three! 
Twenty-three!! [He considers], Hm! [Swijil^ 
making up his mind and coming to his host] In 
that case, Major PetkofF, I beg to propose 
formally to become a suitor for your daugh- 
ter s hand, in place of Major SaranofF retired. 

RAiNA. You dare! 

BLUNTSCHLI. If you wcrc twenty-three when 
you said those things to me this afternoon, I 
shall take them seriously. 

CATHERINE [loftUy poUte] I doubt, sir, 
whether you quite realize either my daugh- 
ter's position or that of Major Sergius 
SaranofF, whose place you propose to take. 
The PetkofFs and the SaranofFs are known as 
the richest and most important families in 
the country. Our position is almost historical: 
we can go back for twenty years. 

PETKOFF. Oh, never mind that, Catherine. 
[To Bluntschli] We should be most happy, 
Bluntschli, if it were only a question of your 
position; but hang it, you know, Raina is 
accustomed to a very comfortable establish- 
ment. Sergius keeps twenty horses. 

BLUNTSCHLI. But who wants twenty horses? 
We’re not going to keep a circus. 

CATHERINE [severely] My daughter, sir, is 
accustomed to a first-rate stable. 

RAINA. Hush, mother: youre making me 
ridiculous. 

BLUNTSCHLI. Oh Well, if it comes to a 
question of an establishment, here goes! [He 
darts impetuously to the table; seizes the papers 
in the blue envelope; and turns to Sergius], How 
many horses did you say? 

SERGIUS. Twenty, noble Switzer. 

BLUNTSCHLI. I have two hundred horses. 
[They are amazed]. How many carriages? 

SERGIUS. Three. 

BLUNTSCHLI. I have seventy. Twenty-four 
of them will hold twelve inside, besides two 
on the box, without counting the driver and 
conductor. How many tablecloths have you? 

SERGIUS. How the deuce do I know? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Havc you four thousand? 

SERGIUS. No. 

BLUNTSCHLI. I have. I have nine thousand 
six hundred pairs of sheets and blankets, with 
two thousand four hundred eider-down quilts. 
I have ten thousand knives and forks, and 
the same quantity of dessert spoons. I have 


three hundred servants. I have six palatial 
establishments, besides two livery stables, a 
tea gardens, and a private house. I have four 
medals for distinguished services; I have the 
rank of an officer and the standing of a gentle- 
man; and I have three native languages. 
Shew me any man in Bulgaria that can offer 
as much! 

PETKOFF [with childish awe] Are you 
Emperor of Switzerland? 

BLUNTSCHLI. My rank is the highest known 
in Switzerland: I am a free citizen. 

CATHERINE. Then, Captain Bluntschli, since 
you are my daughter’s choice — 

RAINA [mutinously] He’s not. 

CATHERINE [ignoring her] — I shall not stand 
in the way of her happiness. [Fetkoff is about 
to speak] That is Major Petkoff’s feeling 
also. 

PETKOFF. Oh, I shall be only too glad. Two 
hundred horses! Whew! 

SERGIUS. What says the lady? 

RAINA [pretending to sulk] The lady says that 
he can keep his tablecloths and his omni- 
buses. I am not here to be sold to the highest 
bidder. [5'Ae turns her back on him], 

BLUNTSCHLI. I wont take that answer. I 
appealed to you as a fugitive, a beggar, and 
a starving man. You accepted me. You gave 
me your hand to kiss, your bed to sleep in, 
and your roof to shelter me. 

RAINA. I did not give them to the Emperor 
of Switzerland. 

BLUNTSCHLI. Thats just what I say. [He 
catches her by the shoulders and turns her face- 
to-face with him]. Now tell us whom you did 
give them to. 

RAINA [succumbing with a shy smile] To my 
chocolate cream soldier. 

BLUNTSCHLI [with a boyish laugh of delight] 
Thatll do. Thank you. [He looks at his watch 
and suddenly becomes businesslike]. Time’s up. 
Major. Youve managed those regiments so 
well that youre sure to be asked to get rid 
of some of the infantry of the Timok division. 
Send them home by way of Lorn Palanka. 
SaranofF: dont get married until I come back: 
I shall be here punctually at five in the even- 
ing on Tuesday fortnight. Gracious ladies 
[A/j heels click] good evening. [He makes them 
a military bow, and goes], 

SERGIUS. What a man! Is he a man? 

THE END 
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V 

CANDIDA 

1895 

BEING THE SECOND OF FOUR PLEASANT PLAYS 


ACT I 

A fine morning in October 1894 in the north 
east quarter of London^ a vast district miles 
away from the London of Mayfair and St. 
Ja7nes'Sf and much less narrow, squalid, fetid 
and airless in its slums. It is strong in unfashion- 
able middle class life: wide-streeted; myriad- 
populated; well served with ugly iron urinals. 
Radical clubs, and tram lines carrying a per- 
petual sb'eam ofyellorv cars; enjoymg in its mam 
thoroughfares the luxury of grass- grown * front 
gardens'* untrodden by the foot of man save as 
to the path from the gate to the hall door; blighted 
by a callously endured monotony of miles and 
miles of unlovely brick houses, black iron rail- 
ings, stony pavements, slated roofs, and respec- 
tably ill dressed or disreputably worse dressed 
people, quite accustomed to the place, and mostly 
plodding uninterestedly about somebody's else's 
work. The little energy and eagerness that crop 
up sherv themselves in cockney cupidity and 
business **push.** Even the policemen and the 
chapels are not infrequent enough to break the 
monotony. The sun is shining cheerfully: there 
is no fog; and though the smoke effectually pre- 
vents anything, whether faces and hands or 
bricks and mortar, from looking fresh and clean, 
it is not hanging heavily enough to trouble a 
Londoner. 

This desert of %mattractiveness has its oasis. 
Near the outer end of the Hackney road is a 
park of acres, fenced in, not by railings, 
hut by a wooden paling, and containmg plenty 
of greensward, trees, a lake for bathers, flower 
beds which are triumphs of the admired cockney 
art of carpet gardening, and a sandpit, originally 
imported from the seaside for the delight of 
cKildren, but speedily deserted on its becoming a 
natural vermin preserve for all the petty fauna 
of Kingsland, Hackney, and Hoxton. A band- 
stand, an unfurnished forum for religious, anti- 
religious, and political orators, cricket pitches, a 
gymnasium, and an old fashioned stone kiosk are 
among its attractions. Wherever the prospect is 
bounded by trees or rising green grounds, it is a 
pleasant place. Where the ground stretches fiat 
to the grey palings, with bricks and mortar, sky 


signs, crowded chimneys and smoke beyond, the 
prospect makes it desolate and sordid. 

The best view of Victoria Park is commanded 
by the front window of St. Dominic's Parsonage, 
from which not a brick is visible. The parsonage 
is semi-detached, with a front garden and a 
porch. Visitors go up the flight of steps to the 
porch: tradespeople and members of the family 
go down by a door under the steps to the basement, 
with a breakfastroom, used for all meals, in 
front, and the kitchen at the back. Upstairs, on 
the level of the hall door, is the drawing room, 
with its large plate glass nindow looking out on 
the park. In this, the only sitting room that can 
he spared from the children and the family meals, 
the parson, the Reverend James Mavor Morell, 
does his work. He is sitting in a strong round 
backed revolving chair at the end of a long table, 
7vhich stands across the window, so that he can 
cheer himself with a view of the park over his 
left shoulder. At the opposite end of the table, 
adjoining it, is a little table only half as wide as 
the other, with a typewriter on it. His typist is 
sitting at this machine, with her back to the 
ivindow. The large table is littered with pam- 
phlets, journals, letters, nests of drawers, an 
ojjlce diary, postage scales and the like. A spare 
chair for visitors having business 7vith the parson 
is in the middle, turned to his end. Within reach 
of his hand is a stationery case, and a photograph 
in a frame. The wall behirid him is fitted with 
bookshelves, on which an adept eye can measure 
the parson* s casuistry and divinity by Maurice's 
Theological Essays and a co7nplete set of Brown- 
ing's poems, and the reformer's politics by a 
yello7v backed Progress and Poverty, Fabian 
Essays, A Dream of John Ball, Marx's Capital, 
and half a dozen other literary landmarks in 
Socialism. Facing him on the other side of the 
room, near the typewriter, is the door. Further 
do7vn opposite the fireplace, a bookcase stands on 
a cellaret, with a sofa near it. There is a generous 
fire burning; and the hearth, with a comfortable 
armchair and a black japanned flower-painted 
coal scuttle at one side, a miniature chair for 
children on the other, a varnished wooden mantel- 
piece, rvith neatly moulded shelves, liny hits of 
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mirror let into the panels^ a travelling clock in a 
leather case {the inevitable wedding present), and 
on the wall above a large autotype of the chief 
figure in Titian s Assumption of the Virgin, is 
very inviting. Altogether the room is the room of 
a good housekeeper, vanquished, as far as the 
table is concerned, by an untidy man, but else- 
where mistress of the situation. The furniture, in 
its ornamental aspect, betrays the style of the 
advertized drawingroom suite'* of the pushing 
suburban furniture dealer; but there is nothing 
useless or pretentious in the room, money being 
too scarce in the house of an east end parson to 
he wasted on snobbish trimmings. 

The Reverend James Mavor Morell is a 
Christian Socialist clergyman of the Church of 
England, and an active member of the Guild of 
St. Matthew and the Christian Social Union. A 
vigorous, genial, popular man of forty, robust 
and goodlooking, full of energy, with pleasant, 
hearty, considerate manners, and a sound un- 
affected voice, which he uses with the clean athletic 
articulation of a practised orator, and with a 
wide range and perfect command of expression. 
He is a first rate clergyman, able to say what he 
likes to whom he likes, to lecture people without 
setting himself up against them, to impose his 
authority on them without huiniliaiing them, and, 
on occasion, to interfere in their business without 
impertinence. His well-spring of enthusiasm and 
sympathetic emotion has never run dry for a 
moment: he still eats and sleeps heartily enough 
to win the daily battle betiveen exhaustion and 
recuperation triumphantly. Withal, a great baby, 
pardonably vain of his powers and unconsciously 
pleased with himself. He has a healthy com- 
plexion: good forehead, with the brows somewhat 
blunt, and the eyes bright and eager, mouth 
resolute but not particularly well cut, and a sub- 
stantial nose, with the mobile spreading nostrils 
of the dramatic orator, void, like all his features, 
of subtlety. 

The typist. Miss Proserpine Garnett, is a brisk 
little woman of about 30, of the lower middle 
class, neatly but cheaply dressed in a black 
merino skirt and a blouse, notably pert and quick 
of speech, and not very civil in her manner, but 
sensitive and affectionate. She is clattering away 
busily at -her machine whilst Morell opens the 
last of his morning 8 letters. He realizes its con- 
tents with a comic groan of despair. 

PROSERPINE. Another lecture? 

MORELL. Yes. The Hoxton Freedom Group 
want me to address them on Sunday morn- 
ing [he lays great emphasis on Sunday, this 


being the unreasonable part of the business]. 
What are they? 

PROSPERPINE. Communist Anarchists, I 
think. 

MORELL. Just like Anarchists not to know 
that they cant have a parson on Sunday! 
Tell them to come to church if they want to 
hear me: it will do them good. Say I can 
come on Mondays and Thursdays only. Have 
you the diary there? 

PROSERPINE [taking up the diary] Yes. 

MORELL. Have I any lecture on for next 
Monday? 

PROSERPINE [referring to diary] Tower Ham- 
lets Radical Club. 

MORELL. Well, Thursday then? 

PROSERPINE. English Land Restoration 
League. 

MORELL. What next? 

PROSERPINE. Guild of St Matthew on Mon- 
day. Independent Labor Party, Greenwich 
Branch, on Thursday. Monday, Social-Demo- 
cratic Federation, Mile End Branch. Thurs- 
day, first Confirmation class. [Impatiently] 
Oh, Fd better tell them you cant come. 
Theyre only half a dozen ignorant and con- 
ceited costermongers without five shillings 
between them. 

MORELL [amused] Ah; but you see theyre 
near relatives of mine. 

PROSERPINE [staring at him] Relatives of 
yours! 

MORELL. Yes: we have the same father — 
in Heaven. 

PROSERPINE [relieved] Oh, is that all? 

MORELL [with a sadness which is a luxury to a 
man whose voice expresses it so finely] Ah, you 
dont believe it. Everybody says it: nobody 
believes it: nobody. [Briskly, getting back to 
business] Well, well! Come, Miss Proserpine: 
cant you find a date for the costers? What 
about the 25th? That was vacant the day 
before yesterday. 

PROSERPINE [referring to diary] Engaged. 
The Fabian Society. 

MORELL. Bother the Fabian Society! Is the 
28th gone too? 

PROSERPINE. City dinner. Youre invited to 
dine with the Founders* Company. 

MORELL. Thatll do: ITi go to the Hoxton 
Group of Freedom instead. enters the 
engagement in silence, with implacable disparage- 
ment of the Hoxton Anarchists in every line of 
her face. Morell bursts open the cover of a copy 
of The Church Reformer, which has come by post. 
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and glances through Mr Stewart Headlamps 
leader and the Guild of Si Matthew news. These 
proceedings are presently enlivened by the ap- 
pearance of MorelVs curate^ the Reverend Alex- 
ander Mill, a young gentleman gathered by 
Morell from the nearest University settlement, 
whither he had come from Oxford to give the 
east end of London the benefit of his university 
training. He is a conceitedly well intentioned, 
enthusiastic, immature novice, with nothing 
positively unbearable about him except a habit 
of speaking with his lips carefidly closed a fidl 
half inch from each corner for the sake of a 
finicking articulation and a set of university 
vowels, this being his chief means so far of 
bringing his Oxford refinement (as he calls his 
habits) to bear on Hackney vulgarity. Morell, 
whom he has won over by a doglike devotion, 
looks up indulgently from The Church Reformer, 
WelljLexy? Late again, as usual! 

LEXY. I’m afraid so. I wish I could get up 
in the morning. 

MORELL [exulting in his own energy^ HalHa! 
[Whimsically] Watch and pray, Lexy: watch 
and pray. 

LEXY. I know. [Rising wittily to the occasion] 
But how can I watch and pray when 1 am 
asleep? Isnt that so, Miss Prossy? [He makes 
for the warmth of the fire]. 

PROSERPINE [sharply] Miss Garnett, if you 
please. 

LEXY. I beg your pardon. Miss Garnett. 

PROSERPINE. Youve got to do all the work 
today. 

LEXY [on the hearth] Why? 

PROSERPINE. Never mind why. It will do 
you good to earn your supper before you eat 
it, for once in a way, as I do. Come! dont 
dawdle. You should have been off on your 
rounds half an hour ago. 

LEXY [perplexed] Is she in earnest, Morell? 

MORELL [in the highest spirits: his eyes dancing] 
Yes. / am going to dawdle today. 

LEXY. You! You dont know how. 

MORELL [rising] Ha! ha! Dont I? I’m going 
to have this morning all to myself. My wife’s 
coming back: she’s due here at 11.45. 

LEXY [surprised] Coming back already! 
with the children? I thought they were to 
stay to the end of the month. 

MORELL. So they are: she’s only coming up 
for two days, to get some flannel things for 
Jimmy, and to see how we’re getting on 
without her. 

LEXY [anxiously] But, my dear Morell, if 


what Jimmy and Fluffy had was scarlatina, 
do you think it wise — 

MORELL. Scarlatina! Rubbish! it was German 
measles. I brought it into the house myself 
from the Pycroft Street school. A parson is 
like a doctor, my boy: he must face infection 
as a soldier must face bullets. [He claps Lexy 
manfully on the shoulders]. Catch the measles 
if you can, Lexy: she’ll nurse you; and what 
a piece of luck that will be for you! Eh? 

LEXY [smiling uneasily] It’s so hard to under- 
stand you about Mrs Morell — 

MORELL [tenderly] Ah, my boy, get married: 
get married to a good woman; and then youll 
understand. Thats a foretaste of what will be 
best in the Kingdom of Heaven we are trying 
to establish on earth. That will cure you of 
dawdling. An honest man feels that he must 
pay Heaven for every hour of happiness with 
a good spell of hard unselfish work to make 
others happy. We have no more right to 
consume happiness without producing it 
than to consume wealth without producing 
it. Get a wife like my Candida; and youll 
always be in arrear with your repayment. 
[He pats Lexy affectionately and moves to leave 
the room]. 

LEXY. Oh, wait a bit: I forgot. [Morell halts 
and turns with the door knob in his hand]. Your 
father-in-law is coming round to see you. 

Morell, surprised and not pleased, shuts the 
door again, with a complete change of manner. 

MORELL. Mr Burgess? 

LEXY. Yes. I passed him in the park, argu- 
ing with somebody. He asked me to let you 
know that he was coming. 

MORELL [half incredulous] But he hasnt 
called here for three years. Are you sure, 
Lexy? Youre not joking, are you? 

LEXY [earnestly] No sir, really. 

MORELL [thoughtfully] Hm! Time for him to 
take another look at Candida before she 
grows out of his knowledge. [He resigns him- 
self to the inevitable, and goes out]. 

Lexy looks after him with beaming worship. 
Miss Garnett, not being able to shake Lexy, re- 
lieves her feelings by worrying the typervriier. 

LEXY. What a good man! What a thorough 
loving soul he is! [He takes MorelVs place at the 
table, making himself very comfortable as betakes 
out a cigar et]. 

PROSERPINE [impatiently, pulling the letter she 
has been working at off the typewriter and fold- 
ing it] Oh, a man ought to be able to be fond 
of his wife without making a fool of himself 
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about her. 

LEXY [shocked] Oh, Miss Prossy! 

PROSERPINE [snatching at the stationery case 
for an envelope^ in which she encloses the letter 
as she speaks] Candida here, and Candida 
there, and Candida everywhere! [iSAe licks the 
envelope]. It’s enough to drive anyone out of 
their senses [thumping the envelope to make it 
stick] to hear a woman raved about in that 
absurd manner merely because she’s got 
good hair and a tolerable figure. 

LEXY [with reproachful gravity] I think her 
extremely beautiful. Miss Garnett. [lie takes 
the photograph up; looks at it; and adds, with even 
greater impressiveness] extremely beauti- 
ful. How fine her eyes are! 

PROSERPINE. Her eyes are not a bit better 
than mine: now! [lie puis down the photograph 
and stares austerely at her]. And you know 
very well you think me dowdy and second 
rate enough. 

LEXY [rising majestically] Heaven forbid 
that I should think of any of God’s creatures 
in such a way! [He moves stiffly away from her 
across the room to the neighborhood of the 
bookcase], 

PROSERPINE [sarcastically] Thank you. Thats 
very nice and comforting. 

LEXY [saddened by her depravity] I had no 
idea you had any feeling against Mrs Morcll. 

PROSERPINE [indignantly] 1 have no feeling 
against her. She’s very nice, very good- 
hearted: I’m very fond of her, and can ap- 
preciate her real qualities far better than 
any man can. [He shakes his head sadly. She 
rises and comes at him with intense pepperiness]. 
You dont believe me? You think I’m jealous? 
Oh, what a knowledge of the human heart 
you have, Mr Lexy Mill! How well you know 
the weaknesses of Woman, dont you? It must 
be so nice to be a man and have a fine pene- 
trating intellect instead of mere emotions 
like us, and to know that the reason we dont 
share your amorous delusions is that we’re 
all jealous of one another! [She abandons him 
with a toss of her shoulders, and crosses to the 
fire to warm her hands], 

LEXY. Ah, if you women only had the same 
clue to Man’s strength that you have to his 
weakness. Miss Prossy, there would be no 
Woman Question. 

PROSERPINE [over her shoulder, as she stoops, 
holding her hands to the blaze] Where did you 
hear Morell say that? You didnt invent it 
yourself: youre not clever enough. 


LEXY. Thats quite true. I am not ashamed 
of owing him that, as I owe him so many 
other spiritual truths. He said it at the annual 
conference of the Women’s Liberal Federa- 
tion. Allow me to add that though they didnt 
appreciate it, I, a mere man, did. [He turns to 
the bookcase again, hoping that this may leave 
her crushed], 

PROSERPINE [putting her hair straight at a 
panel of mirror in the mantelpiece] Well, when 
you talk to me, give me your own ideas, such 
as they are, and not his. You never cut a 
poorer figure than when you are trying to 
imitate him. 

LEXY [stung] I try to follow his example, 
not to imitate him. 

PROSERPINE [comuig at him again on her way 
back to her work] Yes, you do: you imitate 
him. Why do you tuck your umbrella under 
your left arm instead of carrying it in your 
hand like anyone else? Why do you walk 
with your chin stuck out before you, hurry- 
ing along with that eager look in your eyes? 
you! who never get up before half past nine 
in the morning. Why do you say “knoaledge” 
in church, though you always say “knol- 
ledge” in private conversation! Bah! do you 
think I dont know? [S'Ae goes back to the type- 
writer], Here! come and set about your work: 
weve wasted enough time for one morning. 
Here’s a copy of the diary for today. [^Ae 
hands him a memorandum], 

LEXY [deeply off'ended] Thank you. [He takes 
it and stands at the table with his back to her, 
reading it. She begins to transcribe her shorthand 
notes on the typeivriter without troubling herself 
about his feelings]. 

The door opens; and Mr Burgess enters un- 
announced, He is a man of sixty, made coarse 
and sordid by the compulsory selfishness of petty 
commerce, and later on softened into sluggish 
bumptiousness by overfeeding and commercial 
success, A vulgar ignorant guzzling man, offen- 
sive and contemptuous to people whose labor is 
cheap, respectful to wealth and rank, and quite 
sincere and without rancor or envy in both atti- 
tudes, The world has offered him no decently 
paid work except that of a sweater; and he has 
become, in consequence, somewhat hoggish. But 
he has no suspicion of this himself, and honestly 
regards his commercial prosperity as the inevit- 
able and socially wholesome triumph of the 
ability, industry, shrewdness, and experience in 
business of a man who in private is easygoing, 
affectionate, and humorously convivial to a fault. 
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Corporeally he is podgy ^ with a snouiish nose in 
the centre of a flat square face, a dust colored 
heard with a patch of grey in the centre under his 
chin, and small watery blue eyes rvith a plain- 
tively sentimental expression, which he transfers 
easily to his voice by his habit of pompously in- 
toning his sentences, 

BURGESS [stopping on the threshold, and look- 
ing round'] They told me Mr Morel I was here. 

PROSERPINE [rising] I’ll fetch him for you. 

BURGESS [staring disappointedly at her] Youre 
not the same young lady as hused to type- 
write for him? 

PROSERPINE. No. 

BURGESS [grumbling on his way to the hearth- 
rug] No: she was young-er. [Miss Garnett 
stares at him; then goes out, slamming the door], 
Startin on your rounds, Mr Mill? 

LEXY [folding his memorandum and pocketing 
it] Yes: I must be off presently. 

BURGESS [momentously] Dont let me detain 
you, Mr Mill. What I come about is p r i v a t e 
between me and Mr Morell. 

LEXY [h^iflily] I have no intention of in- 
truding, I am sure, Mr Burgess. Good morn- 
ing. 

BURGESS [patronizingly] Oh, good morning 
to you. 

Morell returns as Lexy is making for the door, 

MORELL [^0 Lexy] Off to work? 

LEXY. Yes, sir. 

MORELL. Take my silk handkerchief and 
wrap your throat up. Theres a cold wind. 
Away with you. 

Lexy, more than consoled for Burgess's rude- 
ness, brightens up and goes out, 

BURGESS. Spoilin your korates as usu’l, 
James. Good mornin. When I pay a man, 
an* ’is livin depens on me, I keep him in ’is 
place. 

MORELL [rather shortly] I always keep my 
curates in their places as my helpers and 
comrades. If you get as much work out of 
your clerks and warehousemen as I do out 
of my curates, you must be getting rich 
pretty fast. Will you take your old chair? 

He points with curt authority to the armchair 
beside the fireplace; then takes the spare chair 
from the table and sits down at an unfamiliar 
distance from his visitor, 

BURGESS [without movin^ Just the same as 
hever, James! 

MORELL. When you last called — it was 
about three years ago, I think — you said 
the same thing a little more frankly. Your 


exact words then were “ Just as big a fool 
as ever, James! ” 

BURGESS [soothingly] Well, praps I did; but 
[with conciliatory cheerfuhiess] I meant no 
hoifence by it. A clergyman is privileged to 
be a bit of a fool, you know: it’s ony becomin 
in ’is profession that he should. Anyhow, I 
come here, not to rake up hold differences, 
but to let bygones be bygones. [Suddenly 
becoming very solemn, and approaching Morell] 
James: three years ago, you done me a hil 
turn. You done me hout of a contrac; an 
when I gev you arsh words in my natral dis- 
appointment, you turned my daughrter 
again me. Well, Ive come to hact the part 
of a Kerischin. [Offering his hand] I forgive 
you, James. 

MORELL [starling up] Confound your im- 
pudence! 

BURGESS [retreating, with almost lachrymose 
deprecation of this treatment] Is that becomin 
language for a clergyman, James? And you 
so particlar, too! 

MORELL [hotly] No, sir: it is not becoming 
language for a clergyman. I used the wrong 
word. I should have said damn your impud- 
ence : thats what St Paul or any honest priest 
would have said to you. Do you think I have 
forgotten that tender of yours for the con- 
tract to supply clothing to the workhouse? 

BURGESS [in a paroxysm of public spirit] I 
hacted in the hinterest of the ratepayers, 
James. It was the lowest tender: you carnt 
deny that. 

MORELL. Yes, the lowest, because you paid 
worse wages than any other employer — 
starvation wages — aye, worse than starva- 
tion wages — to the women who made the 
clothing. Your wages would have driven 
them to the streets to keep body and soul 
together. [Gettijig angrier and angrier] Those 
women were my parishioners. I shamed the 
Guardians out of accepting your tender: I 
shamed the ratepayers out of letting them 
do it: I shamed everybody but you. [Boiling 
over] How dare you, sir, come here and offer 
to forgive me, and talk about your daughter, 
and — 

BURGESS. Heasy, James! heasy! heasy! 
Dont git hinto a fluster about nothink. Ive 
howned I was wrong. 

MORELL. Have you? I didnt hear you. 

BURGESS. Of course I did. I hown it now. 
Come: I harsk your pardon for the letter I 
wrote you. Is that enough? 
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MORELL [snapping his fingers] Thats nothing. 
Have you raised the wages? 

BURGESS [triumphantly] Yes. 

MORELL. What! 

BURGESS [unctuously] Ive turned a moddle 
hemployer. I dont hemploy no women now: 
theyre all sacked; and the work is done by 
machinery. Not a man ’as less than sixpence 
a Aour; and the skilled ’ands gits the Trade 
Union rate. [Proudly] What ave you to say 
to me now? 

MORELL [overwhelmed] Is it possible! Well, 
theres more joy in heaven over one sinner 
that repenteth! — [Going to Burgess with an 
explosion of apologetic cordiality] My dear 
Burgess: how splendid of you! I most heartily 
beg your pardon for my hard thoughts. 
[Grasping his hand] And now, dont you feel 
the better for the change? Come! confess! 
youre happier. You look happier. 

BURGESS [ruefully] Well, praps I do. I spose 
I must, since you notice it. At all events, I 
git my contrax assepted by the County 
Council. [Savagely] They dussent ave no- 
think to do with me unless I paid fair wages: 
curse em for a parcel o meddlin fools! 

MORELL [droppmg his hand^ utterly discour- 
aged] So that was why you raised the wages! 
[He sits down moodily], 

BURGESS [severely^ in spreading, mounting 
tones] Woy helse should I do it? What does 
it lead to but drink and huppishness in workin 
men? [He seats himself magisterially in the easy 
chair]. It’s hall very well for you, James: it 
gits you hinto the papers and makes a great 
man of you; but you never think of the arm 
you do, puttin money into the pockets of 
workin men that they dunno ow to spend, 
and takin it from people that might be makin 
a good huse on it. 

MORELL [with a heavy sigh, speaking with cold 
politeness] What is your business with me 
this morning? I shall not pretend to believe 
that you are here merely out of family sen- 
timent. 

BURGESS [obstinately] Yes I ham: just family 
sentiment and nothink helse. 

MORELL [with weary calm] I dont believe 
you. 

BURGESS [rising threateningly] Dont say that 
to me again, James Mavor Morell. 

MORELL [unmoved] I’ll say it just as often 
as may be necessary to convince you that 
it’s true. I dont believe you. 

BURQESS [collapsing into an aby^s of wounded 


feeling] Oh, well, if youre determined to be 
hunfriendly, I spose I’d better go. [He moves 
reluctantly towards the door, Morell makes no 
sign. He lingers], I didnt hexpect to find a 
hunforgivin spirit in you, James. [Morell still 
not responding, he takes a few more reluctant 
steps door wards. Then he comes back, whining]. 
We huse ter git on well enough, spite of our 
different hopinions. Woy are you so changed 
to me? I give you my word I come here in 
peeorr [pure] frenliness, not wishin to be hon 
bad terms with my hown daughrtcr’s usban. 
Come, James: be a Kerischin, and shake 
ands. [Heputshis hand sentimentally on MorelVs 
shoulder], 

MORELL [looking tip at him thoughtfully] Look 
here, Burgess. Do you want to be as welcome 
here as you were before you lost that contract? 

BURGESS. I do, James. I do — Aonest. 

MORELL. Then why dont you behave as you 
did then? 

BURGESS [cautiously removing his hand] Ow 
d’y’ mean? 

MORELL. ril tell you. You thought me a 
young fool then. 

BURGESS [coaxingly] No I didnt, James. I — 

MORELL [cutting him short] Yes, you did. And 
I thought you an old scoundrel. 

BURGESS [most vehemently deprecating this 
gross self-accusation on MorelVs part] No you 
didnt, James. Now you do yourself a hin- 
justice. 

MORELL. Yes I did. Well, that did not pre- 
vent our getting on very well together. God 
made you what I call a scoundrel as He made 
me what you call a fool. [The effect of this 
observation on Burgess is to remove the keystone 
of his moral arch. He becomes bodily weak, and, 
with his eyes fixed on Morell in a helpless stare, 
puts out his hand apprehensively to balance him- 
self, as if the floor had suddenly sloped under 
him, Morell proceeds, in the same tone of quiet 
conviction] It was not for me to quarrel with 
His handiwork in the one case more than in 
the other. So long as you come here honestly 
as a self-respecting, thorough, convinced 
scoundrel, justifying your scoundrelism and 
proud of it, you are welcome. But [and now 
MorelVs tone becomes formidable; and he rises 
and strikes the back of the chair for greater 
emphasis] I wont have you here snivelling 
about being a model employer and a con- 
verted man when youre only an apostate 
with your coat turned for the sake of a 
County Council contract. [He nods at him to 
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enforce the point; then goes to the hearth-rug^ 
where he takes up a comfortably commanding 
position with his back to the fire, and continues] 
No; I like a man to be true to himself, even 
in wickedness. Come now: either take your 
hat and go; or else sit down and give me a 
good scoundrelly reason for wanting to be 
friends with me. [Burgess, ivhose emotions have 
subsided sufficiently to be expressed by a dazed 
grin, is relieved by this concrete proposition. He 
ponders it for a moment, and then, sloniy and 
very modestly, sits down in the chair Morell has 
just left]. Thats right. Now out with it. 

BURGESS [chuckling in spite of himself] Well, 
you orr a queer bird, James, and no mistake. 
But [almost enthusiastically] one carnt elp 
likin you: besides, as I said afore, of course 
one dont take hall a clergyman says seriously, 
or the world couldnt go on. Could it now? 
[He composes himself for graver discourse, and, 
turning his eyes on Morell, proceeds with didl \ 
seriousness] Well, I dont mind tell in you, 
since it’s your wish we should be free with 
one another, that I did think you a bit of a 
fool once; but I’m beginnin to think that 
praps I was be’ind the times a bit. 

MORELL [exultant] Aha! Youre finding that 
out at last, are you? 

BURGESS [portentously] Yes: times ’as 
changed mor’n I could a believed. Five yorr 
[year] ago, no sensible man would a thought 
o takin hup with your hidears. I hused to 
wonder you was let preach at all. Why, I 
know a clorgyman what ’as bin kep hout of 
his job for yorrs by the Bishop o London, 
although the pore feller’s not a bit more 
religious than you are. But today, if hcnny- 
one was to horffer to bet me a thousan poun 
that youll hend by bcin a bishop yourself, I 
dussent take the bet. [Very impressively] You 
and your crew are gittin hinfluential: I can 
see that. Theyll ave to give you somethink 
someday, if it’s honly to stop your mouth. 
You ad the right instinc arter all, James: the 
line you took is the payin line in the long run 
for a man o your sort. 

MORELL [offering his hand with thorough 
decision] Shake hands, Burgess. Now youre 
talking honestly. I dont think theyll make 
me a bishop; but if they do. I’ll introduce you 
to the biggest jobbers I can get to come to 
my dinner parties. 

BURGESS [who has risen with a sheepish grin 
and accepted the ha?id of frie?id ship] You will 
ave your joke, James. Our quarrel’s made 


up now, ain it? 

A woman's voice. Say yes, James. 

Startled, they turn quickly andfnd that Can- 
dida has just come in, and is looking at them with 
an amused maternal indulgence which is her 
characteristic expression. She is a woman of 33, 
well built, well nourished, likely, one guesses, to 
become matronly later on, but now quite at her 
best, with the double charm of youth and mother- 
hood. Her ways are those of a woman who has 
found that she can always manage people by 
engaging their affection, and ?vho does so frankly 
and instinctively without the smallest scruple. So 
far, she is like any other pretty woman who is 
just clever enough to make the most of her sexual 
attractions for trivially selfish ends; but Candida* s 
serene brow, courageous eyes, and well set mouth 
and chm signify largeytess of mind and dignity 
of character to ennoble her cunning in the affec- 
tions. A wisehearied observer, looking at her, 
7vould at once guess that whoever had placed the 
Virgin of the Assumption over her hearth did so 
because he fancied some spiritual resemblance 
between them, a7id yet ivould jiot suspect either 
her husba?id or herself of any such idea, or in- 
deed of any concern 7vith the art of Titian. 

Just now she is in bmnet and mantle, carrying 
a strapped rug with her umbrella stuck through 
it, a handbag, and a supply of illustrated papers. 

MORELL [shocked at his remissness] Candida! 
Why — [he looks at his watch, and is horrified 
to find it so late]. My darling! [Hurrying to 
her and seizing the rug strap, pouring forth his 
remorsej'ul regrets all the time] I intended to 
meet you at the train. I let the time slip. 
[Flinging the rug on the sofa] I was so engrossed 
by — [returning to her ] — I forgot — oh! [He em- 
braces her with penitent emotion]. 

BURGESS [fl little shamefaced and doubtful of 
his reception] How orr you. Candy? [*S//e, still 
in Morell* s arms, ofiers him her cheek, which he 
kisses]. James and me is come to a nunner- 
stannin. A honorable unnerstannin. Ain w’e, 
James? 

MORELL [impetuously] Oh bother your under- 
standing! youve kept me late for Candida. 
[With compassionate fervor] My poor love: 
how' did you manage about the luggage? 
How — 

CANDIDA [stopping him and disengaging her- 
self] There! there! there! I w'asnt alone. 
Eugene has been down with us; and we 
travelled together. 

MORELL [pleased] Eugene! 

CANDIDA. Yes: he’s struggling with my 

F 
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luggage, poor boy. Go out, dear, at once; or 
he'll pay for the cab; and I dont want that. 
[Morell hurries out Candida puts dorm her 
handbag; then takes off her mantle and bonnet 
and puts them on the sofa with the rug, chatting 
meanw}dle\ Well, papa: how are you getting 
on at home? 

BURGESS. The ouse aint worth livin in since 
you left it, Candy. I wish youd come round 
and give the gurl a talkin to. Who’s this 
Eugene thats come with you? 

CANDIDA. Oh, Eugene’s one of James’s 
discoveries. He found him sleeping on the 
Embankment last June. Havnt you noticed 
our new picture [jpoiniing to the Firgin]} He 
gave us that. 

BURGESS [incredulously] Garn! D’you mean 
to tell me — your hown father! — that cab 
touts or such like, orf the Embankment, buys 
pictures like that? [Severely] Dont deceive 
me. Candy: it’s a ’Igh Church picture; and 
James chose it hisself. 

CANDIDA. Guess again. Eugene isnt a cab 
tout. 

BURGESS. Then what is he? [Sarcastically] 
A nobleman, I spose. 

CANDIDA [nodding delightedly] Yes. His 
uncle’s a peer! A real live earl. 

BURGESS [not daring to believe such good news] 
No! 

CANDIDA. Yes. He had a seven day bill for 
J055 in his pocket when James found him on 
the Embankment. He thought he couldnt 
get any money for it until the seven days 
were up; and he was too shy to ask for credit. 
Oh, he’s a dear boy! We are very fond of him. 

BURGESS [pretending to belittle the aristocracy, 
but with his eyes gleaming] Hm! I thort you 
wouldnt git a hearl’s nevvy visitin in Victaw- 
riar Pawrk unless he were a bit of a flat. 
[lA>oking again at the picture] Of course I dont 
old with that picture. Candy; but still it’s a 
’igh class fust rate work of ort: I can see that. 
Be sure you hintrodooce me to im. Candy. 
[He looks at his watch anxiously]. I can ony 
stay about two minutes. 

Morell comes back with Eugene, whom Burgess 
contemplates moist-eyed tvith enthusiasm. He is a 
strange, shy youth of eighteen, slight, effeminate, 
with a delicate childish voice, and a hunted tor- 
mented expression and shrinking manner that 
shew the painful sensitiveness of very swift and 
acute apprehensiveness in youth, before the char- 
acter has grown to its full strength. Miserably 
irresolute, he does not know where to stand or 


what to do. He is afraid of Burgess, and would 
run away into solitude if he dared; but the very 
intensity with which he feels a perfectly com- 
monplace position comes from excessive nervous 
force; and his nostrils, mouth, and eyes betray 
a fiercely petulant wilfulness, as to the bent of 
which his brow, already lined with pity, is re- 
assuring. He is so uncommon as to be almost 
unearthly; and to prosaic people there is some- 
thing noxious in this unearthliness, just as to 
poetic people there is something angelic in it. His 
dress is anarchic. He wears an old blue serge 
jacket, unbuttoned, over a woollen lawn tennis 
shirt, with a silk handkerchief for a cravat, 
trousers matching the jacket, and brown canvas 
shoes. In these garments he has apparently lain 
in the heather and waded through the waters; 
and there is no evidence of his having ever brushed 
them. 

As he catches sight of a stranger on entering, 
he stops, and edges along the wall on the opposite 
side of the room. 

MORELL he enters] Come along: you can 
spare us quarter of an hour at all events. 
This is my father-in-law. Mr Burgess — Mr 
Marchbanks. 

MARCH BANKS [ncrvously backing against the 
bookcase] Glad to meet you, sir. 

BURGESS [crossing to him with great heartiness, 
whilst Morell joins Candida at the fire] Glad to 
meet you. I’m shore, Mr Morchbanks. [For- 
cing him to shake hands] Ow do you find yore- 
self this weather? Ope you aint lettin James 
put no foolish ideas into your ed? 

MARCHBANKS. Foolish ideas? Oh, you mean 
Socialism? No. 

BURGESS. Thats right. [Again looking at his 
waicK] Well, I must go now: theres no elp for 
it. Yore not comin my way, orr you, Mr 
Morchbanks? 

MARCHBANKS. Which way is that? 

BURGESS. Victawriar Pawrk Station. Theres 
a city train at 12.25. 

MORELL. Nonsense. Eugene will stay to 
lunch with us, I expect. 

MARCHBANKS [anxiously excusing himself] 
No— I— I— 

BURGESS. Well, well, I shornt press you: I 
bet youd rather lunch with Candy. Some 
night, I ope, youll come and dine with me 
at my club, the Freeman Founders in Nortn 
Folgit. Come: say you will! 

MARCHBANKS. Thank you, Mr Burgess. 
Where is Norton Folgate? Down in Surrey, 
isnt it? 
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Burgess^ inexpressibly tickled, begins to 
splutter with laughter, 

CANDIDA [coming to the rescue] Youll lose 
your train, papa, if you dontgo at once. Come 
back in the afternoon and tell Mr March- 
banks where to find the club. 

BURGESS [roaring with glee] Down in Surrey! 
Har, har! thats not a bad one. Well, I never 
met a man as didnt know Nortn Folgit afore. 
[Abashed at his own noisiness] Goodbye, Mr 
Morchbanks: I know yore too ighbred to take 
my pleasantry in bad part, [He again offers 
his hand], 

MARCHBANKS [takins it with a nervous jerk\ 
Not at all. 

BURGESS. Bye, bye, Candy. I’ll look in again 
later on. So long, James. 

MORELL. Must you gO? 

BURGESS. Dont stir. [He goes out with un- 
abated heartiness], 

MORELL. Oh, ril see you off. [He follows Am] 

Eugene stares after them apprehensively, hold- 
ing his breath until Burgess disappears, 

CANDIDA [laughing] Well, Eugene? [He turns 
with a start, and comes eagerly towards her, hut 
stops irresolutely as he meets her amused look]. 
What do you think of my father? 

MARCHBANKS. I — I hardly know him yet. 
He seems to be a very nice old gentleman. 

CANDIDA [with gentle irony] And youll go 
to the Freeman Founders to dine with him, 
wont you? 

MARCHBANKS [miserably, taking it quite seri- 
ously] Yes, if it will please you. 

CANDIDA [touched] Do you know, you are a 
very nice boy, Eugene, with all your queer- 
ness. If you had laughed at my father I 
shouldnt have minded; but I like you ever 
so much better for being nice to him. 

MARCHBANKS. Ought I to havc laughed? I 
noticed that he said something funny; but 
I am so ill at ease with strangers; and I never 
can see a joke. I’m very sorry. [He sits down 
on the sofa, his elbows on his knees and his 
temples between his fists, fvith an expression of 
hopeless suffering], 

CANDIDA [bustling him goodnaturedly] Oh 
come! You great baby, you! You are worse 
than usual this morping. Why were you so 
melancholy as we came along in the cab? 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, that was nothing. I was 
wondering how much I ought to give the 
cabman. I know it’s utterly silly; but you 
dont know how dreadful such things are to 
me — how I shrink from having to deal with 


strange people. [Quickly and reassuringly] 
But it’s all right. He beamed all over and 
touched his hat when Morell gave him two 
shillings. I was on the point of offering him 
ten. 

Morell comes hack with a few letters and news- 
papers which have come by the midday post, 

CANDIDA. Oh, James dear, he was going to 
give the cabman ten shillings! ten shillings 
for a three minutes drive! Oh dear! 

MORELL [at the table, glancing through the 
letters] Never mind her, Marchbanks. The 
overpaying instinct is a generous one; better 
than the underpaying instinct, and not so 
common. 

MARCHBANKS [relapsing into dejection] No; 
cowardice, incompetence. Mrs Morell’s quite 
right. 

CANDIDA. Of course she is. [She takes up her 
hand-bag]. And now I must leave you to 
James for the present. I suppose you are too 
much of a poet to know the state a woman 
finds her house in when she’s been away for 
three weeks. Give me my rug. [Eugene takes 
the strapped rug from the couch, and gives it to 
her. She takes it in her left hand, having the bag 
in her right]. Now hang my cloak across my 
«arm. [He obeys]. Now my hat. [He puts it into 
the hand which has the bag]. Now open the door 
for me. [He hurries before her and opens the 
door]. Thanks. [She goes out; and Marchbanks 
shuts the door], 

MORELL [still busy at the table] Youll stay to 
lunch, Marchbanks, of course. 

MARCHBANKS [scarcd] I musnt. [He glances 
quickly at Morell, but at once avoids his frank 
look, and adds, with obvious disingenuousness] 
I mean I cant. 

MORELL. You mean you wont. 

MARCHBANKS [earnestly] No; I should like to, 
indeed. Thank you very much. But — but — 

MORELL. But — but — but — but — Bosh! If 
youd like to stay, stay. If youre shy, go and 
take a turn in the park and write poetry 
until half past one; and then come in and 
have a good feed. 

MARCHBANKS. Thank you, I should like that 
very much. But I really musnt. The truth is, 
Mrs Morell told me not to. She said she 
didnt think youd ask me to stay to lunch, but 
that I was to remember, if you did, that you 
didnt really want me to. [Plaintively] She said 
I’d understand; but I dont. Please dont tell 
her I told you. 

MORELL [drolly] Oh, is that all? Wont my 
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suggestion that you should take a turn in the 
park meet the difficulty? 

MARCHBANKS. HoW? 

MORELL [exploding good-humoredly] Why, 
you duffer — [But this hoislerousness jars him- 
self as well as Eugene, He checks himself]. No: 
I wont put it in that way. [He comes to Eugene 
with affectionate seriousness]. My dear lad: in 
a happy marriage like ours, there is some- 
thing very sacred in the return of the wife to 
her home. [Marchhanks looks quickly at hiniy 
half anticipating his meaning]. An old friend 
or a truly noble and sympathetic soul is not 
in the way on such occasions; but a chance 
visitor is. [The hunted horror-stricken expres- 
sion comes out with sudden vividness in Eugene* s 
face as he understands. MorelU occupied rvith 
his own thoughts, goes on without 7ioiicing this], 
Candida thought I would rather not have you 
here; but she was wrong. I’m very fond of 
you, my boy; and I should like you to see 
for yourself what a happy thing it is to be 
married as I am. 

MARCHBANKS. Happy! Your marriage! You 
think that! You believe that! 

MORELL [buoyantly] I know it, my lad. 
Larochefoucauld said that there are con- 
venient marriages but no delightful ones. 
You dont know the comfort of seeing through 
and through a thundering liar and rotten 
cynic like that fellow. Ha! ha! Now, off with 
you to the park, and write your poem. Half 
past one, sharp, mind: we never wait for any- 
body. 

MARCHBANKS [wUdly] No*. stop: you shant. 
I’ll force it into the light. 

MORELL [puzzled] Eh? Force what? 

MARCHBANKS. I must spcak to you. There 
is something that must be settled between 
us. 

MORELL [with a whimsical glafice at his watch] 
Now? 

MARCHBANKS [passionately] Now. Before you 
leave this room. [He retreats afe?v steps, and 
stands as if to bar MorelVs way to the door], 

MORELL [without moving, and gravely, per- 
ceiving now that there is something serious the 
matter] I’m not going to leave it, my dear boy: 
I thought you were. [Eugene, baffled by his 
firm tone, turns his back on him, writhmg with 
anger, Morell goes to him and puts his hand on 
his shoulder strongly and kindly, disregarding 
his attempt to shake it off]. Come: sit down 
quietly; and tell me what it is. And remem- 
ber: we are friends, and need not fear that 


either of us will be anything but patient and 
kind to the other, whatever we may have to 
say. 

MARCHBANKS [twisting himself rou7id 07 i him] 
Oh, I am not forgetting myself: I am only 
[covering his face desperately with his hands] 
full of horror. [Then, dropping his ha7ids, and 
thrusting his face fortvard fiercely at Morell, he 
goes on threateningly] You shall see whether 
this is a time for patience and kindness. 
[Morell, firm as a rock, looks indulgently at him], 
Dont look at me in that self-complacent way. 
You think yourself stronger than I am; but 
I shall stagger you if you have a heart in 
your breast. 

MORELL [powerfully confident] Stagger me, 
my boy. Out with it. 

MARCHBANKS. First — 

MORELL. First? 

MARCHBANKS. I lovc your wifc. 

Morell recoils, and, after staring at him for a 
moment in utter a7naze7nent, bursts mto u7icon- 
trollable laughter. Eugene is taken aback, but not 
disconcerted; and he soon becomes indignant and 
contemptuous. 

MORELL [sittmg down to have his laugh out] 
Why, my dear child, of course you do. Every- 
body loves her: they cant help it. I like it. 
But [looking up jocosely at him] I say, Eugene: 
do you think yours is a case to be talked 
about? Youre under twenty: she’s over thirty. 
Doesnt it look rather too like a case of calf 
love? 

MARCHBANKS [vehe7nenily] You dare say that 
of her! You think that way of the love she 
inspires! It is an insult to her! 

MORELL [rising quickly, in an altered tone] To 
her! Eugene: take care. I have been patient. 
I hope to remain patient. But there are some 
things I wont allow. Dont force me to shew 
you the indulgence I should shew to a child. 
Be a man. 

MARCHBANKS [wiik a gcsturc as if sweeping 
S 07 nething behind him] Oh, let us put aside all 
that cant. It horrifies me when I think of the 
doses of it she has had to endure in all the 
weary years during which you have selfishly 
and blindly sacrificed her to minister to your 
self-sufficiency: you! [turning on hvn] who 
have not one thought — one sense — in com- 
mon with her. 

MORELL [philosophically] She seems to bear 
it pretty well. [Looking him straight in the face] 
Eugene, my boy: you are making a fool of 
yourself: a very great fool of yourself. Theres 
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a piece of wholesome plain speaking for you. 
[He knocks in the lesson with a nod in his old way ^ 
and posts himself on the hearth-rugy holding his 
hands behind him to warm them\ 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, do you think I dont 
know all that? Do you think that the things 
people make fools of themselves about are 
any less real and true than the things they 
behave sensibly about? [MorelVs gaze wavers 
for the first time. He forgets to warm his hands, 
and stands listening, startled and thoughtful]. 
They are more true: they are the only things 
that are true. You are very calm and sensible 
and moderate with me because you can see 
that I am a fool about your wife; just as no 
doubt that old man who was here just now 
is very wise over your Socialism, because he 
sees that you are a fool about it. [MorelVs 
perplexity deepens markedly. Eugene folloivs up 
his advantage, plying him fiercely nith questions]. 
Does that prove you wrong? Does your com- 
placent superiority to me prove that 1 am 
wrong? 

MORELL. Marchbanks: some devil is putting 
these words into your mouth. It is easy — 
terribly easy — to shake a man’s faith in him- 
self. To take advantage of that to break a 
man’s spirit is devil’s work. Take care of what 
you are doing. Take care. 

MARCHBANKS [ruthlcssly] I know. I’m doing 
it on purpose. I told you I should stagger you. 

They confront one another threateningly for 
a moment. Then Morell recovers his dignity. 

MORELL [with noble tenderness] Eugene: 
listen to me. Some day, I hope and trust, you 
will be a happy man like me. [Eugene chafes 
intolerantly, repudiating the worth of his happi- 
ness. Morell, deeply insulted, controls himself 
with fine forbearance, and continues steadily, 
with great artistic beauty of delivery] You will 
be married; and you will be working with all 
your might and valor to make every spot on 
earth as happy as your own home. You will 
be one of the makers of the Kingdom of 
Heaven on earth; and — who knows? — you 
may be a master builder where I am only a 
humble journeyman; for dont think, my boy, 
that I cannot see in you, young as you are, 
promise of higher powers than I can ever 
pretend to. I well know that it is in the poet 
that the holy spirit of man — the god within 
him — is most godlike. It should make you 
tremble to think of that — to think that the 
heavy burthen and great gift of a poet may 
be laid upon you. 


MARCHBANKS [unbnpressed and remorseless, 
his boyish crudity of assertion telling sharply 
against MorelVs oratory] It does not make me 
tremble. It is the want of it in others that 
makes me tremble. 

MORELL [redoubluig his force of style under 
the stimulus of his genuine feeling and Eugene's 
obduracy] Then help to kindle it in them — in 
me — not to extinguish it. In the future, when 
you are as happy as I am, I will be your true 
brother in the faith. I will help you to believe 
that God has given us a world that nothing 
but our own folly keeps from being a para- 
dise. I will help you to believe that every 
stroke of your w^ork is sowing happiness for 
the great harvest that all — even the humblest 
— shall one day reap. And last, but trust me, 
not least, I will help you to believe that 
your wife loves you and is happy in her home. 
We need such help, Marchbanks: we need it 
greatly and always. There are so many things 
to make us doubt, if once we let our under- 
standing be troubled. Even at home, we sit 
as if in camp, encompassed by a hostile army 
of doubts. Will you play the traitor and let 
them in on me? 

MARCHBANKS [looking round wildly] Is it like 
this for her here always? A woman, with a 
great soul, craving for reality, truth, free- 
dom; and being fed on metaphors, sermons, 
stale perorations, mere rhetoric. Do you 
think a woman’s soul can live on your talent 
for preaching? 

MORELL Marchbanks: you make it 

hard for me to control myself. My talent is 
like yours insofar as it has any real worth at 
all. It is the gift of finding words for divine 
truth. 

MARCHBANKS [impctuously] It’s the gift of 
the gab, nothing more and nothing less. What 
has your knack of fine talking to do with the 
truth, any more than playing the organ has? 
Ive never been in your church; but Ive been 
to your political meetings; and Ive seen you 
do whats called rousing the meeting to en- 
thusiasm: that is, you excited them until 
they behaved exactly as if they were drunk. 
And their wives looked on and saw what 
fools they were. Oh, it’s an old story: youll 
find it in the Bible. I imagine King David, in 
his fits of enthusiasm, was very like you. 
[Stabbing him with the words] “But his wife 
despised him in her heart.’’ 

MORELL [wrathfully] Leave my house. Do 
you hear? [He advances on him threateningly] 
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MARCH BANKS [shrinking hack against the \ 
couch] Let me alone. Dont touch me. [Morell 
grasps him powerfully by the lappell of his coat: 
he cowers down on the sofa and screams pas- 
sionately^ Stop, Morell: if you strike me, I’ll 
kill myself: I wont bear it. [Almost in hysterics'] 
Let me go. Take your hand away. 

MORELL [with slow emphatic ^com] You little 
snivelling cowardly whelp. [He releases him]. 
Go, before you frighten yourself into a fit. 

MARCHBANKS [on the softty gasping, but re- 
lieved by the withdrawal of MorelVs hand] I’m 
not afraid of you: it’s you who are afraid of 
me. 

MORELL [quietly, as he stands over him] It 
looks like it, doesnt it? 

MARCHBANKS [with petulant vehemence] Yes, 
it does. [Morell turns arvay contemptuously. 
Eugene scrambles to his feet and follows him\ 
You think because I shrink from being 
brutally handled — because [with tears in his 
voice] I can do nothing but cry with rage when 
I am met with violence — because I cant lift 
a heavy trunk down from the top of a cab 
like you — because I cant fight you for your 
wife as a drunken navvy would: all that 
makes you think I’m afraid of you. But youre 
wrong. If I havnt got what you call British 
pluck, I havnt British cowardice either: Tm 
not afraid of a clergyman’s ideas. I’ll fight 
your ideas. I’ll rescue her from her slavery 
to them. I’ll pit my own ideas against them. 
You are driving me out of the house because 
you darent let her choose between your 
ideas and mine. You are afraid to let me see 
her again. [Morell, angered, turns suddenly on 
him. He flies to the door in involuntary dread]. 
Let me alone, I say. I’m going. 

MORELL [with cold scom] Wait a moment: I 
am not going to touch you: dont be afraid. 
When my wife comes back she will want to 
know why you have gone. And when she 
finds that you are never going to cross our 
threshold again, she will want to have that 
explained too. Now I dont wish to distress 
her by telling her that you have behaved like 
a blackguard. 

MARCHBANKS [coming back with renewed vehe- 
mence] You shall. You must. If you give any 
explanation but the true one, you are a liar 
and a coward. Tell her what I said; and how 
you were strong and manly, and shook me 
as a terrier shakes a rat; and how I shrank 
and was terrified; and how you called me a 
snivelling little whelp and put me out of the 


house. If you dont tell her, I will: I’ll write it 
to her. 

MORELL [puzzled] Why do you want her to 
know this? 

MARCHBANKS [with lyric rapture] Because she 
will understand me, and know that I under- 
stand her. If you keep back one word of it 
from her — if you are not ready to lay the 
truth at her feet as I am — then you will 
know to the end of your days that she really 
belongs to me and not to you. Goodbye. 
[Going]. 

MORELL [terribly disquieted] Stop: I will not 
tell her. 

MARCHBANKS [turning near the door] Either 
the truth or a lie you must tell her, if I 

go- 

MORELL [temporizing] M archbanks: it is 
sometimes justifiable — 

MARCHBANKS [cutting him short] I know: to 
lie. It will be useless. Goodbye, Mr Clergy- 
man. 

As he turns finally to the door, it opens and 
Candida enters in her housekeeping dress, 

CANDIDA. Are you going, Eugene? [Looking 
more observantly at him] Well, dear me, just 
look at you, going out into the street in that 
state! You are a poet, certainly. Look at him, 
James! [S'Ac takes him by the coat, and brings 
him forivard, shewing him to Morell], Look at 
his collar! look at his tie! look at his hair! One 
would think somebody had been throttling 
you. [Eugene instinctively tries to look round at 
Morell; but she pulls him back]. Here! Stand 
still. [She buttons his collar; ties his neckerchief 
in a bow; and arranges his hair]. There! Now 
you look so nice that I think youd better 
stay to lunch after all, though I told you you 
musnt. It will be ready in half an hour. [-S/ie 
puts a final touch to the bow. He kisses her hand], 
Dont be silly, 

MARCHBANKS. I Want to Stay, of course; un- 
less the reverend gentleman your husband 
has anything to advance to the contrary. 

CANDIDA. Shall he stay, James, if he pro- 
mises to be a good boy and help me to lay 
the table? 

MORELL [shortly] Oh yes, certainly: he had 
better. [He goes to the table and pretends to busy 
himself with his papers there], 

MARCHBANKS [offering his arm to Candida] 
Come and lay the table. [*5^^ takes it. They go 
to the door together. As they pass out he adds] I 
j am the happiest of mortals. 

I MORELL. So was I — an hour ago. 
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ACT II 

The same day later in the afternoon. The 
same room. The chair for visitors has been re- 
placed at the table, Marchbanks, alone and idlcy 
is try ing to find out how the typewriter works. 
Hearing someone at the door, he steals guiltily 
away to the window and pretends to be absorbed 
in the view. Miss Garnetty carrying the notebook 
in which she takes down MorelVs letters in short- 
hand from his dictaiiony sits down at the type- 
writer and sets to work transcribing themy much 
too busy to notice Eugene, When she begins the 
second line she stops and stares at the machine. 
Something wrong evidently, 

PROSERPINE. Bother! Youve been meddling 
with my typewriter, Mr Marchbanks; and 
theres not the least use in your trying to look 
as if you hadnt. 

MARCHBANKS [timidly'] Tm very sorry, Miss 
Garnett. I only tried to make it write. 
[Plaintively] But it wouldnt. 

PROSERPINE. Well, youve altered the spac- 
ing. 

MARCHBANKS [earnestly] I assure you I didnt. 
I didnt indeed. I only turned a little wheel. 
It gave a sort of click. 

PROSERPINE. Oh, now I understand. 
restores the spacingy talking volubly all the 
time], I suppose you thought it was a sort of 
barrel-organ. Nothing to do but turn the 
handle, and it would write a beautiful love 
letter for you straight off, eh? 

MARCHBANKS [scriously] I suppose a machine 
could be made to write love letters. They re 
all the same, arnt they? 

PROSERPINE [somewhat indignantly: any such 
discussion y except by way of pleasantry, being 
outside her code of manners] How do I know? 
Why do you ask me? 

MARCHBANKS. I beg your pardon. I thought 
clever people — people who can do business 
and write letters and that sort of thing — 
always had to have love affairs to keep them 
from going mad. 

PROSERPINE [risingy outraged] Mr March- 
banks! [-S/ie looks severely at him, and marches 
majestically to the bookcase], 

MARCHBANKS [approaching her humbly] I 
hope I havnt offended you. Perhaps I 
shouldnt have alluded to your love affairs. 

PROSERPINE [plucking a blue book from the 
shelf and turning sharply on him] I havnt any 
love affairs. How dare you say such a thing? 
The idea! [SAc tucks the book wider her arm, and 


is fiouncing back to her machine when he ad- 
dresses her with awakened interest and sym- 
pathy], 

MARCHBANKS. Really! Oh, then you are shy, 
like me. 

PROSERPINE. Certainly I am not shy. What 
do you mean? 

MARCHBANKS [sccrctly] You must be: that 
is the reason there are so few love affairs in 
the world. We all go about longing for love: 
it is the first need of our natures, the first 
prayer of our hearts; but we dare not utter 
our longing: we are too shy. [Very earnestly] 
Oh, Miss Garnett, what would you not give 
to be without fear, without shame — 

PROSERPINE [scandalized] Well, upon my 
word! 

MARCHBANKS [with petulant impatience] Ah, 
dont say those stupid things to me: they 
dont deceive me: what use are they? Why 
are you afraid to be your real self with me? 
I am just like you. 

PROSERPINE. Like m e ! Pray are you flatter- 
ing me or flattering yourself? I dont feel 
quite sure which. again tries to get back 
to her work], 

MARCHBANKS [stopping her mystermisly] 
Hush! I go about in search of love; and I 
find it in unmeasured stores in the bosoms 
of others. But when I try to ask for it, this 
horrible shyness strangles me; and I stand 
dumb, or worse than dumb, saying meaning- 
less things: foolish lies. And I see the affec- 
tion I am longing for given to dogs and cats 
and pet birds, because they come and ask 
for it. [dlmost whispering] It must be asked 
for: it is like a ghost: it cannot speak unless 
it is first spoken to. [At his usual pitch, but 
with deep melancholy] All the love in the 
world is longing to speak; only it dare not, 
because it is shy! shy! shy! That is the world’s 
tragedy. [ With a deep sigh he sits in the visitors* 
chair and buries his face in his hands], 

PROSERPINE [amazed, but keeping her wits 
about her: her point of honor in encounters with 
strange young men] Wicked people get over 
that shyness occasionally, dont they? 

MARCHBANKS [scrambling up almost fiercely] 
Wicked people means people who have no 
love: therefore they have no shame. They 
have the power to ask love because they 
dont need it: they have the power to offer it 
because they have none to give. [He collapses 
into his seat, and adds, mournfully] But we, 
who have love, and long to mingle it with the 
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love of others: we cannot utter a word. 
[Timidly^ You find that, dont you? 

PROSERPINE. Look here: if you dont stop 
talking like this, I’ll leave the room, Mr 
Marchbanks: I really will. It*s not proper. 

She resumes her seat at the typewriter, opening 
the blue hook and preparing to copy a passage 
from it. 

MARCHBANKS {hopelcssly^ Nothing thats j 
W'orth saying is proper. [He rises, and wanders 
about the room in his lost 7vay\ I cant under- 
stand you. Miss Garnett. What am I to talk 
about? 

PROSERPINE [snubbing him] Talk about in- 
different things. Talk about the weather. 

MARCHBANKS. Would you talk about in- 
different things if a child were by, crying 
bitterly with hunger? 

PROSERPINE. I suppose not. 

MARCHBANKS. Well*. I cant talk about in- 
different things with my heart crying out 
bitterly in its hunger. 

PROSERPINE. Then hold your tongue. 

MARCHBANKS. Ycs*. that is what it always 
comes to. We hold our tongues. Does that 
stop the cry of your heart? for it does cry: 
doesnt it? It must, if you have a heart. 

PROSERPINE [suddenly rising with her hand 
pressed on her heart] Oh, it’s no use trying to 
work while you talk like that. [She leaves her 
little table and sits on the sofa. Her feelings are 
keenly stirred]. It’s no business of yours 
whether my heart cries or not; but I have a 
mind to tell you, for all that. 

MARCHBANKS. You nccdnt. I know already 
that it must. 

PROSERPINE. But mind! if you ever say I 
said so, I’ll deny it. 

MARCHBANKS [compassionately] Yes, I know. 
And so you havnt the courage to tell him? 

PROSERPINE [bouncing up] Him! Who? 

MARCHBANKS. Whoever he is. The man you 
love. It might be anybody. The curate, Mr 
Mill, perhaps. 

PROSERPINE [with disdain] Mr Mill!!! A fine 
man to break my heart about, indeed! I’d 
rather have you than Mr Mill. 

MARCHBANKS [rccoiUng] No, really; I’m very 
sorry; but you musnt think of that. I — 

PROSERPINE [testily , going to the fireplace and 
standing at it with her hack to him] Oh, dont be 
frightened: it’s not you. It’s not any one 
particular person. 

MARCHBANKS. I know. You feel that you 
could love anybody that offered — 


PROSERPINE [turning, exasperated] Anybody 
that offered! No, I do not. What do you take 
me for? 

MARCHBANKS [discouvaged] No use. You 
wont make me real answers: only those 
things that everybody says. [He strays to the 
sofa and sits down disconsolately]. 

PROSERPINE [nettled at what she takes to be a 
disparagement of her manners by an aristocrat] 
Oh well, if you want original conversation, 
youd better go and talk to yourself. 

MARCHBANKS. That is what all poets do: 
they talk to themselves out loud; and the 
world overhears them. But it’s horribly lonely 
not to hear someone else talk sometimes. 

PROSERPINE. Wait until Mr Morell comes. 
He’ll talk to you. [Marchbanks shudders]. Oh, 
you neednt make w'ry faces over him: he can 
talk better than you. [With teynper] He’d talk 
your little head off. is going back angrily 
to her place, when he, suddenly enlightened, 
springs up and stops /zer]. 

MARCHBANKS. Ah! I Understand now. 

PROSERPINE [reddening] What do you under- 
stand? 

MARCHBANKS. Y'our sccrct. Tell me: is it 
really and truly possible for a woman to love 
him? 

PROSERPINE if this were beyond all bounds] 
Well!! 

MARCHBANKS [passionately] No: answer me. 
I want to know: I must know. I cant under- 
stand it. I can see nothing in him but words, 
pious resolutions, what people call goodness. 
You cant love that. 

PROSERPINE [attempting to snub him by an air 
of cool propriety] I simply dont know what 
youre talking about. I dont understand you. 

MARCHBANKS [vehemently] You do. You lie. 

PROSERPINE. Oh! 

MARCHBANKS. You do Understand; and you 
know. [Determined to have an answer] Is it 
possible for a woman to love him? 

PROSERPINE [looking him straight in the face] 
Yes. [He covers his face with his hands]. What- 
ever is the matter with you! [He takes down 
his hands. Frightened at the tragic mask pre- 
sented to her, she hurries past him at the utmost 
possible distance, keeping her eyes on his face 
until he turns from her and goes to the child* $ 
chair beside the hearth, where he sits in the deepest 
dejection. As she approaches the door, it opens 
and Burgess enters. Seeing him, she ejaculates] 
Praise heaven! here’s somebody [and feels 
safe enough to resume her place at her table. She 
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puts a fresh sheet of paper into the typewriter as 
Burgess crosses to Eugeiie^. 

BURGESS [bent on taking care of the dis- 
tinguished visitor] Well: so this is the way they 
leave you to yoreself, Mr Morchbanks. Ive 
come to keep you company, [Marchba?iks 
looks up at him in consternation ^ which is quite 
lost on him]. James is receivin a deppitation 
in the din in room; and Candy is hupstairs 
heducating of a young stitcher gurl she's 
hinterested in. [Condolingly] You must find 
it lonesome here with no one but the typist 
to talk to. [He pulls round the easy chair ^ and 
sits dojv7i]. 

PROSERPINE [highly incensed] He’ll be all 
right now that he has the advantage of your 
polished conversation: thats one comfort, 
anyhow. [5Ae begms to typeivrite with clattering 
asperity]. 

BURGESS [amazed at her audacity] Hi was not 
addressin myself to you, young woman, that 
I’m awerr of. 

PROSERPINE. Did you ever see worse 
manners, Mr Marchbanks? 

BURGESS [with pompous severity] Mr Morch- 
banks is a gentleman, and knows his place, 
which is more than some people do. 

PROSERPINE [fretfully] It’s well you and I 
are not ladies and gentlemen: I’d talk to you 
pretty straight if Mr Marchbanks wasnt 
here. [5/ic pulls the letter out of the machine so 
crossly that it tears]. There! now I’ve spoiled 
this letter! have to be done all over again! 
Oh, I cant contain myself: silly old fathead! 

BURGESS [rising, breathless with indignation] 
Ho! I’m a silly ole fat’ead, am I? Ho, indeed 
[gcispin^\ Hall right, my gurl! Hall right. 
You just wait til I tell that to yore hem- 
ployer. Youll see. I’ll teach you: see if I dont. 

PROSERPINE [conscious of having gone too far] 

I— 

BURGESS [cutting her short] No: youve done 
it now. No huse a-talkin to me. I’ll let you 
know who I am. [Proserpine shifts her paper 
carriage with a defiant bang, and disdainfully 
goes on with her work]. Dont you take no 
notice of her, Mr Morchbanks. She’s be- 
neath it. [He loftily sits down again]. 

MARCHBANKS [miserably nervous and discon- 
certed] Hadnt we better change the subject? 
I — I dont think Miss Garnett meant any- 
thing. 

PROSERPINE [with intense conviction] Oh, 
didnt I though, just! 

BURGESS. I wouldnt demean myself to take 


notice on her. 

An electric bell rings twice. 

PROSERPINE [gaiherifig up her notebook and 
papers] Thats for me. [She hurries out]. 

BURGESS [calling after her] Oh, we can spare 
you. [Some7vhat relieved by the triu77iph of hav- 
ing the last ivord, and yet half inclined to try to 
improve on it, he looks after her for a mome 7 it; 
then subsides into his seat by Euge7ie, and ad- 
dresses him very confidentially]. Now we’re 
alone, Mr Morchbanks, let me give you a 
friendly int that I wouldnt give to hevery- 
body. Ow long ave you known my son-in-law 
James ere? 

MARCHBANKS. I dont know. I never can re- 
member dates. A few months, perhaps. 

BURGESS. Ever notice hennythink queer 
about him? 

MARCHBANKS. I doiit think so. 

BURGESS [impressively] No more you 
wouldnt. Thats the danger on it. Well, he’s 
mad. 

MARCHBANKS. Mad! 

BURGESS. Mad as a Morch ’are. You take 
notice on him and youll see. 

MARCHBANKS [uncasUy] But surely that is 
only because his opinions — 

BURGESS [touching him on the knee with his 
forefinger, and pressing it to hold his aite7itio7i] 
Thats the same what I bused to think, Mr 
Morchbanks. Hi thought long enough that 
it was ony his opinions; though, mind you, 
hopinions becomes vurry serious things when 
people takes to hactin on em as e does. But 
thats not what I go on. [He looks rou7id to 
77\ake sure that they are alone, a7id bends over 
to Eugene's ear] What do you think he sez 
to me this mornin in this very room? 

MARCHBANKS. What? 

BURGESS. He sez to me — this is as sure as 
we’re scttin here now — he sez “I’m a fool,’’ 
he sez; “ and yore a scounderl.’’ Me a 
scounderl, mind you! And then shook ands 
with me on it, as if it was to my credit! Do 
you mean to tell me as that man’s sane? 

MORELL [outside, calling to Proserpine as he 
opens the door] Get all their names and ad- 
dresses, Miss Garnett. 

PROSERPINE [in the distance] Yes, Mr Morell. 

Morell C07nes m, with the deputation s docu- 
ments in his ha7ids. 

BURGESS [aside to Marchbanks] Yorr he is. 
Just you keep your heye on im and see. 
[Rising momentously] I’m sorry, James, to ave 
to make a complaint to you. I dont want to 
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do it; but I feel I oughter, as a matter o right 
and dooty. 

MORELL. Whats the matter? 

BURQESS. Mr Morchbanks will bear me 
hout: he was a witness. [Ver^ solemnly] Yore 
young woman so far forgot herself as to call 
me a silly ole fathead. 

MORELL [with tremendous heartiness] Oh, 
now. isnt that exactly like Prossy? She*s so 
frank: she cant contain herself! Poor Prossy! 
Ha! ha! 

BURGESS [trembling with rage] And do you 
hexpec me to put up with it from the like 
of er? 

MORELL. Pooh, nonsense! you cant take any 
notice of it. Never mind. [He goes to the 
cellaret and puts the papers into one of the 
drawers], 

BURGESS. Oh, Hi dont mind. Hi’m above it. 
But is it right? thats what I want to know. 
Is it right? 

MORELL. Thats a question for the Church, 
not for the laity. Has it done you any harm? 
thats the question for you, eh? Of course it 
hasnt. Think no more of it. [He dismisses the 
subject by going to his place at the table and set- 
ting to work at his correspondence], 

BURGESS [aside to Marchbanks] What did I 
tell you? Mad as a atter. [He goes to the table 
and asks, with the sickly civility of a hungry 
man] When’s dinner, James? 

MORELL. Not for a couple of hours yet. 

BURGESS [with plaintive resignation] Gimme 
a nice book to read over the fire, will you, 
James: thur’s a good chap. 

MORELL. What sort of book? A good one? 

BURGESS [with almost a yell of remonstrance] 
Nah-oo! Summat pleasant, just to pass the 
time. [Morell takes an illustrated paper from the 
table and offers it. He accepts it humbly]. Thank 
yer, James. [He goes back to the big chair at the 
fire, and sits there at his ease, reading], 

MORELL he writes] Candida will come to 
entertain you presently. She has got rid of 
her pupil. She is filling the lamps. 

MARCHBANKS [starting up in the wildest con- 
sternation] But that will soil her hands. I cant 
bear that, Morell: it’s a shame. Til go and 
fill them. [He makes for the door], 

MORELL. Youd better not. [Marchbanks 
stops irresolutely]. She’d only set you to clean 
my boots, to save me the trouble of doing it 
myself in the morning. 

BURGESS [with grave disapproval] Dont you 
keep a servant now, James? 


MORELL. Yes; but she isnt a slave; and the 
house looks as if I kept three. That means 
that everyone has to lend a hand. It’s not a 
bad plan: Prossy and I can talk business after 
breakfast while we’re washing up. Washing 
up’s no trouble when there are two people to 
do it. 

MARCHBANKS [tormentedly] Do you think 
every woman is as coarsegrained as Miss 
Garnett? 

BURGESS [emphatically] Thats quite right, 
Mr Morchbanks: thats quite right. She is 
corsegrained. 

MORELL [quietly and significantly] March- 
banks! 

MARCHBANKS. YcS? 

MORELL. How many servants does your 
father keep? 

MARCHBANKS [pettishly] Oh, I dont know. 
[He moves to the sofa, as if to get as far as 
possible from Morell s questioning, and sits 
do7vn in great agony of spirit, thinking of the 
paraffin], 

MORELL [very gravely] So many that you 
dont know! [More aggressively] When theres 
anything coarsegrained to be done, you just 
ring the bell and throw it on to somebody 
else, eh? 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, dont torturc me. You 
dont even ring the bell. But your wife’s 
beautiful fingers are dabbling in paraffin oil 
while you sit here comfortably preaching 
about it: everlasting preaching! preaching! 
words! words! words! 

BURGESS [intensely appreciating this retort] 
Har, har! Devil a better! [Radiantly] Ad you 
there, James, straight. 

Candida comes in, well aproned, with a read- 
ing lamp trimmed, filled, and ready for lighting. 
She places it on the table near Morell, ready for 
use, 

CANDIDA [brushing her finger tips together with 
a slight twitch of her nose] If you stay with us, 
Eugene, I think I will hand over the lamps 
to you. 

MARCHBANKS. I will Stay on condition that 
you hand over all the rough work to me. 

CANDIDA. Thats very gallant; but I think 
I should like to see how you do it first. 
[Turning to Morell] James: youve not been 
looking after the house properly. 

MORELL. What have I done — or not done — 
my love? 

CANDIDA [with serious vexation] My own par- 
ticular pet scrubbing brush has been used 
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for blackleading. [A heart-breaking wail hursts 
from Marchbanks. Burgess looks rounds amazed, 
Candida hurries to the sofa\ Whats the 
matter? Are you ill, Eugene? 

MARCHBANKS. No: not ill. Only horror! 
horror! horror! [He bows his head on his hands\ 

BURQESS [shocked] What! Got the orrors, Mr 
Morchbanks! Oh, thats bad, at your age. 
You must leave it off grajally. 

CANDIDA [reassured] Nonsense, papa! It*s 
only poetic horror, isnt it, Eugene [petting 
him]} 

BURGESS [abashed] Oh, poetic orror, is it? 

I beg your pordon, I’m shore. [He turns to 
the fire again, deprecating his hasty conclusion]. 

CANDIDA. What is it, Eugene? the scrub- 
bing brush? [He shudders]. Well, there! never 
mind. [-SAe sits down beside him], Wouldnt you 
like to present me with a nice new one, with 
an ivory back inlaid with mother-of-pearl? j 

MARCHBANKS [softly and musically, hut sadly 
and longingly] No, not a scrubbing brush, but 
a boat: a tiny shallop to sail away in, far 
from the world, where the marble floors are ! 
washed by the rain and dried by the sun; 
where the south wind dusts the beautiful 
green and purple carpets. Or a chariot! to 
carry us up into the sky, where the lamps 
are stars, and dont need to be filled with 
paraffin oil every day. 

MORELL [harshly] And where there is no- 
thing to do but to be idle, selfish, and useless. 

CANDIDA [jarred] Oh, James! how could you 
spoil it all? 

MARCHBANKS [firing wp] Yes, to be idle, 
selfish, and useless: that is, to be beautiful 
and free and happy: hasnt every man desired 
that with all his soul for the woman he loves? 
Thats my ideal: whats yours, and that of 
all the dreadful people who live in these 
hideous rows of houses? Sermons and scrub- 
bing brushes! With you to preach the sermon 
and your wife to scrub. 

CANDIDA [quickly] He cleans the boots, 
Eugene. You will have to clean them to- 
morrow for saying that about him. 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, dont talk about boots! 
Your feet should be beautiful on the moun- 
tains. 

CANDIDA. My feet would not be beautiful 
on the Hackney Road without boots. 

BURGESS [scandalized] Come, Candy! dont 
be vulgar. Mr Morchbanks aint accustomed 
to it. Youre givin him the orrors again. I 
mean the poetic ones. 


Morell is silent. Apparently he is busy with 
his, letters: really he is puzzling with misgiving 
over his new and alarming experience that the 
surer he is of his moral thrusts, the more swiftly 
and effectively Eugene parries them. To find him- 
self beginning to fear a man whom he does not 
respect afflicts him bitterly. 

Miss Garnett comes in with a telegram, 

PROSERPINE [handing the telegram to Morell] 
Reply paid. The boy’s waiting. [To Candida, 
coming hack to her machine and sitting down] 
Maria is ready for you now in the kitchen, 
Mrs Morell. [Candida me^]. The onions have 
come. 

MARCHBANKS [convulsively] Onions! 

CANDIDA. Yes, onions. Not even Spanish 
ones: nasty little red onions. You shall help 
me to slice them. Come along. 

She catches him hy the nrrist and runs out, 
pulling him after her, Burgess rises in consterna- 
tion, and stands aghast on the hearth-rug, staring 
after them, 

BURGESS. Candy didnt oughter andle a 
hearl’s nevvy like that. It’s goin too fur with 
it. Lookee ere, James: do e often git taken 
queer like that? 

MORELL [shortly, writing a telegram] I dont 
know. 

BURGESS [sentimentally] He talks very pretty. 
I awlus had a turn for a bit of poetry. Candy 
takes arter me that-a-way. Huseter make me 
tell er fairy stories when she was ony a little 
kiddy that igh [indicating a stature of two feet 
or thereabouts], 

MORELL [preoccupied] Ah, indeed. [He blots 
the telegram and goes out], 

PROSERPINE. Used you to make the fairy 
stories up out of your own head? 

Burgess, not deigning to reply, strikes an atti- 
tude of the haughtiest disdain on the hearth- 
rug, 

PROSERPINE [calmly] I should never have 
supposed you had it in you. By the way. I’d 
better warn you, since youve taken such a 
fancy to Mr Marchbanks. He’s mad. 

BURGESS. Mad! What! Im too!! 

PROSERPINE. Mad as a March hare. He 
did frighten me, I can tell you, just before 
you came in that time. Havent you noticed 
the queer things he says? 

BURGESS. So thats what the poetic orrors 
means. Blame me if it didnt come into my 
ed once or twyst that he was a bit horff ’is 
chump! [He crosses the room to the door, lifting 
up his voice as he goes]. Well, this is a pretty 
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sort of asylum for a man to be in, with no 
one but you to take care of him! 

PROSERPINE he passes her] Yes, what a 
dreadful thing it would be if anything hap- 
pened to you! 

BURGESS [loftilp] Dont you haddress no 
remorks to me. Tell your hemployer that Ive 
gone into the gorden for a smoke. 

PROSERPINE [mocking] Oh! 

Before Burgess can retort, Morell comes back, 

BURGESS [se}iiimentalli^] Coin for a turn in 
the gording to smoke, James. 

MORELL [brusquely] Oh, all right, all right. 
[Burgess goes out pathetically in the character 
of a weary old man. Morell stands at the table, 
turning over his papers, and adding, across to 
Proserpine, half humorously, half absently] 
Well, Miss Prossy, why have you been calling 
my father-in-law names? 

PROSERPINE [blushing fiery red, and looking 
quickly up at him, half scared, half reproachful] 
I — bursts into tears]. 

MORELL [with tender gaiety , leaning across the 
table towards her, and consoling her] Oh, come! 
come! come! Never mind, Press: he is a silly 
old fathead, isnt he? 

With an explosive sob, she makes a dash at the 
door, and vanishes, banging it. Morell, shaking 
his head resignedly, sighs, and goes wearily to 
his chair, where he sits down and sets to work, 
looking old and careworn. 

Candida comes in. She has finished her house- 
hold work and taken off the apron. She at once 
notices his dejected appearance, and posts herself 
quietly at the visitors* chair, looking down at him 
attentively. She says nothing. 

MORELL [looking up, but with his pen raised 
ready to resume his work] Well? Where is 
Eugene? 

CANDIDA. Washing his hands in the scullery 
under the tap. He will make an excellent 
cook if he can only get over his dread of 
Maria. 

MORELL [shortly] Ha! No doubt. [He begins 
writing again]. 

CANDIDA [going nearer, and putting her hand 
down softly on his to stop him as she says] Come 
here, dear. Let me look at you. [He drops his 
pen and yields himself to her disposal. She makes 
him rise, and brings him a little away from the 
table, looking at him critically all the time]. Turn 
your face to the light. [5'Ae places him facing 
the window]. My boy is not looking well. Has 
he been overworking? 

MORELL. Nothing more than usual. 


CANDIDA. He looks very pale and grey, and 
wrinkled, and old. [His melancholy deepens; 
and she attacks it with wilful gaiety] Here: 
[pxdling him towards the easy chair] youve done 
enough writing for to-day. Leave Prossy to 
finish it. Come and talk to me. 

MORELL. But — 

CANDIDA [insisting] Yes, I must be talked 
to. makes him sit down, and seats herself 
on the carpet beside his knee]. Now [patting his 
hand] youre beginning to look better already. 
Why must you go out every night lecturing 
and talking? I hardly have one evening a 
week with you. Of course what you say is all 
very true; but it does no good: they dont 
mind what you say to them one little bit. 
They think they agree with you; but whats 
the use of their agreeing with you if they go 
and do just the opposite of what you tell 
them the moment your back is turned? Look 
at our congregation at St Dominic’s! Why 
do they come to hear you talking about 
Christianity every Sunday? Why, just because 
theyve been so full of business and money- 
making for six days that they want to forget 
all about it and have a rest on the seventh; 
so that they can go back fresh and make 
money harder than ever! You positively help 
them at it instead of hindering them. 

MORELL [with energetic seriousness] You know 
very well, Candida, that I often blow them 
up soundly for that. And if there is nothing 
in their churchgoing but rest and diversion, 
why dont they try something more amusing? 
more self-indulgent? There must be some 
good in the fact that they prefer St Dominic’s 
to worse places on Sundays. 

CANDIDA. Oh, the worse places arnt open; 
and even if they were, they darent be seen 
going to them. Besides, James dear, you 
preach so splendidly that it’s as good as a 
play for them. Why do you think the women 
are so enthusiastic? 

MORELL [shocked] Candida! 

CANDIDA. Oh, I know. You silly boy: you 
think it’s your Socialism and your religion; 
but if it were that, theyd do what you tell 
them instead of only coming to look at you. 
They all have Prossy ’s complaint. 

MORELL. Prossy *s complaint! What do you 
mean, Candida? 

CANDIDA. Yes, Prossy, and all the other 
secretaries you ever had. Why does Prossy 
condescend to wash up the things, and to 
peel potatoes and abase herself in all manner 
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of ways for six shillings a week less than she 
used to get in a city office? She’s in love with 
you, James: thats the reason. Theyre all in 
love with you. And you are in love with 
preaching because you do it so beautifully. 
And you think it’s all enthusiasm for the 
kingdom of Heaven on earth; and so do they. 
You dear silly! 

MORELL. Candida: what dreadful! what soul- 
destroying cynicism! Are you jesting? Or — 
can it be? — are you jealous? 

CANDIDA [ivith curious thoughtfulness^ Yes, I 
feel a little jealous sometimes. 

MORELL [incredulously] Of Prossy? 

CANDIDA [laughing] No, no, no, no. Not 
jealous of anybody. Jealous for somebody 
else, who is not loved as he ought to be. 

MORELL. Me? 

CANDIDA. You! Why, youre spoiled with 
love and worship: you get far more than is 
good for you. No: I mean Eugene. 

MORELL [startled] Eugene! 

CANDIDA. It seems unfair that all the love 
should go to you, and none to him; although 
he needs it so much more than you do. [A 
convulsive movement shakes him in spite of 
himself], Whats the matter? Am I worrying 
you? 

MORELL [hastily] Not at all. [Looking at her 
with troubled intensity] You know that I have 
perfect confidence in you, Candida. 

CANDIDA. You vain thing! Are you so sure 
of your irresistible attractions? 

MORELL. Candida: you are shocking me. 1 
never thought of my attractions. I thought 
of your goodness, of your purity. That is what 
I confide in. 

CANDIDA. What a nasty uncomfortable thing 
to say to me! Oh, you are a clergyman, 
James: a thorough clergyman! 

MORELL [iur7ii?ig away from her, heart- 
stricken] So Eugene says. 

CANDIDA [7vith Uvely interest, leaning over to 
him with her arms on his knee] Eugene’s 
always right. He’s a wonderful boy: I have 
grown fonder and fonder of him all the time 
I was away. Do you know, James, that 
though he has not the least suspicion of it 
himself, he is ready to fall madly in love with 
me? 

MORELL [grimly] Oh, he has no suspicion of 
it himself, hasnt he? 

CANDIDA. Not a bit. takes her arms from 

his knee, and turns thoughtfully, sinking into a 
more restful attitude with her hands in her lap]. 


Some day he will know: when he is grown up 
and experienced, like you. And he will know 
that I must have known. I wonder what he 
will think of me then. 

MORELL. No evil, Candida. I hope and trust, 
no evil. 

CANDIDA [dubiously] That w ill depend. 

MORELL [bewildered] Depend! 

CANDIDA [looking at him] Yes: it will depend 
on what happens to him. [He looks vacantly 
at her], Dont you see? It will depend on how 
he comes to learn what love really is. I mean 
on the sort of woman who will teach it to 
him. 

MORELL [quite at a loss] Yes. No. I dont 
know what you mean. 

CANDIDA [explainhig] If he learns it from a 
good woman, then it will be all right: he will 
forgive me. 

MORELL. Forgive? 

CANDIDA. But suppose he learns it from a 
bad woman, as so many men do, especially 
poetic men, who imagine all women arc 
angels! Suppose he only discovers the value 
of love when he has thrown it away and 
degraded himself in his ignorance! Will he 
forgive me then, do you think? 

MORELL. Forgive you for what? 

CANDIDA [realizing hoiv stupid he is, and a 
Utile disappointed, though quite tenderly ^o] 
Dont you understand? [lie shakes his head. 
She turns to him again, so as to explain ivith the 
fondest intimacy], I mean, will he forgive me 
for not teaching him myself? For abandoning 
him to the bad women for the sake of my 
goodness, of my purity, as you call it? Ah, 
James, how little you understand me, to talk 
of your confidence in my goodness and purity! 
I would give them both to poor Eugene as 
w illingly as I would give my shawl to a beggar 
dying of cold, if there were nothing else to 
restrain me. Put your trust in my love for 
you, James; for if that went, I should care 
very little for your sermons: mere phrases 
that you cheat yourself and others with 
every day. is about to rise], 

MORELL. His words! 

CANDIDA [checking herself quickly in the act 
of getting up] Whose w ords? 

MORELL. Eugene’s. 

CANDIDA [delighted] He is always right. He 
understands you; he understands me; he 
understands Prossy; and you, darling, you 
understand nothing. [She laughs, and kisses 
him to console him. He recoils as if stabbed, and 
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springs up\ 

MORELL. How can you bear to do that 
when — Oh, Candida [with anguish in his voice] 

I had rather you had plunged a grappling 
iron into my heart than given me that kiss. 

CANDIDA [amazed] My dear: whats the 
matter? 

MORELL [frantically waving her off] Dont 
touch me. 

CANDIDA. James!!! 

They are interrupted by the entrance of March- 
banks with Burgess, who stop near the door, 
staring, 

MARCHBANKS. Is anything the matter? 

MORELL [deadly white, putting an iron con- 
straint on himself] Nothing but this: that either 
you were right this morning, or Candida is 
mad. 

BURGESS [in loudest protest] What! Candy 
mad too! Oh, come! come! come! [He crosses 
the room to the fireplace, protesting as he goes, 
and knocks the ashes out of his pipe on the 
bars], 

Morell sits down at his table desperately, lean- 
ing forward to hide his face, and interlacing his 
fingers rigidly to keep them steady, 

CANDIDA [to Morell, relieved and laughing] 
Oh, youre only shocked! Is that all? How 
conventional all you unconventional people 
are! [She sits gaily on the arm of the chair], 

BURGESS. Come: be’ave yourself. Candy. 
Whatll Mr Morchbanks think of you? 

CANDIDA. This comes of James teaching me 
to think for myself, and never to hold back 
out of fear of what other people may think 
of me. It works beautifully as long as I think 
the same things as he does. But now! because 
I have just thought something different! 
look at him! Just look! [-SAc points to Morell, 
greatly amused], 

Eugene looks, and instaiitly presses his hand 
on his heart, as if some pain had shot through it, 
lie sits down on the sofa like a man witnessing a 
tragedy, 

BURGESS [on the hearth-ru^ Well, James, you 
certnly haint as himpressive lookin as usu’l. 

MORELL [with a laugh which is half a I 
suppose not. I beg all your pardons: I was 
not conscious of making a fuss. [Pulling himself 
together] Well, well, well, well, well! [He sets 
to work at his papers again with resolute cheerful- 
ness], 

CANDIDA [going to the sofa and sitting beside 
Morchbanks, still in a bantering humor] Well, 
Eugene: why are you so sad? Did the onions 


make you cry? 

MARCHBANKS [oside to her] It is your cruelty. 

I hate cruelty. It is a horrible thing to see one 
person make another suffer. 

CANDIDA [petting him ironically] Poor boy! 
have I been cruel? Did I make it slice nasty 
little red onions? 

MARCHBANKS [earnestly] Oh, stop, stop: I 
dont mean myself. You have made him 
suffer frightfully. I feel his pain in my own 
heart. I know that it is not your fault: it is 
something that must happen; but dont make 
light of it. I shudder when you torture him 
and laugh. 

CANDIDA [incredulously] I torture James! 
Nonsense, Eugene: how you exaggerate! 
Silly! [She rises and goes to the table, a little 
troubled], Dont work any more, dear. Come 
and talk to us. 

MORELL [affectionately but bitterly] Ah no: I 
cant talk. I can only preach. 

CANDIDA [caressing his hand] Well, come 
and preach. 

BURGESS [stro7igly remonstratmg] Aw no, 
Candy. *Ang it all! 

Lexy Mill comes in, anxious and important, 

LEXY [hastening to shake hands with Candida] 
How do you do, Mrs Morell? So glad to see 
you back again. 

CANDIDA. Thank you, Lexy. You know 
Eugene, dont you? 

LEXY. Oh, yes. How do you do. March- 
banks? 

MARCHBANKS. Quite well, thanks. 

LEXY [to Morell] Ive just come from the 
Guild of St Matthew. They are in the greatest 
consternation about your telegram. 

CANDIDA. What did you telegraph about, 
James? 

LEXY [to Candida] He was to have spoken 
for them tonight. Theyve taken the large 
hall in Mare Street and spent a lot of money 
on posters. Morclls telegram was to say he 
couldnt come. It came on them like a 
thunderbolt. 

CANDIDA [surprised, and beginning to suspect 
something wrong] Given up an engagement to 
speak! 

BURGESS. Fust time in his life, I’ll bet. Ain 
it. Candy? 

LEXY [to Morell] They decided to send an 
urgent telegram to you asking whether you 
could not change your mind. Have you 
received it? 

MORELL [with restrained impatience] Yes, yes; 
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I got it. 

LEXV. It was reply paid. 

MORELL. Yes, I know. I answered it. I cant 

go- 

CANDIDA. But why, James? 

MORELL [almost fiercely^ Because I dont 
choose. These people forget that I am a man: 
they think I am a talking machine to be 
turned on for their pleasure every evening 
of my life. May I not have one night at 
home, with my wife, and my friends? 

They are all amazed at this outburst, except 
Eugene, His expression remains unchanged, 

CANDIDA. Oh, James, you musnt mind what 
I said about that. And if you dont go youll 
have an attack of bad conscience to-morrow. 

LEXV [intimidated, hut urgent] I know, of 
course, that they make the most unreason- 
able demands on you. But they have been 
telegraphing all over the place for another 
speaker; and they can get nobody but the 
President of the Agnostic League. 

MORELL [promptly] Well, an excellent man. 
What better do they want? 

LEXV. But he always insists so powerfully 
on the divorce of Socialism from Christianity. 
He will undo all the good we have been 
doing. Of course you know best; but — [He 
shrugs his shoulders and wanders to the hearth 
beside Burgess], 

CANDIDA [coaa:«;zg/y] Oh, do go, James. We’ll 
all go. 

BURGESS [grumblingly] Look ’ere. Candy! I 
say! Let’s stay at home by the fire, comfort- 
able. Hc'wont need to be more’n a couple-o- 
hour away. 

CANDIDA. Youll be just as comfortable at 
the meeting. We’ll all sit on the platform 
and be great people. 

EUGENE [terrijied] Oh please dont let us go 
on the platform. No: everyone will stare at 
us: I couldnt. I’ll sit at the back of the room. 

CANDIDA. Dont be afraid. Theyll be too 
busy looking at James to notice you. 

MORELL. Prossy’s complaint, Candida! Eh? 

CANDIDA [gaily] Yes; Prossy’s complaint. 

BURGESS [mystified] Prossy’s complaint! 
What are you talkin about, James? 

MORELL [not heeding him, rises; goes to the 
door; and holds it open, calling in a commanding 
tone] Miss Garnett. 

PROSERPINE [in the distance] Yes, Mr Morell. 
Coming. 

They all wait, except Burgess, who turns 
stealthily to Lexy. 


BURGESS. Listen ere, Mr Mill. Whats 
Prossy’s complaint? Whats wrong with er? 

LEXV [confidentially] Well, I dont exactly 
know; but she spoke very strangely to me 
this morning. I’m afraid she’s a little out of 
her mind sometimes. 

BURGESS [overwhelmed] Why, it must be 
catchin! Four in the same ouse! 

PROSERPINE [appearing on the threshold] What 
is it, Mr Morell? 

MORELL. Telegraph to the Guild of St 
Matthew that I am coming. 

PROSERPINE [surprised] Dont they expect 
you? 

MORELL [peremptorily] Do as I tell you. 

Proserpine frightened, sits down at her type- 
writer, and obeys, Morell, now unaccountably 
resolute and forceful, goes across to Burgess, 
Candida watches his movements with growing 
wonder and misgiving, 

MORELL. Burgess: you dont want to come. 

BURGESS. Oh, dont put it like that, James. 
It’s ony that it aint Sunday, you know\ 

MORELL. I’m sorry. I thought you might 
like to be introduced to the chairman. He’s 
on the Works Committee of the County 
Council, and has some influence in the matter 
of contracts. \ Burgess wakes up at once], Youll 
come? 

BURGESS [with enthusiasm] Cawrse I’ll come, 
James. Aint it awlus a pleasure to ear you! 

MORELL [turning to Prossy] I shall want you 
to take some notes at the meeting. Miss 
Garnett, if you have no other engagement. 
[*S^e nods, afraid to speak]. You are coming, 
Lexy, I suppose? 

LEXV. Certainly. 

CANDIDA. We’re all coming, James. 

MORELL. No: you are not coming; and 
Eugene is not coming. You will stay here 
and entertain him — to celebrate your return 
home. [Eugene rises, breathless], 

CANDIDA. But, James — 

MORELL [authoritatively] I insist. You do not 
want to come: and he does not want to come. 
[Candida is about to protest]. Oh, dont concern 
yourselves: I shall have plenty of people 
without you: your chairs will be wanted by 
unconverted people who have never heard 
me before- 

CANDIDA [troubled] Eugene; wouldnt you 
like to come? 

MORELL. I should be afraid to let myself go 
before Eugene: he is so critical of sermons. 
[Looking at him] He knows I am afraid of him; 
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he told me as much this morning. Well, I i 
shall shew him how much afraid I am by 
leaving him here in your custody, Candida. 

MARCH BANKS \to himsclf, with vivid feeling] 
Thats brave. Thats beautiful. 

CANDIDA \iiith anxious misgiving] But — but — 
Is anything the matter, James? [Greatly 
troubled] I cant understand — 

MORELL [taking her tenderly in his arms and 
kissing her on the forehead] Ah, I thought it 
was / who couldnt understand, dear. 

ACT in 

Past ten in the evening. The curtains are 
drawn, and the lamps lighted. The typewriter is 
in its case: the large table has been cleared and 
tidied: everything indicates that the day's work 
is over. 

Candida and M archbanks are sitting by thefire. 
The reading lamp is on the mantelshelf above 
Marchbanks, who is in the small chair, reading 
aloud. A little pile of manuscripts and a couple 
of volumes of poetry are on the carpet beside 
him. Candida is in the easy chair. T'he poker, a 
light brass one, is upright in her hand. Leaning 
back and looking intently at the point of it, with 
her feet stretched towards the blaze, she is in a 
waking dream, miles away from her surroundings 
and completely oblivious of Eugene. 

MARCHBANKS [breaking off in his recitation] 
Every poet that ever lived has put that 
thought into a sonnet. He must: he cant help 
it. [lie looks to her for assent, and notices her 
absorption in the poker]. Havnt you been 
listening? [No response]. Mrs Morell! 

CANDIDA [starting] Eh? 

MARCHBANKS. Havnt you been listening? 

CANDIDA [rvith a guilty excess of politeness] 
Oh, yes. It*s very nice. Go on, Eugene. l*m 
longing to hear what happens to the angel. 

MARCHBANKS [letting the manuscript drop 
from his hand to the fioor] I beg your pardon 
for boring you. 

CANDIDA. But you are not boring me, I 
assure you. Please go on. Do, Eugene. 

MARCHBANKS. I finished the poem about 
the angel quarter of an hour ago. Ive read 
you several things since. 

CAN Di DA [remorsefully] I’m so sorry , Eugene. 

I think the poker must have hypnotized me. 
[«SAe puts it down]. 

MARCHBANKS. It made me horribly uneasy, 

CANDIDA. Why didnt you tell me? I’d have 
put it down at once. 


MARCHBANKS. I was afraid of making you 
uneasy too. It looked as if it were a weapon. 
If I were a hero of old I should have laid my 
drawn sword between us. If Morell had come 
in he would have thought you had taken up 
the poker because there was no sword be- 
tween us. 

CANDIDA [wondering] What? [With a puzzled 
glance at him] I cant quite follow that. Those 
sonnets of yours have perfectly addled me. 
Why should there be a sword between us? 

MARCHBANKS [evasively] Oh, never mind. 
[He stoops to pick up the manuscript]. 

CANDIDA. Put that down again, Eugene. 
There are limits to my appetite for poetry: 
even your poetry. Youve been reading to me 
for more than two hours, ever since James 
went out. I want to talk. 

MARCHBANKS [rising, scared] No: I musnt 
talk. [He looks round him in his lost way, and 
adds, suddenly] I think I’ll go out and take 
a walk in the park. [He makes for the door]. 

CANDIDA. Nonsense: it’s closed long ago. 
Come and sit down on the hearth-rug, and 
talk moonshine as you usually do. I want to 
be amused. Dont you want to? 

MARCHBANKS [half in terror, half enraptured] 
Yes. 

CANDIDA. Then come along. [She moves her 
chair back a little to make room]. 

He hesitates; then timidly stretches himself on 
the hearth-rug, face upwards, and throws back 
his head across her knees, looking up at her. 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, Ivc been so miserable all 
the evening, because I was doing right. Now 
I’m doing wrong; and I’m happy. 

CANDIDA [tenderly amused at him] Yes: I’m 
sure you feel a great grown-up wicked 
deceiver. Quite proud of yourself, arnt you? 

MARCHBANKS [raising his head quickly and 
turning a little to look round at her] Take care. 
I’m ever so much older than you, if you only 
knew. [He turns quite over on his knees, with 
his hands clasped and his arms on her lap, and 
speaks with growing impulse, his blood beginning 
to stir]. May I say some, wicked things to you? 

CANDIDA [without the least fear or coldness, 
and with perfect respect for his passion, but with 
a touch of her wisehearted maternal humor] No. 
But you may say anything you really and 
truly feel. Anything at all, no matter what 
it is. I am not afraid, so long as it is your 
real self that speaks, and not a mere attitude: 
a gallant attitude, or a wicked attitude, or 
even a poetic attitude. I put you on your 
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honor and truth. Now say whatever you 
want to. 

MARCH BANKS [the eager expression vanishing 
utterly from his lips and nostrils as his eyes light 
up with pathetic spirituality^ Oh, now I cant 
say anything: all the words I know belong to 
some attitude or other — all except one. 

CANDIDA. What one is that? 

MARCHBANKS \softly, losing himself in the 
music of the name^ Candida, Candida, Candida, 
Candida, Candida. I must say that now, be- 
cause you have put me on my honor and 
truth; and I never think or feel Mrs Morell: 
it is always Candida. 

CANDIDA. Of course. And what have you 
to say to Candida? 

MARCHBANKS. Nothing but to repeat your 
name a thousand times. Dont you feel that 
every time is a prayer to you? 

CANDIDA. Doesnt it make you happy to be 
able to pray? 

MARCHBANKS. Ycs, Very happy. 

CANDIDA. Well, that happiness is the answer 
to your prayer. Do you want anything more? 

MARCHBANKS. No*. I have come into heaven, 
where want is unknown. 

Morell comes in. He halts on the threshold^ and 
takes in the scene at a glance. 

MORELL [grave and self-contained] I hope I 
dont disturb you. 

Candida starts up violently, but without the 
smallest embarrassment, laughing at herself. 
FjUgene, capsized by her sudden movement, re- 
covers himself without rising, and sits on the rug 
hugging his ankles, also quite unembarrassed. 

CANDIDA. Oh, James, how you startled me! 
I was so taken up with Eugene that I didnt 
hear your latchkey. How did the meeting go 
off? Did you speak well? 

MORELL. I have never spoken better in my 
life. 

CANDIDA. That was first rate! How much 
was the collection? 

MORELL. I forgot to ask. 

CANDIDA [to Eugene] He must have spoken 
splendidly, or he would never have forgotten 
that. [7b Morell] Where are all the others? 

MORELL. They left long before I could get 
away: I thought I should never escape. I 
believe they are having supper somewhere. 

CANDIDA [in her domestic business tone] Oh, 
in that case, Maria may go to bed. I’ll tell 
her. [She goes out to the kitchen], 

MORELL [looking sternly down at Marchbanks] 
Well? 


MARCHBANKS [squatting grotesquely on the 
hearth-rug, and actually at ease with Morell: 
even impishly humorous] Well? 

MORELL. Have you anything to tell me? 

MARCHBANKS. Only that I have been mak- 
ing a fool of myself here in private whilst you 
have been making a fool of yourself in public. 

MORELL. Hardly in the same way, I think. 

MARCHBANKS [eagerly, scrambling up] The 
very, very very same way. I have been play- 
ing the Good Man. Just like you. When you 
began your heroics about leaving me here 
w'ith Candida — 

MORELL [involuntarily] Candida! 

MARCHBANKS. Oh ycs*. Ive got that far. 
But dont be afraid. Heroics are infectious: 

I caught the disease from you. I swore not 
to say a w'ord in your absence that I w'ould 
not have said a month ago in your presence. 

MORELL. Did you keep your oath? 

MARCHBANKS [suddenly perching himself on 
the back of the easy chair] It kept itself some- 
how until about ten minutes ago. Up to that 
moment I went on desperately reading to 
her — reading my own poems — anybody’s 
poems — to stave off a conversation. I was 
standing outside the gate of Heaven, and 
refusing to go in. Oh, you cant think how 
heroic it was, and how uncomfortable! Then — 

MORELL [steadily controlling his suspense] 
Then? 

MARCHBANKS [prosaically slipping down into 
a quite ordinary attitude on the seat of the chair] 
Then she couldnt bear being read to any 
longer. 

MORELL. And you approached the gate of 
Heaven at last? 

MARCHBANKS. YcS. 

MORELL. Well? [Fiercely] Speak, man: have 
you no feeling for me? 

MARCHBANKS [softly and musically] Then she 
became an angel; and there was a flaming 
sword that turned every way, so that I 
couldnt go in; for I saw that that gate was 
really the gate of Hell. 

MORELL [triumphantly] She repulsed you! 

MARCHBANKS [risvig in wild scorn] No, you 
fool: if she had done that I should never have 
seen that I was in Heaven already. Repulsed 
me! You think that would have saved us! 
virtuous indignation! Oh, you are not worthy 
to live in the same world with her. [He turns 
away contemptuously to the other side of the 
room]. 

MORELL [who has watched him quietly without 
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changing his place] Do you think you make 
yourself more worthy by reviling me, Eugene? 

MARCHBANKS. Here endeth the thousand 
and first lesson. Morell; I dont think much 
of your preaching after all; I believe I could 
do it better myself. The man I want to meet 
is the man that Candida married. 

MORELL. The man that — ? Do you mean 
me? 

MARCHBANKS. I dont mean the Reverend ! 
James Mavor Morell, moralist and windbag. 

I mean the real man that the Reverend 
James must have hidden somewhere inside 
his black coat: the man that Candida loved. 
You cant make a woman like Candida love 
you by merely buttoning your collar at the 
back instead of in front. 

MORELL \holdly and steadily] When Candida 
promised to marry me, I was the same moral- 
ist and windbag you now see. I wore my black 
coat, and my collar was buttoned behind in- 
stead of in front. Do you think she would 
have loved me any the better for being in- 
sincere in my profession? 

MARCHBANKS \on ike sofa^ hugging his ankles] 
Oh, she forgave you, just as she forgives me 
for being a coward, and a weakling, and what 
you call a snivelling little whelp and all the 
rest of it. [Dreamily] A woman like that has 
divine insight: she loves our souls, and not 
our follies and vanities and illusions, nor our 
collars and coats, nor any other of the rags 
and tatters we are rolled up in. [He reflects on 
this for an instant; then turns intently to question 
Morell] What I want to know is how you got 
past the flaming sword that stopped me. 

MORELL. Perhaps because I was not inter- 
rupted at the end of ten minutes. 

MARCHBANKS [taken aback] What! 

MORELL. Man can climb to the highest 
summits; but he cannot dwell there long. 

MARCHBANKS [springing up] It s false: there 
can he dwell for ever, and there only. It*s in 
the other moments that he can find no rest, 
no sense of the silent glory of life. Where 
would you have me spend my moments, if 
not on the summits? 

MORELL. In the scullery, slicing onions and 
filling lamps. 

MARCHBANKS. Or in the pulpit, scrubbing 
cheap earthenware souls? 

MORELL. Yes, that too. It was there that I 
earned my golden moment, and the right, 
in that moment, to ask her to love me. I did 
not take the moment on credit; nor did I use 


it to steal another man’s happiness. 

MARCHBANKS [rather disgustedly ^ trotting hack 
towards the fireplace] I have no doubt you con- 
ducted the transaction as honestly as if you 
were buying a pound of cheese. [He stops on 
the brink of the hearth-rug, and adds, thought- 
fully, to himself, 7vith his hack turned to Morell] 
I could only go to her as a beggar. 

MORELL [starting] A beggar dying of cold! 
asking for her shawl! 

MARCHBANKS [turning, surprised] Thank you 
for touching up my poetry. Yes, if you like: 
a beggar dying of cold, asking for her shawl. 

MORELL [ej:citedly] And she refused. Shall 
I tell you why she refused? lean tell you, on 
her own authority. It was because of — 

MARCHBANKS. She didnt refuse. 

MORELL. Not! 

MARCHBANKS. She offered me all I chose to 
ask for: her shawl, her wings, the wreath of 
stars on her head, the lilies in her hand, the 
crescent moon beneath her feet — 

MORELL [seizing him] Out with the truth, 
man: my wife is my wife: I want no more of 
your poetic fripperies. I know well that if I 
have lost her love and you have gained it, no 
law will bind her. 

MARCHBANKS [quaintly, without fear or resist- 
ance] Catch me by the shirt collar, Morell: 
she will arrange it for me afterwards as she 
did this morning. [With quiet rapture] I shall 
feel her hands touch me. 

MORELL. You young imp, do you know how 
dangerous it is to say that to me? Or [with a 
sudden misgiving] has something made you 
brave? 

MARCHBANKS. I’m not afraid now. I disliked 
you before: that was why I shrank from your 
touch. But I saw today — when she tortured 
you — that you love her. Since then I have 
been your friend: you may strangle me if you 
like. 

MORELL [releasing him] Eugene: if that is 
not a heartless lie — if you have a spark of 
human feeling left in you — will you tell me 
what has happened during my absence? 

MARCHBANKS. What happened! Why, the 
flaming sword [Morell stamps with impatience] 
— Well, in plain prose, I loved her so ex- 
quisitely that I wanted nothing more than 
the happiness of being in such love. And 
before I had time to come down from the 
highest summits, you came in. 

MORELL [suffering deeply] So it is still un- 
settled. Still the misery of doubt. 
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MARCHBANKS. Misery! I am the happiest of 
men. I desire nothing now but her happiness. 
\In a passion of sentiment] Oh, Morell, let us 
both give her up. Why should she have to 
choose between a wretched little nervous 
disease like me, and a pig-headed parson like 
you.^ Let us go on a pilgrimage, you to the 
east and I to the west, in search of a worthy 
lover for her; some beautiful archangel with 
purple wings — 

MORELL. Some fiddlestick! Oh, if she is mad 
enough to leave me for you, who will protect 
her? who will help her? who will work for her? 
who will be a father to her children? [lie sits 
down distractedly on the sofa, with his elbows on 
his knees and his head propped on his clenched 
fists], 

MARCHBANKS [snapping his fingers wildly] 
She does not ask those silly questions. It is 
she who wants somebody to protect, to help, 
to work for: somebody to give her children 
to protect, to help and to work for. Some 
grown up man who has become as a little 
child again. Oh, you fool, you fool, you triple 
fool! I am the man, Morell: I am the man. 
[He dances about excitedly, crying] You dont 
understand what a woman is. Send for her, 
Morell: send for her and let her choose be- 
tween — [The door opens and Candida enters. 
He stops as if petrified], 

CANDIDA [amazed, on the threshold] What on 
earth are you at, Eugene? 

MARCHBANKS JaiHCS aiid I are having 

a preaching match; and he is getting the 
worst of it. 

Candida looks quickly round at Morell, Seeing 
that he is distressed, she hurries down to him, 
greatly vexed, 

CANDIDA. You have been annoying him. 
Now I wont have it, Eugene: do you hear? 

puts her hand on MorelVs shoidder, and 
quite forgets her wifely tact in her anger]. My 
boy shall not be worried: I will protect him. 

MORELL [rising proudly] Protect! 

CANDIDA [not heeding him: to Eugene] What 
have you been saying? 

MARCHBANKS [appalled] Nothing. I — 

CANDIDA. Eugene! Nothing? 

MARCHBANKS [piteously] I mean — I — I'm 
very sorry. I wont do it again: indeed I wont. 
I’ll let him alone. 

MORELL [indignantly, with an aggressive 
movement towards Eugene] Let me alone! You 
young — 

CANDIDA [stopping him] Sh! — no: let me deal 


with him, James. 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, youre not angry with me, 
are you? 

CANDIDA [severely] Yes I am: very angry. 
I have a good mind to pack you out of the 
house. 

MORELL [taken aback by Candida's vigor, and 
by no means relishing the position of being 
rescued by her from another man] Gently, 
Candida, gently. I am able to take care of 
myself. 

CANDIDA [petting him] Yes, dear: of course 
you are. But you musnt be annoyed and 
made miserable. 

MARCHBANKS [almost in tears, turning to the 
door] I’ll go. 

CANDIDA. Oh, you neednt go: I cant turn 
you out at this time of night. [Vehemently] 
Shame on you! For shame! 

MARCHBANKS [desperately] But what have I 
done? 

CANDIDA. I know what you have done: as 
well as if I had been here all the time. Oh, 
it was unworthy! You are like a child: you 
cannot hold your tongue. 

MARCHBANKS. I would die ten times over 
sooner than give you a moment’s pain. 

CANDIDA [with infiiiite contempt for this 
puerility] Much good your dying would do 
me! 

MORELL. Candida, my dear: this altercation 
is hardly quite seemly. It is a matter be- 
tween two men; and I am the right person 
to settle it. 

CANDIDA. Tw o men! Do you call that a man? 
[Zb Eugene] You bad boy! 

MARCHBANKS [gathering a whimsically affec- 
tionate courage from the scolding] If I am to be 
scolded like a boy, I must make a boy’s ex- 
cuse. He began it. And he’s bigger than I 
am. 

CANDIDA [losijig confidence a little as her con- 
cern for MorelVs dignity takes the alarin] That 
cant be true. [To Morell] You didnt begin 
it, James, did you? 

MORELL [contemptuously] No. 

MARCHBANKS [indignant] Oh! 

MORELL [to £t/gcwe]Y ou began it: this morn- 
ing. [Candida, instantly connecting this with his 
mysterious allusion in the afternoon to somethhig 
told him by Eugene in the morning, looks at him 
with quick suspicion, Morell proceeds, with the 
emphasis of offended superiority] But your other 
point is true. I am certainly the bigger of the 
two, and, I hope, the stronger, Candida. 
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So you had better leave the matter in my 
hands. 

CANDIDA \again soothing him] Yes, dear; but 
— [troubled] I dont understand about this 
morning. 

MORELL [gently snubbing her] You need not 
understand, my dear. 

CANDIDA. But James, I [the street bell rings] 
— Oh bother! Here they all come. goes 
out to let them iw]. 

MARCHBANKS [running to Morell] Oh, Morell, 
isnt it dreadful? She's angry with us: she 
hates me. What shall I do? 

MORELL [with quaint desperation^ walking up 
and down the middle of the room] Eugene: my 
head is spinning round. I shall begin to laugh 
presently. 

MARCHBANKS [following him anxiously] No, 
no: she’ll think Ive thrown you into hysterics. 
Dont laugh. 

Boisterous voices and laughter are heard ap- 
proaching. Lexy Milly his eyes sparkling^ and 
his bearing denoting unwonted elevation of spirit, 
enters with Burgess, 7vho is greasy and self- 
complacent, but has all his wits about him. Miss 
Garnett, 7viih her smartest hat and jacket on, 
follows them: but though her eyes are brighter 
than before, she is evidently a prey to misgiving. 
She places herself 7viih her back to her type- 
Tvriting table, with one hand on it to steady her- 
self, passing the other across her forehead as if 
she were a little tired and giddy. M archbanks 
relapses into shyness and edges array into the 
corner near the windorv, where MorelVs books 
are. 

LEXY [exhilarated] Morell: I must con- 
gratulate you. [Grasping his hand] What a 
noble, splendid, inspired address you gave 
us! You surpassed yourself. 

BURGESS. So you did, James. It fair kep me 
awake to the lars’ word. Didnt it, Miss 
Cornett? 

PROSERPINE [worriedly] Oh, I wasnt mind- 
ing you: I was trying to make notes. [5'Ae 
takes out her note-book, and looks at her steno- 
graphy, which nearly makes her cry]. 

MORELL. Did I go too fast, Pross? 

PROSERPINE. Much too fast. You know I 
cant do more than ninety words a minute. 
[She relieves her feelings by throwing her note- 
book angrily beside her machine, ready for use 
next morning]. , 

MORELL [soothingly] Oh well, well, never 
mind, never mind, never mind. Have you all 
had supper? 


LEXY. Mr Burgess has been kind enough 
to give us a really splendid supper at the 
Belgrave. 

BURGESS [with effusive magnanimity] Dont 
mention it, Mr Mill. [Modestly] Youre arty 
welcome to my little treat. 

PROSERPINE. We had champagne. I never 
tasted it before. I feel quite giddy. 

MORELL [surprised] A champagne supper! 
That was very handsome. Was it my elo- 
quence that produced all this extravagance? 

LEXY [rhetorically] Your eloquence, and 
Mr Burgess’s goodness of heart. [With a fresh 
burst of exhilaration] And what a very fine 
fellow the chairman is, Morell! He came to 
supper with us. 

MORELL [7iith long drawn significance, looking 
at Burgess] O-o-o-h! the chairman. Now I 
understand. 

Burgess covers with a deprecatory cough a 
lively satisfaction with his own diplomatic cun- 
ning. Lexy folds his arms and leans against the 
head of the sofa in a high-spirited attitude after 
nearly losing his balance. Candida comes in with 
glasses, lemons, and a jug of hoi water on a tray. 

CANDIDA. Who will have some lemonade? 
You know our rules: total abstinence. [5Ae 
puts the tray on the table, and takes up the lemon 
squeezer, looking enquiringly round at them]. 

MORELL. No use, dear. Theyve all had 
champagne. Pross has broken her pledge. 

CANDIDA [<o Proserpine] You dont mean to 
say youve been drinking champagne! 

PROSERPINE [stubbornly] Yes I do. I’m only 
a beer teetotaller, not a champagne tee- 
totaller. I dont like beer. Are there any 
letters for me to answer, Mr Morell? 

MORELL. No more to-night. 

PROSERPINE. Very well. Goodnight, every- 
body. 

LEXY [gallantly] Had I not better see you 
home, Miss Garnett? 

PROSERPINE. No thank you. I shant trust 
myself with anybody tonight. I wish I hadnt 
taken any of that stuff. [-SAe takes uncertain 
aim at the door; dashes at it; and barely escapes 
without disaster]. 

BURGESS [indignantly] Stuff indeed! That 
gurl dunno what champagne is! Pommery 
and Greeno at twelve and six a bottle. She 
took two glasses amost straight horff. 

MORELL [anxious about her] Go and look 
after her, Lexy. 

LEXY [alarmed] But if she should really be 
— Suppose she began to sing in the street, 



CANDIDA 


U9 


or anything of that sort. 

MORELL. Just so: shc may. Thats why youd 
better see her safely home. 

CANDIDA. Do, Lexy: theres a good fellow. 
[SAe shakes his hand and pushes him gently to 
the door\. 

LEXY. It’s evidently my duty to go. I hope 
it may not be necessary. Goodnight, Mrs 
Morell. [To the rest] Goodnight. [He goes. 
Candida shuts the door]. 

BURGESS. He was gushin with hextra piety 
hisself arter two sips. People carnt drink like 
they h use ter. [Bustling across to the hearth] 
Well, James: it’s time to lock up. Mr Morch- 
banks: shall I ave the pleasure of your com- 
pany for a bit o the way ome? 

MARCHBANKS [njfrightedly] Yes: I’d better 
go. [He hurries towards the door; hut Candida 
places herself before it, barrbig his way]. 

CANDIDA [with quiet authority] You sit down. 
Youre not going yet. 

MARCHBANKS [qiiaUbiff^ No*. I — I didnt mean 
to. [He sits down abjectly on the sofa]. 

CANDIDA. Mr Marchbanks will stay the 
night with us, papa. 

BURGESS. Oh well. I’ll say goodnight. So 
long, James. [He shakes hands with Morell, 
and goes over to Eugene]. Make em give you 
a nightlight by your bed, Mr Morchbanks: 
itll comfort you if you wake up in the night 
with a touch of that complaint of yores. 
Goodnight. 

MARCHBANKS. Thank you: I will. Goodnight, 
Mr Burgess. [They shake hands. Burgess goes 
to the door]. 

CANDIDA [intercepting Morell, ivho is follow- 
ing Burgess] Stay here, dear: I’ll put on papa’s 
coat for him. [5/fc goes out with Burgess]. 

MARCHBANKS [risbig and stealing over to 
Morell] Morell: theres going to be a terrible 
scene. Arnt you afraid? 

MORELL. Not in the least. 

MARCHBANKS. I never envied you your 
courage before. [He puts his hand appealingly 
on MorelVs forearm]. Stand by me, wont you? 

MORELL [casting him off resolutely] Each for 
himself, Eugene. She must choose between 
us now. 

Candida returns. Eugene creeps back to the 
sofa like a guilty schoolboy. 

CANDIDA [between them, addressing Eugetic] 
Are you sorry? 

MARCHBANKS [earnestly] Yes. Heartbroken. 

CANDIDA. Well then, you are forgiven. Now 
go off to bed like a good little boy: I want to 


talk to James about you. 

MARCHBANKS [rising in great consternation] 
Oh, I cant do that, Morell. I must be here. 
I’ll not go away. Tell her. 

CANDIDA [her suspicions confrmed] Tell me 
what? [His eyes avoid hers furtively. She turns 
and mutely transfers the question to Morell]. 

MORELL [bracbig himself for the catastrophe] 
I have nothing to tell her, except [here his 
voice deepens to a measured and mournful 
tenderness] that she is my greatest treasure 
on earth — if she is really mine. 

CANDIDA [coldly, offended by his yielding to 
his orator s instinct and treating her as if she 
were the audience at the Guild of St Matthefv] 
I am sure Eugene can say no less, if that is 
all. 

MARCHBANKS [discouroged] Morell: she’s 
laughing at us. 

MORELL [fvith a quick touch of temper] There 
is nothing to laugh at. Are you laughing at 
us, Candida? 

CANDIDA [ndih quiet anger] Eugene is very 
quick-witted, James. I hope I am going to 
laugh; but I am not sure that I am not going 
to be very angry. [She goes to the fireplace, and 
stands there leaning with her arm on the mantel- 
piece, and her foot on the fender, whilst Eugene 
steals to Morell and plucks him by the sleeve]. 

MARCHBANKS [ivhispering] Stop, Morell. 
Dont let us say anything. 

MORELL [pushing Eugene away without deign- 
ing to look at him] I hope you dont mean that 
as a threat, Candida. 

CANDIDA [nith emphatic warning] Take care, 
James. Eugene: I asked you to go. Are you 
Koing? 

MORELL [putting his foot do7vn] He shall not 
go. I wish him to remain. 

MARCHBANKS. Til go. I’ll do whatever you 
want. [He turns to the door]. 

CANDIDA. Stop! [He obeys]. Didnt you hear 
James say he wished you to stay? James is 
master here. Dont you know that? 

MARCHBANKS [flushing With a yoting poet's 
rage against tyranny] By wdiat right is he 
master? 

CANDIDA [quietly] Tell him, James. 

MORELL [taken aback] My dear: I dont know 
of any right that makes me master. I assert 
no such right. 

CANDIDA [with infinite reproach] You dont 
know! Oh, James! James! [To Eugene, mus- 
ingly] I wonder do you understand, Eugene! 
[He shakes his head helplessly, not daring to look 
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at her]. No: youre too young. Well, I give 
you leave to stay: to stay and learn. [iSAe 
comes away from the hearth and places herself 
between them]. Now, James! whats the matter? 
Come: tell me. 

MARCHBANKS [whispering tremulously across 
to him] Dont. 

CANDIDA. Come. Out with it! 

MORELL [slowly] I meant to prepare your 
mind carefully, Candida, so as to prevent 
misunderstanding. 

CANDIDA. Yes, dear: I am sure you did. 
But never mind: I shant misunderstand. 

MORELL. Well — er — [he hesitates, unable to 
find the long explanation which he supposed to 
be available]. 

CANDIDA. Well? 

MORELL [blurting it out baldly] Eugene de- 
clares that you are in love with him. 

MARCHBANKS [frantically] No, no, no, no, 
never. I did not, Mrs Morell: it’s not true. 
I said I loved you. I said I understood you, 
and that he couldnt. And it was not after 
what passed there before the fire that I spoke: 
it was not, on my word. It was this morning. 

CANDIDA [enlightened] This morning! 

MARCHBANKS. Yes. [He looks at her, pleading 
for credence, and then adds simply] That was 
what was the matter with my collar. 

CANDIDA. Your collar? [suddenly taking in his 
meaning she turns to Morell, shocked]. Oh, 
James: did you — [she stops]} 

MORELL [ashamed] You know, Candida, that 
I have a temper to struggle with. And he 
said [shuddering] that you despised me in 
your heart. 

CANDIDA [turning quickly on Eugene] Did you 
say that? 

MARCHBANKS [terrified] No. 

CANDIDA [almost fiercely] Then James has 
just told me a falsehood. Is that what you 
mean? 

MARCHBANKS. No, no: I — I — [desperately] it 
was David’s wife. And it wasnt at home: it 
was when she saw him dancing before all the 
people. 

MORELL [takmg the cue with a debater's adroit- 
ness] Dancing before all the people, Candida; 
and thinking he was moving their hearts by 
his mission when they were only suffering 
from — Prossy’s complaint. [She is about to 
protest: he raises his hand to silence her]. Dont 
try to look indignant, Candida — 

CANDIDA. Try! 

MORELL [continuing Eugene was right. As 


you told me a few hours after, he is always 
right. He said nothing that you did not say 
far better yourself. He is the poet, who sees 
everything; and I am the poor parson, who 
understands nothing. 

CANDIDA [remorsefully] Do you mind what 
is said by a foolish boy, because I said some- 
thing like it in jest? 

MORELL. That foolish boy can speak with 
the inspiration of a child and the cunning of 
a serpent. He has claimed that you belong to 
him and not to me; and, rightly or wrongly, 
I have come to fear that it may be true. I 
will not go about tortured with doubts and 
suspicions. I will not live with you and keep 
a secret from you. I will not suffer the in- 
tolerable degradation of jealousy. We have 
agreed — he and I — that you shall choose 
between us now. I await your decision. 

CANDIDA [slowly rccoUing a step, her heart 
hardened by his rhetoric in spite of the sincere 
feeling behind it] Oh! I am to choose, am I? 
I suppose it is quite settled that I must belong 
to one or the other. 

MORELL [firmly] Quite. You must choose 
definitely. 

MARCHBANKS [anxiously] Morell: you dont 
understand. She means that she belongs to 
herself. 

CANDIDA [turning on him] I mean that, and 
a good deal more. Master Eugene, as you 
will both find out presently. And pray, my 
lords and masters, what have you to offer 
for my choice? I am up for auction, it seems. 
What do you bid, James? 

MORELL [reproachfully] Cand — [He breaks 
down: his eyes and throat fill with tears: the 
orator becomes a wounded animal].l cant speak — 

CANDIDA [impulsively going to him] Ah, 
dearest — 

MARCHBANKS [in wHd alarm] Stop: it’s not 
fair. You musnt shew her that you suffer, 
Morell. I am on the rack too; but I am not 
crying. 

MORELL [rallying all his forces] Yes: you are 
right. It is not for pity that I am bidding. 
[He disengages himself from Candida]. 

CANDIDA [retreating, chilled] I beg your par- 
don, James: I did not mean to touch you. I 
am waiting to hear your bid. 

MORELL [with proud humility] I have nothing 
to offer you but my strength for your defence, 
my honesty for your surety, my ability and 
industry for your livelihood, and my author- 
ity and position for your dignity. That is all 
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it becomes a man to offer to a woman. 

CANDIDA [quite quietly] And you, Eugene? 
What do you offer? 

MARCHBANKS. My Weakness. My desolation. 
My heart’s need. 

CANDIDA [impressed] Thats a good bid, 
Eugene. Now I know how to make my choice. 

She pauses and looks curiously from one to the 
other ^ as if weighing them. Morelia whose lofty 
confidence has changed into heartbreaking dread 
at Eugene's bid, loses all power of concealing his 
anxiety. Eugene, struiig to the highest tension, 
does not move a muscle. 

MORELL [in a suffocated voice: the appeal 
bursting from the depths of his anguish] Can- 
dida! 

MARCHBANKS [aside, in a flash of contempt] 
Coward! 

CANDIDA [signiflca?itly] I give myself to the 
weaker of the two. 

Eugene divines her meaning at once: his face 
whitens like steel in a furnace. 

MORELL [bo7ving his head with the calm of 
collapse] I accept your sentence, Candida. 

CANDIDA. Do you Understand, Eugene? 

MARCHBANKS. Oh, I feel I’m lost. He cannot 
bear the burden. 

MORELL [incredulously, raising his head and 
voice with comic abruptness] Do you mean me, 
Candida? 

CANDIDA [smiling a little] Let us sit and talk 
comfortably over it like three friends. [7b 
Morell] Sit down, dear. [Morell, quite lost, 
takes the chair from the fireside: the childrens 
chair]. Bring me that chair, Eugene. [She in- 
dicates the easy chair. He fetches it silently, even 
with something like cold strength, and places it 
next Morell, a little behind him. She sits down. 
He takes the visitor s chair himself, and sits, 
inscrutable. When they are all settled she begins, 
throwing a spell of quiebiess on them by her calm, 
sane, tender tone]. You remember what you 
told me about yourself, Eugene: how nobody 
has cared for you since your old nurse died: 
how those clever fashionable sisters and 
successful brothers of yours were your 
mother’s and father’s pets: how miserable 
you were at Eton: how your father is trying 
to starve you into returning to Oxford: how 
you have had to live without comfort or 
welcome or refuge: always lonely, and nearly 
always disliked and misunderstood, poor boy! 

MARCHBANKS [faithful to the nobility of his 
lot] I had my books. I had Nature. And at 
last 1 met you. 


CANDIDA. Never mind that just at present. 
Now I want you to look at this other boy 
here: my boy! spoiled from his cradle. We go 
once a fortnight to see his parents. You 
should come with us, Eugene, to see the 
pictures of the hero of that household. James 
as a baby! the most wonderful of all babies. 
James holding his first school prize, won at 
the ripe age of eight! James as the captain of 
his eleven! James in his first frock coat! James 
under all sorts of glorious circumstances! 
You know how strong he is (I hope he didnt 
hurt you): how clever he is: how happy. [With 
deepening gravity] Ask James’s mother and 
his three sisters what it cost to save James 
the trouble of doing anything but be strong 
and clever and happy. Ask m e what it costs 
to be James’s mother and three sisters and 
wife and mother to his children all in one. 
Ask Prossy and Maria how troublesome the 
house is even when we have no visitors to 
help us to slice the onions. Ask the trades- 
men who want to worry James and spoil his 
beautiful sermons who it is that puts them 
off. When there is money to give, he gives it: 
when there is money to refuse, I refuse it. I 
build a castle of comfort and indulgence and 
love for him, and stand sentinel always to 
keep little vulgar cares out. I make him master 
here, though he does not know it, and could 
not tell you a moment ago how it came to be 
so. [With sweet irony] And when he thought 
I might go away with you, his only anxiety 
was — what should become of me! And to 
tempt me to stay he offered me [leaning for- 
ward to stroke his hair caressingly at eachphrase] 
his strength for my defence! his industry for 
my livelihood! his dignity for my position! 
his — [rele?iting] ah, I am mixing up your 
beautiful cadences and spoiling them, am I 
not, darling? [She lays her cheek fondly against 
his]. 

MORELL [quite overcome, kneeling beside her 
chair and embracing her ivith boyish ingenuous- 
ness] It’s all true, every word. What I am you 
have made me with the labor of your hands 
and the love of your heart. You are my wife, 
my mother, my sisters: you are the sum of 
all loving care to me. 

CANDIDA [in his arms, smiling, to Eugene] Am 
I your mother and sisters to you, Eugene? 

MARCHBANKS [rising with a fierce gesture of 
disgust] Ah, never. Out, then, into the night 
with me! 

CANDIDA [rising quickly] You are not going 
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like that, Eugene? 

MARCH BANKS [with tkc ring of a man s voice — 
no longer a hoy's — in the rvords^ I know the 
hour when it strikes. I am impatient to do 
what must be done. 

MORELL \ 7 vh 0 has also riseri] Candida: dont 
let him do anything rash. 

CANDIDA [conjident, smiling at Eugene^ Oh, 
there is no fear. He has learnt to live without 
happiness. 

MARCHBANKS. I no longer desire happiness: 
life is nobler than that. Parson James: I give 
you my happiness with both hands; I love 
you because you have filled the heart of the 
woman I loved. Goodbye, [lie goes torvards 
the door], 

CANDIDA. One last word. [He stopsj but with- 
out turning to her. She goes to him]. How old 
are you, hLugene? 

MARCHBANKS. As old Rs the world now. This 
morning I was eighteen. 

CANDIDA. Eighteen! Will you, for my sake, 


make a little poem out of the two sentences 
I am going to say to you? And will you 
promise to repeat it to yourself whenever 
you think of me? 

MARCHBANKS [icithout moving] Say the sen- 
tences. 

CANDIDA. When I am thirty, she will be 
forty-five. When I am sixty, she will be 
seventy-five. 

MARCHBANKS [turning to her] In a hundred 
years, we shall be the same age. But I have 
a better secret than that in my heart. Let me 
go now. The night outside grows impatient. 

CANDIDA. Goodbye. [She takes his face in her 
hands; and as he divines her intention and falls 
on his knees, she kisses his forehead. Then he 
flies out into the night. She turns to Morell, hold- 
ing out her arms to him]. Ah, James! 

They embrace. But they do not know the secret 
in the poet's heart, 

THE END 


VI 

THE MAN OF DESTINY 

1896 

BEING THE THIRD OF FOUR PLEASANT PLAYS 


The twelfth of May, 1796, in north Italy, at 
Tavaszano, on the road from Lodi to Milan. 
The afernoon sun is blazing serenely over the 
plains of Lombardy, treating the Alps with re- 
spect and the anthills with indulgence, iieither 
disgusted by the basking of the stvine in the vil- 
lages nor hurt by its cool reception in the churches, 
but ruthlessly disdainful of two hordes of mis- 
chievous insects which are the French and 
Austrian armies. Two days before, at Lodi, the 
Austrians tried to prevent the French from cross- 
ing the river by the narrow bridge there; but the 
French, commanded by a general aged 27, 
Napoleon Bonaparte, who does not respect the 
rules of war, rushed the fresjvept bridge, sup- 
ported by a tremendous cannonade in which the 
young general assisted with his own hands. Can- 
nonading is his technical speciality: he has been 
trained in the artillery under the old regime, and 
made perfect in the military arts of shirking his 
duties, swindling the paymaster over travelling 
expenses, and dignifying war with the noise and 
smoke of cannon, as depicted in all military por- 


traits. He is, however, an original observer, and 
has perceived, for the first time since the inven- 
tion of gunpowder, that a cannon ball, if it 
strikes a man, will kill him. To a thorough grasp 
of this remarkable discovery he adds a highly 
evolved faculty for physical geography and for 
the calculation of times and distances. He has 
prodigious pojvers of work, and a clear realistic 
kno7vledge of human nature in public affairs, 
having seen it exhaustively tested in that de- 
partment during the French Revolution. He is 
imaginative without illusions, and creative 7vith- 
out religion, loyalty, patriotism or any of the 
common ideals. Not that he is incapable of these 
ideals: on the contrary, he has sivalloived them 
all in his boyhood, and now, having a keen 
dramatic faculty, is extremely clever at playing 
upon them by the arts of the actor and stage 
manager. Withal, he is no spoiled child. Poverty, 
ill-luck, the shifts of impecunious shabby-geji- 
tility, repeated failure as a would-be author, 
humiliation as a rebuffed time server, reproof arid 
punishment as an incompetent and dishonest 
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officer, an escape from dismissal from the ser- 
vice so narrow that if the emigration of the 
nobles had not raised the value of even the most 
rascally lieutenant to the famine price of a 
general he would have been swept contemptuously 
from the army: these trials have ground his con- 
ceit out of him, and forced him to be self- 
sufficient and to understand that to such men as 
he is the 7vorld will give nothing that he cannot 
take from it by force. In this the world is not 
free from cowardice and folly; for Napoleon, as 
a merciless cannonader of political rubbish, is 
making himself useful: indeed, it is even now 
impossible to live in England without sometimes 
feeling how much that country lost in not being 
conquered by him as well as by Julius Caesar. 

Horvever, on this May afternoon in 1796, it is 
early days with him. He has but recently been 
promoted general, partly by using his wife to 
seduce the Directory (then governing Fra?ice); 
partly by the scarcity of officers caused by the 
emigration as aforesaid; partly by his faculty of 
knowing a country, with all its roads, rivers, 
hills and valleys, as he knows the palm of his 
hand; and largely by that new faith of his in the 
efficacy of firing cannons at people. His army is, 
as to discipline, in a state which has so greatly 
shocked some modern writers before whom the 
following story has been enacted, that they, im- 
pressed 7vith the later glory of ** J/E7npereur,** 
have altogether refused to credit it. But Napoleon 
is not UEmpereur yet: his men call him Le Petit 
Caporal, as he is still in the stage of gaining in- 
fluence over them by displays of pluck. He is not 
in a position to force his will on them in orthodox 
military fashion by the cat o’ nine tails. The 
French Revolution, which has escaped suppres- 
sion solely through the monarchy's habit of being 
at least four years in arrear with its soldiers in 
the matter of pay, has substituted for that habit, 
as far as possible, the habit of not paying at all, 
except in promises and patriotic flatteries rvhich 
are not compatible with martial la7v of the 
Prussian type. Napoleon has therefore ap- 
proached the Alps in command of men without 
money, in rags, and consequently indisposed to 
stand much discipline, especially from upstart 
generals. This circumstance, which would have 
embarrassed an idealist soldier, has been worth 
a thousand cannon to Napoleon. He has said 
to his army “ You have patriotis7n and courage; 
but you have no money, no clothes, and hardly 
anything to eat. In Italy there are all these 
things, and glory as 7vell, to be gained by a de- 
voted army led by a general who regards loot as 


the natural right of the soldier. I am such a 
general. En avant, mes enfanis!" The result has 
entirely justified him. The army conquers Italy 
as the locusts conquered Cyprus. They fight all 
day and march all night, covering impossible 
distances and appearing in incredible places, not 
because every soldier carries a field marshal's 
baton in his knapsack, but because he hopes to 
carry at least half a dozen silver forks there next 
day. 

It must be understood, by the way, that the 
French army does not make 7var 07i the Italians. 
It is there to rescue them from the tyranny of 
their Austrian conquerors, and confer republican 
institutions on them; so that in incidentally loot- 
ing them it merely 7nakes free with the property 
of its friends, who ought to he grateful to it, and 
perhaps rvould be if ingratitude were not the pro- 
verbial failing of their country. The Austrians, 
whom it fights, are a thoroughly respectable regu- 
lar army, well disciplined, commanded by 
gentlemen versed in orthodox campaigning: at 
the head of them Beaulieu, practising the classic 
art of war under orders from Vienna, and getting 
horribly beaten by Napoleon, who acts on his own 
responsibility in defiance of professional pre- 
cedents or orders from Paris. Even when the 
Austrians win a battle, all that is necessary is to 
wait until their routine obliges them to return to 
their quarters for afternoon tea, so to speak, and 
win it back again from them: a course pursued 
later on with brilliant success at Marengo. On 
the whole, with his foe handicapped by Austrian 
statesmanship, classic generalship, a7id the exi- 
gencies of the aristocratic social structure of 
Viennese society, Napoleon finds it possible to be 
irresistible without working heroic 7niracles. The 
world, however, likes miracles and heroes, and is 
quite incapable of conceiving the action of such 
forces as academic militarism or Viennese dra7v- 
ingroomism. Hence it has already begun to 
manufacture L'Empereur," and thus to make 
it difficult for the romanticists of a hundred 
years later to credit the hitherto unrecorded little 
scene now in question at Tavazzano. 

The best quarters in Tavazzano are at a little 
inn, the first house reached by travellers passing 
through the place from Milan to Lodi. It stands 
in a vineyard; and its prvicipal room, a pleasant 
refuge from the summer heat, is open so widely 
at the back to this vineyard that it is almost a 
large vera7ida. The bolder children, much ex- 
cited by the alarums and e.xcursions of the past 
few days, and by an irruption of French troops 
at six o'clock, know that the Fre?ich commander 
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has quartered himself in this roomy and are 
divided between a craving to peep in at the front 
windowSy and a mortal dread of the sentinel, a 
young gentleman- soldier who, having no natural 
moustache, has had a most ferocious one painted 
on his face with boot blacking by his sergeant. As 
his heavy uniform^ like all the uniforms of that 
day, is designed for parade without the least re- 
ference to his health or comfort, he perspires pro- 
fusely in the sun; and his painted moustache has 
run in little streaks down his chin and round his 
neck, except where it has dried in stiff japanned 
flakes and had its sweeping outline chipped off in 
grotesque little bays and headlands, making him 
unspeakably ridiculous in the eye of History a 
hundred years later, hut monstrous and horrible 
to the contemporary north Italian infant, to 
whom nothing would seem more natural than that 
he should relieve the monotony of his guard by 
pitchforking a stray child up on his bayonet, and 
eating it uncooked. Nevertheless one girl of bad 
character, in whom an instinct of privilege with 
soldiers is already stirring, does peep in at the 
safest window for a moment before a glance and 
a clink from the sentinel sends her flying. Most 
of what she sees she has seen before: the vineyard 
at the back, with the old winepress and a cart 
among the vines; the door close on her right lead- 
ing to the street entry; the landlord's best side- 
board, now in full action for dinner, further back 
on the same .nde; the fireplace on the other side 
with a couch near it; another door, leading to the 
inner rooms, between it and the vineyard; and 
the table in the middle set out with a repast of 
Milanese risotto, cheese, grapes, bread, olives, 
and a big wickered flask of red wine. 

The landlord, Giuseppe Grandi, she knows 
well. He is a swarthy vivacious shrewdly cheerful 
black-curled bullet headed grinning little inn- 
keeper of 40. Naturally an excellent host, he is 
in the highest spirits this evening at his good for- 
tune in having as his guest the French commander 
to protect him against the license of the troops. 
He actually sports a pair of gold earrings which 
would otherwise have been hidden carefully under 
the winepress with his little equipment of silver 
plate. 

Napoleon, sitting facing her on the further 
side of the table, she sees for the first time. He is 
working hard, partly at his meal, which he has 
discovered how to dispatch in ten minutes by 
attacking all the courses simultaneously (this 
practice is the beginning of his downfall), and 
partly at a military map on which he from time 
to time marks the position of the forces by taking 


a grape-skin from his mouth and planting it on 
the map with his thumb like a wafer. There is no 
revolutionary untidiness about his dress or per- 
son; but his elbow has displaced most of the 
dishes and glasses; and his long hair trails into 
the risotto when he forgets it and leans more in- 
tently over the map. 

GIUSEPPE. Will your excellency — 

NAPOLEON [intent on his map, but cramming 
himself mechanically with his left hand)^ Dont 
talk. I*m busy. 

GIUSEPPE [with perfect goodhumor'] Excel- 
lency: I obey. 

NAPOLEON. Some red ink. 

GIUSEPPE. Alas! excellency, there is none. 

NAPOLEON [with Corsican facetiousness^ Kill 
something and bring me its blood. 

GIUSEPPE [grinning There is nothing but 
your excellency’s horse, the sentinel, the 
lady upstairs, and my wife. 

NAPOLEON. Kill your wife. 

GIUSEPPE. Willingly, your excellency; but 
unhappily I am not strong enough. She 
would kill me. 

NAPOLEON. That will do equally well. 

GIUSEPPE. Your excellency does me too 
much honor. [Stretching his hand towards the 
flask^ Perhaps some wine will answer your 
excellency’s purpose. 

NAPOLEON [hastily protecting the flask, and 
becoming quite serious^ Wine! No: that would 
be waste. You are all the same: waste! waste! 
waste! [He marks the map with gravy, using his 
fork as a peri]. Clear away. [He finishes his 
wine; pushes back his chair; and uses his napkin, 
stretching his legs and leaning back, but still 
frowning and thinking\ 

GIUSEPPE [clearing the table and removing the 
things to a tray on the sideboard^ Every man to 
his trade, excellency. We innkeepers have 
plenty of cheap wine: we think nothing of 
spilling it. You great generals have plenty 
of cheap blood: you think nothing of spilling 
it. Is it not so, excellency? 

NAPOLEON. Blood costs nothing*, wine costs 
money. [He rises and goes to the fireplace']. 

GIUSEPPE. They say you are careful of 
everything except human life, excellency. 

NAPOLEON. Human life, my friend, is the 
only thing that takes care of itself. [He throws 
himself at his ease on the couch]. 

GIUSEPPE [admiring him] Ah, excellency, 
what fools we all are beside you! If I could 
only find out the secret of your success! 

NAPOLEON. You would make yourself 



THE MAN OF DESTINY 


155 


Emperor of Italy, eh? 

GIUSEPPE. Too troublesome, excellency: I 
leave all that to you. Besides, what would 
become of my inn if I were Emperor? See 
how you enjoy looking on at me whilst I keep 
the inn for you and wait on you! Well, I shall 
enjoy looking on at you whilst you become 
Emperor of Europe, and govern the country 
for me. [As he chatters^ he takes the cloth off 
deftly without removing the map, and finally 
takes the corners in his hands and the middle in 
his mouth, to fold it up]. 

NAPOLEON. Emperor of Europe, eh? Why 
only Europe? 

GIUSEPPE. Why, indeed? Emperor of the 
world, excellency! Why not? [He folds and 
rolls up the cloth, emphasizing his phrases by the 
steps of the process]. One man is like another 
[fold]: one country is like another [fold]: one 
battle is like another. [At the last fold, he slaps 
the cloth on the table and deftly rolls it up, adding, 
by way of peroration] Conquer one: conquer 
all. [He takes the cloth to the sideboard, and puts 
it in a drawer]. 

NAPOLEON. And govern for all; fight for all; 
be everybody’s servant under cover of being 
everybody’s master. Giuseppe. 

GIUSEPPE [at the sideboard] Excellency? 

NAPOLEON. I forbid you to talk to me about 
myself. 

GIUSEPPE [coming to the foot of the couch] 
Pardon. Your excellency is so unlike other 
great men. It is the subject they like best. 

NAPOLEON. Well, talk to me about the sub- 
ject they like next best, whatever that may 
be. 

GIUSEPPE [unabashed] Willingly, your ex- 
cellency. Has your excellency by any chance 
caught a glimpse of the lady upstairs? 

NAPOLEON [sitting up promptly] How old is 
she? 

GIUSEPPE. The right age, excellency. 

NAPOLEON. Do you mean seventeen or 
thirty? 

GIUSEPPE. Thirty, excellency. 

NAPOLEON. Goodlooking? 

GIUSEPPE. I cannot see with your excel- 
lency’s eyes: every man must judge that for 
himself. In my opinion, excellency, a fine 
figure of a lady. [Slyly] Shall I lay the table 
for her collation here? 

NAPOLEON [brusquely, rising] No: lay nothing 
here until the officer for whom I am waiting 
comes back. [He looks at his watch, and takes 
to walking to and fro between the fireplace and 


the vineyard]. 

GIUSEPPE [fvitk co?iviction] Excellency: be- 
lieve me, he has been captured by the ac- 
cursed Austrians. He dare not keep you 
waiting if he were at liberty. 

NAPOLEON [turning at the edge of the shadow 
of the verayida] Giuseppe: if that turns out to 
be true, it will put me into such a temper 
that nothing short of hanging you and your 
whole household, including the lady up- 
stairs, will satisfy me. 

GIUSEPPE. We are all cheerfully at your 
excellency’s disposal, except the lady. I 
cannot answer for her; but no lady could 
resist you. General, 

NAPOLEON [sourly, resuming his march] Hm! 
You will never be hanged. There is no satis- 
faction in hanging a man who does not 
object to it. 

GIUSEPPE [sympathetically] Not the least in 
the world, excellency: is there? [Napoleon 
again looks at his watch, evidently growing 
awxiow^]. Ah, one can sec that you are a 
I great man, General: you know how to wait. 
If it were a corporal now, or a sub-lieutenant, 
at the end of three minutes he would be 
swearing, fuming, threatening, pulling the 
house about our ears. 

NAPOLEON. Giuseppe: your flatteries are 
insufferable. Go and talk outside. [He sits 
down again at the table, with his jaivs in his 
hands, and his elbo7vs propped on the map, 
poring over it 7vith a troubled expression]. 

GIUSEPPE. Willingly, your excellency. You 
shall not be disturbed. [He takes up the tray 
and prepares to 7vithdra7v]. 

NAPOLEON. The moment he comes back, 
send him to me. 

GIUSEPPE. Instantaneously, your excel- 
lency. 

A lady’s voice [calling from some distant part 
of the inn] Giusep-pe! [The voice is very niusical, 
and the two filial notes make an ascending in- 
terval], 

NAPOLEON [startled] Who’s that? 

GIUSEPPE. The lady, excellency. 

NAPOLEON. The lady upstairs? 

GIUSEPPE. Yes, excellency. The strange 
lady. 

NAPOLEON. Strange? Where does she come 
from? 

GIUSEPPE [with a shrug] Who knows? She 
arrived here just before your excellency in 
a hired carriage belonging to the Golden 
Eagle at Borghetto. By herself, excellency. 
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No servants. A dressing bag and a trunk; 
that is all. The postillion says she left a horse 
at the Golden Eagle. A charger, with military 
trappings. 

NAPOLEON. A woman with a charger! 
French or Austrian? 

GIUSEPPE. French, excellency. 

NAPOLEON. Her husband’s charger, no 
doubt. Killed at Lodi, poor fellow. 

THE lady’s voice [the two final notes now 
making a peremptory descending interval] 
Giuseppe! 

NAPOLEON [risvig to listen] Thats not the 
voice of a woman whose husband was killed 
yesterday. 

GIUSEPPE. Husbands are not always re- 
gretted, excellency. [Calling] Coming, lady, 
coming. [He makes for the inner door]. 

NAPOLEON [arresting him with a strong hand 
on his shoulder] Stop. Let her come. 

VOICE. Giuseppe!! [impatiently]. 

GIUSEPPE. Let me go, excellency. It is my 
point of honor as an innkeeper to come when 
I am called. I appeal to you as a soldier. 

A man’s voice [outside^ at the inn door, shout- 
ing] Here, someone. Hollo! Landlord! Where 
are you? [Somebody raps vigorously rvith a whip 
handle on a bench in the passage]. 

NAPOLEON [suddenly becoming the commanding 
officer again and throiving Giuseppe off] My 
man at last. [Pointing to the inner door] Go. 
Attend to your business: the lady is calling 
you. [lie goes to the fireplace and stands nith his 
hack to it with a determined military air]. 

GIUSEPPE [ivith bated breath, snatchvig up his 
tray] Certainly, excellency. [He hurries out by 
the inner door], 

THE man’s voice [impatiently] Are you all 
asleep here? 

The other door is kicked rudely open. A dusty 
sub-lieutenant bursts into the room. He is a tall 
chuckle-headed young man of 24, with the com- 
plexion and style of a man of rank, and a self- 
assurance on that ground which the French Re- 
volution has failed to shake in the smallest degree. 
He has a thick silly lip, an eager credulous eye, 
an obstinate nose, and a loud confident voice. A 
young man without fear, tvithout reverence, with- 
out imaginatioji, without sense, hopelessly in- 
susceptible to the Napoleonic or any other idea, 
stupendously egotistical, eminently qualified to 
rush in where angels fear to tread, yet of a vigor- 
ous babblmg vitality which bustles him into the 
thick of things. He is just now boiling with vexa- 
tion, attributable by a superficial observer to his 


impatience at not being promptly attended to by 
the staff of the inn, but in which a more discerning 
eye can perceive a certain moral depth, indicating 
a more permanent and momentous grievance. On 
seeing Napoleon, he is sufficiently taken aback to 
check himself and salute; but he does not betray 
by his manner any of that prophetic conscious- 
?iess of Marengo and Austcrlitz, Waterloo and 
St Helena, or the Napoleonic pictures of Dela- 
roche and Meissonier, which later ages expect 
from him. 

NAPOLEON [watch in hand] Well, sir, you 
have come at last. Your instructions were 
that I should arrive here at six, and find you 
waiting for me with my mail from Paris and 
with despatches. It is now twenty minutes 
to eight. You were sent on this service as a 
hard rider with the fastest horse in the camp. 
You arrive a hundred minutes late, on foot. 
Where is your horse? 

THE LIEUTENANT [moodUy pulUng off his 
gloves and dashmg them with his cap and whip 
on the table] Ah! where indeed? Thats just 
what I should like to know, General. [With 
emotion] You dont know how fond I was of 
that horse. 

NAPOLEON [angrily sarcastic] Indeed! [With 
sudden misgiving] Where are the letters and 
despatches? 

THE LIEUTENANT [importantly, rather pleased 
than otherwise at having some remarkable news] 
I dont know. 

NAPOLEON [unable to believe his ears] You 
dont know! 

LIEUTENANT. No more than you do, General. 
Now I suppose I shall be court-martialled. 
Well, I dont mind being court-martialled; 
but [with solemn determination] I tell you. 
General, if ever I catch that innocent looking 
youth. I’ll spoil his beauty, the slimy little 
liar! I’ll make a picture of him. I’ll — 

NAPOLEON [advancing from the hearth to the 
table] What innocent looking youth? Pull 
yourself together, sir, will you; and give an 
account of yourself. 

LIEUTENANT [facing him at the opposite side 
of the table, leaning on it with his fists] Oh, I’m 
all right, General; I’m perfectly ready to 
give an account of myself. I shall make the 
court-martial thoroughly understand that 
the fault was not mine. Advantage has been 
taken of the better side of my nature; and 
I’m not ashamed of it. But with all respect to 
you as my commanding officer, General, I 
say again that if ever I set eyes on that son 
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of Satan, I’ll — 

NAPOLEON [angrily] So you said before. 

LIEUTENANT [drawing himself upright] I say 
it again. Just wait until I catch him. Just 
wait: thats all. [Ue folds his arms resolutely, 
and breathes hard, with compressed lips]. 

NAPOLEON. lam waiting, sir. For your ex- 
planation. 

LIEUTENANT [coiifidently] Youll change your 
tone, General, when you hear what has hap- 
pened to me. 

NAPOLEON. Nothing has happened to you, 
sir: you are alive and not disabled. Where 
are the papers entrusted to you? 

LIEUTENANT. Nothing happened to me! 
Nothing!! He swore eternal brotherhood 
with me. Was that nothing? He said my eyes 
reminded him of his sister’s eyes. Was that 
nothing? He cried — actually cried — over the 
story of my separation from Angelica. Was 
that nothing? He paid for both bottles of 
wine, though he only ate bread and grapes 
himself. Perhaps you call that nothing. He 
gave me his pistols and his horse and his 
despatches — most important despatches — 
and let me go away with them. [Triumphantly, 
seeing that he has reduced Napoleon to blank 
stupefaction] Was that nothing? 

NAPOLEON [enfeebled by astonishment] What 
did he do that for? 

LIEUTENANT if the reason were obvious] 
To shew his confidence in me, of course. 
[Napoleon s jaw does not exactly drop; but its 
hinges become nerveless]. And I was worthy of 
his confidence: I brought them all back 
honorably. But would you believe it? when 
I trusted him with m y pistols, and my horse, 
and my despatches — 

NAPOLEON. What the devil did you do that 
for? 

LIEUTENANT. I’m telling you: to shew my 
confidence in him. And he betrayed it! abused 
it! never came back again! The thief! the 
swindler! the heartless treacherous little 
blackguard! You call that nothing, I suppose. 
But look here, General: [again resorting to the 
table with his fists for greater emphasis] you 
may put up with this outrage from the 
Austrians if you like; but speaking for my- 
self personally, I tell you that if ever I 
catch — 

NAPOLEON [turning on his heel in disgust and 
irritably resuming his march to and fro] Yes: 
you have said that more than once already. 

LIEUTENANT [excitedly] More than once! I’ll 


say it fifty times; and whats more, I’ll do it. 
Youll see. General. I’ll shew my confidence 
in him, so I will, ril— 

NAPOLEON. Yes, yes, sir: no doubt you will. 
What kind of man was he? 

LIEUTENANT. Well, I should think you 
ought to be able to tell from his conduct the 
kind of man he was. 

NAPOLEON. Psha! What was he like? 

LIEUTENANT. Like! He was like — well, you 
ought to have just seen the fellow: that will 
give you a notion of what he was like. He 
wont be like it five minutes after I catch 
him; for I tell you that if ever — 

NAPOLEON [shouting furiously for the bin- 
keeper] Giuseppe! [ To the Lieutenant, out of all 
patience] Hold your tongue, sir, if you can. 

LIEUTENANT [plaintively] I warn you it’s no 
use trying to put the blame on me. How was 
I to know the sort of fellow he was? [lie takes 
a chair from between the sideboard and the outer 
door; places it near the table; and sits down]. If 
you only knew how hungry and tired I am, 
youd have more consideration. 

GIUSEPPE [returning] What is it, excellency? 

NAPOLEON [struggling with his temper] Take 
this — this officer. Feed him; and put him to 
bed, if necessary. When he is in his right 
mind again, find out what has happened to 
him and bring me word. [To the Lieutenant] 
Consider yourself under arrest, sir. 

LIEUTENANT [with sulky stiff7iess] I was pre- 
pared for that. It takes a gentleman to 
understand a gentleman. [He throtrs his 
sword on the table], 

GIUSEPPE [with sympathetic conceryi] Have 
you been attacked by the Austrians, lieu- 
tenant? Dear! dear! dear! 

LIEUTENANT [contemptuously] Attacked! I 
could have broken his back between my 
finger and thumb. I wish I had, now. No: it 
was by appealing to the better side of my 
nature: thats what I cant get over. He said 
he’d never met a man he liked so much as 
me. He put his handkerchief round my neck 
because a gnat bit me, and my stock was 
chafing it. Look! [fie pulls a handkerchief 
from his stock, Giuseppe takes it and examines 
''it]. 

GIUSEPPE [fo Napoleon] A lady’s handker- 
chief, excellency. [He smells it]. Perfumed. 

NAPOLEON. Eh? [He takes it and looks at it 
attentively], Hm! [He smells it], Ha! [He walks 
thoughtfully across the room, looking at the 
handkerchief, which he finally sticks in the breast 
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of his coai\, \ 

LIEUTENANT. Good cnough foF him, any- 
how. I noticed that he had a woman’s hands 
when he touched my neck, with his coaxing 
fawning ways, the mean effeminate little 
hound. [Lowering his voice with thrilling inten- 
sity] But mark my words, General. If ever — 

THE lady’s voice [outside, as before] 
Giuseppe! 

LIEUTENANT [petrified] What was that? 

GIUSEPPE. Only a lady upstairs, lieutenant, 
calling me. 

LIEUTENANT. Lady! 

voice. Giuseppe, Giuseppe: where are 
you? 

LIEUTENANT [7nurderously] Give me that 
sword. [lie snatches up the sword and draws it]. 

GIUSEPPE [rushing forward and seizing his 
right arm] What arc you thinking of, lieu- 
tenant? It’s a lady: dont you hear? It’s a 
woman’s voice. 

LIEUTENANT. It’s his voicc, I tcll you. Let 
me go. [lie breaks away, and rushes to the edge 
of the veranda, where he posts himself, sword in 
hand, watching the door like a cat watching a 
mousehole]. 

It opens; and the Strange Lady steps in. She 
is tall and extraordinarily graceful, with a 
delicately intelligent, apprehensive, questioning 
face: perception in the hroiv, sensitiveness in the 
nostrils, character in the chin: all keen, refned, 
and original. She is very feminine, but by no 
means weak: the lithe tender figure is hung on a 
strong frame: the hands and feet, neck aiid 
shoulders, are useful vigorous members, of full 
size in proportion to her stature, which percep- 
tibly exceeds that of Napoleon and the innkeeper, 
and leaves her at no disadvantage with the lieu- 
tenant. Only, her elegance and radiant charm 
keep the secret of her size and strength. She is 
not, judging by her dress, an admirer of the 
latest fashions of the Directory; or perhaps she 
uses up her old dresses for travelling. At all 
events she wears no jacket with extravagant 
lappels, no Greco-Tallien sham chiton, nothing, 
indeed, that the Princesse de Lamballe might 
not have worn. Her dress of flowered silk is long 
waisted, with a Watteau pleat behind, but with 
the paniers reduced to mere rudiments, as she is 
too tall for them. It is cut low in the neck, where 
it is eked out by a creamy fichu. She is fair, with 
golden brown hair and grey eyes* 

She enters with the self-possession of a woman 
accustomed to the privileges of rank and beauty. 
T he innkeeper, who has excellent natural manners 


is highly appreciative of her, Napoleon is smitten 
self-conscious. His color deepens: he becomes 
stiffer and less at ease than before. She is 
advancing in an infinitely well bred manner to 
pay her respects to him when the lieutena?it 
pounces on her and seizes her right wrist. As 
she recognizes him, she becomes deadly pale. 
There is no mistaking her expression: a revela- 
tion of some fatal error, utterly unexpected, has 
suddenly appalled her in the midst of tranquillity, 
security, and victory. The next moment a wave 
of angry color rushes up from beneath the 
creamy fichu and drowns her whole face. One 
can see that she is blushing dll over her body. 
Even the lieutenant, ordinarily incapable of 
observation, can see a thing when it is painted 
red for him. Interpreting the blush as the involun- 
tary confession of black deceit confronted with 
its victim, he addresses her in a loud crow of 
retributive triumph. 

LIEUTENANT. So I VC got you, my lad. So 
youve disguised yourself, have you? [In a 
voice of thunder, releasing her rvrist] Tjike off 
that skirt. 

GIUSEPPE [remonstrating Oh, lieutenant! 

LADY [affrighted, but highly indignant at his 
having dared to touch her] Gentlemen: I appeal 
to you. [To Napoleon] You, sir, are an officer: 
a general. You will protect me, will you not? 

LIEUTENANT. Ncvcr you mind him. General. 
Leave me to deal with him. 

NAPOLEON. With him! With whom, sir? 
Why do you treat this lady in such a fashion? 

LIEUTENANT. Lady! He’s a man! the man I 
shewed my confidence in. [Raising his sword] 
Here, you — 

LADY [running behind Napoleon and in her 
agitation clasping to her breast the arm which 
he extends before her as a fortification] Oh, 
thank you, General. Keep him away. 

NAPOLEON. Nonsense, sir. This is certainly 
a lady [she suddenly drops his arm and blushes 
again]', and you are under arrest. Put down 
your sword, sir, instantly. 

LIEUTENANT. General: I tell you he’s an 
Austrian spy. He passed himself off on me 
as one of General Massena’s staff this after- 
noon; and now he’s passing himself off on 
you as a woman. Am I to believe my own 
eyes or not? 

LADY. General: it must be my brother. He 
is on General Massena’s staff. He is very like 
me. 

LIEUTENANT [his mind giving way] Do you 
mean to say that youre not your brother, 



THE MAN OF DESTINY 


159 


but your sister? the sister who was so like 
me? who had my beautiful blue eyes? It*s a 
lie: your eyes are not like mine: they re 
exactly like your own. 

NAPOLEON [with contained exasperation^ Lieu- 
tenant: will you obey my orders and leave 
the room, since you are convinced at last 
that this is no gentleman? 

LIEUTENANT. Gentleman! I should think 
not. No gentleman would have abused my 
confi — 

NAPOLEON \out of all patience^ That will do, 
sir: do you hear? Will you leave the room? I 
order you to leave the room. 

LADY. Oh pray let me go instead. 

NAPOLEON [drily'\ Excuse me, madam. With 
all possible respect for your brother, I do not 
yet understand what an officer on General 
Massena*s staff wants with my letters. I have 
some questions to put to you. 

GIUSEPPE [discreetly^ Come, lieutenant. [He 
opens the door\ 

LIEUTENANT. I’m off. General: take warn- 
ing by me: be on your guard against the 
better side of your nature. [7b the lady^ 
Madam: my apologies. I thought you were 
the same person, only of the opposite sex; 
and that naturally misled me. 

LADY [recovering her good huinor] It was not 
your faulty, was it? I’m so glad youre not 
angry with me any longer, lieutenant. 
offers her hand]. 

LIEUTENANT [bendhig gallantly to kiss it] Oh, 
madam, not the lea — [Checkmg himself and 
looking at it] You have your brother’s hand. 
And the same sort of ring! 

LADY [sweetly] We are twins. 

LIEUTENANT. That accounts for it. [He 
kisses her hand]. A thousand pardons. I didnt 
mind about the despatches at all: thats more 
the General’s affair than mine: it was the 
abuse of my confidence through the better 
side of my nature. [Taking his cap, gloves and 
whip from the table and govig] Youll excuse 
my leaving you, General, I hope. Very sorry. 
I’m sure, [lie talks himself out of the room. 
Giuseppe follows him and shuts the door]. 

NAPOLEON [looking after them with concen- 
trated irritation] Idiot! 

The Strange Lady smiles sympathetically. He 
comes frowning down the room between the table 
and the fireplace^ all his awkwardness gone now 
that he is alone with her. 

LADY. How can I thank you, General, for 
your protection? 


NAPOLEON [turning on her suddenly] My 
despatches: come! [He puts out his hand for 
them]. 

LADY. General! involuntarily puts her 
hands on her fichu as if to protect something 
there]. 

NAPOLEON. You tricked that blockhead out 
of them. You disguised yourself as a man. 
I want my despatches. They are there in the 
bosom of your dress, under your hands. 

LADY [quickly removing her hands] Oh, how 
unkindly you are speaking to me! [She takes 
her handkerchief from her fichu] You frighten 
me. [iSAe touches her eyes as if to wipe away a 
tear]. 

NAPOLEON. I see you dont know me, madam, 
or you would save yourself the trouble of 
pretending to cry. 

LADY [producing an effect of smiling through 
her tears] Yes, I do know you. You are the 
famous General Buonaparte. [5/ie gives the 
name a marked Italian pronunciation: Bwaw- 
na-parr~te\. 

NAPOLEON [angrily, with the French pronuncia- 
tion] Bonaparte, Madam, Bonaparte. The 
papers, if you please. 

LADY. But I assure you — [He snatches the 
handkerchief rudely]. General! [indignantly]. 

NAPOLEON [taking the other handkerchief from 
his breast] You lent one of your handker- 
chiefs to my lieutenant when you robbed 
him. [He looks at the two handkerchiefs]. They 
match one another. [He smells them]. The 
same scent. [Hefimgs them down on the table]. 
I am waiting for my despatches. I shall take 
them, if necessary, with as little ceremony 
as I took the handkerchief. 

LADY [eb dignified reproof] General: do you 
threaten women? 

NAPOLEON [bluntly] Yes. 

LADY [disconcerted, trying to gain time] But 
I dont understand. I — 

NAPOLEON. You Understand perfectly. You 
came here because your Austrian employers 
calculated that I was six leagues away. I am 
always to be found where my enemies dont 
expect me. You have walked into the lion’s 
den. Come! you are a brave woman. Be a 
sensible one: I have no time to waste. The 
papers. [He advances a step ominously]. 

LADY [breaking down in the childish rage of 
impotence, and throwing herself in tears on the 
chair left beside the table by the lieutenant] I 
brave! How little you know! I have spent the 
day in an agony of fear, I have a pain here 
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from the tightening of my heart at every 
suspicious look, every threatening movement. 
Do you think everyone is as brave as you? 
Oh, why will not you brave people do the 
brave things? Why do you leave them to us, 
who have no courage at all? I’m not brave: 
I shrink from violence: danger makes me 
miserable. 

NAPOLEON [interested] Then why have you 
thrust yourself into danger? 

LADY. Because there is no other way: I can 
trust nobody else. And now it is all useless: all 
because of you, who have no fear because 
you have no heart, no feeling, no — [5'^e 
breaks off, and throws herself on her kiiees]. 
Ah, General, let me go: let me go without 
asking any questions. You shall have your 
despatches and letters: I swear it. 

NAPOLEON [holdmg out his ha7id] Yes: I am 
w'aiting for them. 

She gasps, daiuited by his ruthless prompti- 
tude into despair of moving him by cajolery. 
She looks up perplexedly at him, racking her 
brains for some device to outwit hvn. lie meets 
her regard infexibly. 

LADY [rising at last with a quiet little sigh] 
I will get them for you. They are in my 
room. [She turns to the door]. 

NAPOLEON. 1 shall accompany you, madam. 

LADY [dra7ving herself up with a noble air 
of ofhided delicacy] I cannot permit you. 
General, to enter my chamber. 

NAPOLEON. Then you shall stay here, 
madam, whilst I have your chamber searched 
for my papers. 

LADY [spitefully, openly giving up her plan] 
You may save yourself the trouble. They are 
not there. 

NAPOLEON. No: I have already told you 
where they are [pointmg to her breast]. 

LADY [ivith pretty piteousness] General: I 
only want to keep one little private letter. 
Only one. Let me have it. 

NAPOLEON [cold and ster7i] Is that a reason- 
able demand, madam? 

LADY [e7icouraged by his not refusing point- 
blank] No; but that is why you must grant 
it. Are your own demands reasonable? 
thousands of lives for the sake of your 
victories, your ambitions, your destiny! And 
what I ask is such a little thing. And I am 
only a weak woman, and you a brave man. 
[S'Ae looks at him with her eyes full of tender 
pleadhig, and is about to kneel to him again]. 

NAPOLEON [brusquely] Get up, get up. [lie 


turns moodily away and takes a turn across the 
roo77i, pausing for a mo77ient to say, over his 
shoulder] Youre talking nonsense; and you 
know it. [S'Ae sits do7vn sub7nissively 07i the 
couch. When he turns and sees her despair, he 
feels that his victory is C07nplete, a7id that he 77iay 
now indulge in a little play with his victi7n. He 
comes back and sits beside her. She looks alar7ned 
and moves a little away fro7n hvn; but a ray of 
rallying hope bea7ns fro7n her eye. lie begins 
like a man enjoying S 07 ne secret joke]. How do 
you know I am a brave man? 

LADY [a7nazed] You! General Buonaparte 
[Italian pronunciation]. 

NAPOLEON. Yes, I, General Bonaparte 
[e77iphasi2ing the French pronunciatio7i]. 

LADY. Oh, how can you ask such a question? 
you! who stood only two days ago at the 
bridge at Lodi, with the air full of death, 
lighting a duel with cannons across the river! 
[Shuddering]. Oh, you do brave things. 

NAPOLEON. So do you. 

LADY. I! [With a sudden odd thought] Oh! 
Are you a coward? 

NAPOLEON [laughing grimly and slapping his 
knees^ That is the one question you must 
never ask a soldier. The sergeant asks after 
the recruit’s height, his age, his wind, his 
limb, but never after his courage. 

LADY [a^ if she had fou7id it no laughing 
matter] Ah, you can laugh at fear. Then you 
dont know what fear is. 

NAPOLEON. Tell me this. Suppose you could 
have got that letter by coming to me over 
the bridge at Lodi the day before yesterday! 
Suppose there had been no other way, and 
that this was a sure way — if only you escaped 
the cannon! [She shudders a7id covers her eyes 
for a moment with her ha7ids]. Would you have 
been afraid? 

LADY. Oh, horribly afraid, agonizingly 
afraid. [She presses her ha7ids on her heart]. 
It hurts only to imagine it. 

NAPOLEON [inflexibly] Would you have come 
for the despatches? 

LADY [overcome by the vnagined horror] Dont 
ask me. I must have come. 

NAPOLEON. Why? 

LADY. Because I must. Because there would 
have been no other way. 

NAPOLEON [with conviction] Because you 
would have wanted my letter enough to 
bear your fear. [He rises suddenly, and deliber- 
ately poses for an oration]. There is only one 
universal passion: fear. Of all the thousand 
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qualities a man may have, the only one you 
will find as certainly in the youngest drum- 
mer boy in my army as in me, is fear. It is fear 
that makes men fight: it is indifference that 
makes them run away: fear is the main- 
spring of war. Fear! I know fear well, better 
than you, better than any woman. I once 
saw a regiment of good Swiss soldiers mas- 
sacred by a mob in Paris because I was 
afraid to interfere: I felt myself a coward to 
the tips of my toes as I looked on at it. Seven 
months ago I revenged my shame by pound- 
ing that mob to death with cannon balls. 
Well, what of that? Has fear ever held a 
man back from anything he really wanted — 
or a woman either? Never. Come with me; 
and I will shew you twenty thousand cowards 
who will risk death every day for the price 
of a glass of brandy. And do you think there 
are no women in the army, braver than the 
men, though their lives are w'orth more? 
Psha! I think nothing of your fear or your 
bravery. If you had had to come across to 
me at Lodi, you would not have been afraid: 
once on the bridge, every other feeling would 
have gone down before the necessity — the 
necessity — for making your way to my 
side and getting what you wanted. 

And now, suppose you had done all this! 
suppose you had come safely out with that 
letter in your hand, knowing that when the 
hour came, your fear had tightened, not your 
heart, but your grip of your own purpose! 
that it had ceased to be fear, and had become 
strength, penetration, vigilance, iron resolu- 
tion! how would you answer then if you were 
asked whether you were a coward? 

LADY [m/wg] Ah, you are a hero, a real 
hero. 

NAPOLEON. Pooh! thcrcs no such thing as a 
real hero. [lie strolls about the room, making 
light of her enthusiasm, hut bi/ no 7nea?is dis- 
pleased rvith himself for having evoked it]. 

LADY. Ah yes, there is. There is a difference 
between what you call my bravery and 
yours. You wanted to win the battle of Lodi 
for yourself and not for anyone else, didnt 
you? 

NAPOLEON. Of course. [Stiddenly recollecting 
himself] Stop: no. [He pulls himself piously 
together, and says, like a man conducting a 
religious service] I am only the servant of the 
French republic, following humbly in the 
footsteps of the heroes of classical antiquity. 
I win battles for humanity: for my country. 


not for myself. 

LADY [disappointed] Oh, then you are only a 
womanish hero after all. [iSAc sits down again, 
all her enthusiasm gone]. 

NAPOLEON [greatly astonished] Womanish! 

LADY [listlessly] Yes, like me. [With deep 
melancholy] Do you think that if I wanted 
those despatches only for myself, I dare 
venture into a battle for them? No: if that 
were all, I should not have the courage to ask 
to see you at your hotel, even. My courage 
is mere slavishness: it is of no use to me for 
my own purposes. It is only through love, 
through pity, through the instinct to save 
and protect someone else, that I can do the 
things that terrify me. 

NAPOLEON [contemptuously] Pshaw! [He turns 
slightly away from her]. 

LADY. Aha! now you see that Fm not really 
brave. [Relapsing into petulant listlessness] But 
what right have you to despise me if you only 
win your battles for others? for your country! 
through patriotism! That is what I call 
womanish: it is so like a Frenchman! 

NAPOLEON [furiously] I am no Frenchman. 

LADY [innocently] 1 thought you said you 
won the battle of Lodi for your country. 
General Bu — shall 1 pronounce it in Italian 
or French? 

NAPOLEON. You are presuming on my 
patience, madam. I was born a French sub- 
ject, but not in France. 

LADY [affecting a marked access of interest 
in him] You were not born a subject at all, 
I think. 

NAPOLEON [greatly pleased] Eh? Eh? You 
think not. 

LADY. I am sure of it. 

NAPOLEON. Well, well, perhaps not. [The 
self-cornplacency of his assent catches his own 
ear. He stops short, reddening. Then, composing 
himself into a solenvi attitude, modelled 07i the 
heroes of classical antiquity, he takes a high 
moral tone]. But we must not live for ourselves 
alone, little one. Never forget that we should 
always think of others, and work for others, 
and lead and govern them for their own good. 
Self-sacrifice is the foundation of all true 
nobility of character. 

LADY [again relaxing her attitude with a 
Ah, it is easy to see that you have never 
tried it, General. 

NAPOLEON [indignantly, forgetting all about 
Brutus and /Sc/pio] What do you mean by 
that speech, madam? 

G 
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LADY. Havnt you noticed that people al- 
ways exaggerate the value of the things they 
havnt got.^ The poor think they need nothing 
but riches to be quite happy and good. 
Everybody worships truth, purity, unselfish- 
ness, for the same reason: because they have 
no experience of them. Oh, if they only 
knew! 

NAPOLEON \nith angry decision^ If tliey only 
knew! Pray do you know? 

LADY. Yes. I had the misfortune to be born 
good. [Glancing up at him for a moment] And 
it is a misfortune, I can tell you. General. I 
really am truthful and unselfish and all the 
rest of it; and it’s nothing but cowardice; 
want of character; want of being really, 
strongly, positively oneself. 

NAPOLEON. Ha? [turning to her quickly with a 
flash of strong interest]. 

LADY [earnestly, 7vith rising enthusiasm] 
What is the secret of your power? Only that 
you believe in yourself. You can fight and 
conquer for yourself and for nobody else. 
You are not afraid of your own destiny. You 
teach us what we all might be if we had the 
will and courage; and that [suddenly sinking 
on her knees before him] is why we all begin to 
worship you. [5/ie kisses his hands]. 

NAPOLEON [embarrassed] Tut! tut! Pray rise, 
madam. 

LADY. Do not refuse my homage: it is your 
right. You will be Emperor of France — 

NAPOLEON [hurriedly] Take care. Treason! 

LADY [insisting] Yes, Emperor of France; 
then of Europe; perhaps of the world. I am 
only the first subject to swear allegiance. 
[Again kissing his hand] My Emperor! 

NAPOLEON [overcome, raising her] Pray! pray! 
No, no: this is folly. Come: be calm, be calm. 
[Petting her] There! there! my girl. 

LADY [struggling 7vith happy tears] Yes, I 
know it is an impertinence in me to tell you 
what you must know far better than I do. 
But you are not angry with me, are you? 

NAPOLEON. Angry! No, no: not a bit, not a 
bit. Come: you are a very clever and sensible 
and interesting woman. [He pats her on the 
cheek]. Shall we be friends? 

LADY [enraptured] Your friend! You will let 
me be your friend! Oh! offers him both 
her hands Tvith a radiant smile]. You see: I 
shew my confidence in you. 

This incautious echo of the lieutenant undoes 
her. Napoleon starts: his eyes flash: he utters a 
yell of rage. 


NAPOLEON. What!!! 

LADY. Whats the matter? 

NAPOLEON. Shew your confidence in me! Sc 
that I may shew my confidence in you in 
return by letting you give me the slip with 
the despatches, eh? Ah, Dalila, Dalila, you 
have been trying your tricks on me; and 
I have been as gross a gull as my jackass 
of a lieutenant. [Menacingly] Come: the de- 
spatches. Quick: I am not to be trifled with 
now. 

LADY [flying round the coucK] General — 

NAPOLEON. Quick, I tell you. [He passes 
S7viftly up the middle of the room and intercepts 
her as she makes for the vineyard]. 

LADY [at bay, confronting him and giving 7vay 
to her temper] You dare address me in that 
tone. 

NAPOLEON. Dare! 

LADY. Yes, dare. Who are you that you 
should presume to speak to me in that coarse 
way. Oh, the vile, vulgar Corsican adventurer 
comes out in you very easily. 

NAPOLEON \beside himself ] You she devil! 
[Savagely] Once more, and only once, will 
you give me those papers or shall I tear them 
from you? — by force! 

LADY. Tear them from me: by force! 

As he glares at her like a tiger about to spring, 
she crosses her arms on her breast in the attitude 
of a martyr. The gesture and pose instantly 
awaken his theatrical instinct: he forgets his 
rage in the desire to shew her that in acting, too, 
she has met her match. He keeps her a momeni 
in suspense; then suddenly clears up his counte- 
nance; puts his hands behind him ivith provok- 
ing coolness; looks at her up and down a coupk 
of times; takes a pinch of snuff; wipes his 
fingers carefully and puts up his handkerchief, 
her heroic pose becoming more and more ridicu- 
lous all the time. 

NAPOLEON [at last] Well? 

LADY [disconcerted, but with her arms still 
crossed devotedly] Well: what are you going 
to do? 

NAPOLEON. Spoil your attitude. 

LADY. You brute! [Abandoning the attitude 
she comes to the end of the couch, 7vhere she turns 
with her back to it, leaning against it and facing 
him with her hands behind her]. 

NAPOLEON. Ah, thats better. Now listen tc 
me. I like you. Whats more, I value youi 
respect. 

LADY. You value what you have not got 
then. 
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NAPOLEON. I shall have it presently. Now 
attend to me. Suppose I were to allow myself 
to be abashed by the respect due to your 
sex, your beauty, your heroism and all the 
rest of it! Suppose I, with nothing but such 
sentimental stuff to stand between these 
muscles of mine and those papers which you 
have about you, and which I want and mean 
to have! suppose I, with the prize within my 
grasp, were to falter and sneak away with 
my hands empty; or, what would be worse, 
cover up my weakness by playing the mag- 
nanimous hero, and sparing you the violence 
r dared not use! would you not despise me 
from the depths of your woman’s soul? Would 
any woman be such a fool? Well, Bonaparte 
can rise to the situation and act like a woman 
when it is necessary. Do you understand? 

The lady, without speaking, stands upright, 
and takes a packet of papers from her bosom. 
For a moment she has an intense impulse to dash 
them in his face. But her good breeding cuts her 
off from any vulgar method of relief She hands 
them to him politely, only averting her head. The 
moment he takes them, she hurries across to the 
other side of the room; sits down; and covers her 
face with her hands. 

NAPOLEON [gloating over the papers'] Aha! 
Thats right. Thats right. [Before he opens 
them, he looks at her and says] Excuse me. [He 
sees that she is hiding her face]. Very angry 
with me, eh? [lie unties the packet, the seal of 
which is already broken, and puts it on the table 
to examine its contents]. 

LADY [quietly, taking down her hands and 
shewing that she is not crying, but only thinking] 
No. You were right. But I am sorry for you. 

NAPOLEON [pausing in the act of taking the 
uppermost paper from the packet] Sorry for me! 
Why? 

LADY. I am going to see you lose your 
honor. 

NAPOLEON. Hm! Nothing worse than that? 
[He takes up the paper]. 

LADY. And your happiness. 

NAPOLEON. Happiness! Happiness is the 
most tedious thing in the world to me. 
Should I be what I am if I cared for happi- 
ness? Anything else? 

LADY. Nothing. 

NAPOLEON. Good. 

LADY. Except that you will cut a very 
foolish figure in the eyes of France. 

NAPOLEON [quickly] What? [The hand unfold- 
ing the paper involuntarily stops. The lady looks 


at him enigmatically, in tranquil silence. He 
throws the letter down and breaks out into a 
torrent of scolding]. What do you mean? Eh? 
Are you at your tricks again? Do you thiok 
I dont know what these papers contain? 
I’ll tell you. First, my information as to 
Beaulieu’s retreat. There are only two things 
he can do — leather-brained idiot that he is! 
— shut himself up in Mantua or violate the 
neutrality of Venice by taking Peschiera. 
You are one of old Leatherbrain’s spies: he 
has discovered that he has been betrayed, 
and has sent you to intercept the informa- 
tion at all hazards. As if that could save him 
from me, the old fool! The other papers are 
only my private letters from Paris, of which 
you know nothing. 

LADY [prompt and businesslike] General: let 
us make a fair division. Take the information 
your spies have sent you about the Austrian 
army; and give me the Paris correspondence. 
That will content me. 

NAPOLEON breath taken away by the cool- 
7iess of the proposal] A fair di — [he gasps]. It 
seems to me, madam, that you have come to 
regard my letters as your own property, of 
which I am trying to rob you. 

LADY [earnestly] No: on my honor I ask for 
no letter of yours: not a word that has been 
written by you or to you. That packet con- 
tains a stolen letter: a letter written by a 
woman to a man: a man not her husband: a 
letter that means disgrace, infamy — 

NAPOLEON. A love letter? 

LADY [bitter-sweetly] What else but a love 
letter could stir up so much hate? 

NAPOLEON. Why is it sent to me? To put 
the husband in my power, eh? 

LADY. No, no: it can be of no use to you: 
I swear that it will cost you nothing to give 
it to me. It has been sent to you out of sheer 
malice: solely to injure the woman who wrote 
it. 

NAPOLEON. Then why not send it to her 
husband instead of to me? 

LADY [completely taken aback] Oh! [Smking 
back into the chair] I — I dont know. [»SAe breaks 
down]. 

NAPOLEON. Aha! I thought so: a little 
romance to get the papers back. Per Bacco, 
I cant help admiring you. I wish I could lie 
like that. It would save me a great deal of 
trouble. 

LADY [wringing her hands] Oh, how / wish 
I really had told you some lie! You would 
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have believed me then. The truth is the one 
thing nobody will believe. 

NAPOLEON [with coarse familiarity^ treating 
her as if she were a vivandiere] Capital! Capital! 
[He puts his hands behind him on the iahle^ and 
lifts himself on to it, sitting with his arms 
akimbo and his legs wide apart] Come: I am a 
true Corsican in my love for stories. But I 
could tell them better than you if I set my 
mind to it. Next time you are asked why a 
letter compromising a wife should not be 
sent to her husband, answer simply that the 
husband wouldnt read it. Do you suppose, 
you goose, that a man wants to be compelled 
by public opinion to make a scene, to fight 
a duel, to break up his household, to injure 
his career by a scandal, when he can avoid 
it all by taking care not to know? 

LADY [revolted] Suppose that packet con- 
tained a letter about your own wife? 

NAPOLEON [offended, coming off the table] You 
are impertinent, madam. 

LADY [humbly] I beg your pardon. Csesar s 
wife is above suspicion. 

NAPOLEON [with a deliberate assumption of 
superiority] You have committed an indiscre- 
tion. I pardon you. In future, do not permit 
yourself to introduce real persons in your 
romances. 

LADY [politely ignoring a speech which is to 
her only a breach of good man?iers] General: 
there really is a woman’s letter there. [Point- 
ing to the packet] Give it to me. 

NAPOLEON [with brute conciseness] Why? 

LADY. She is an old friend: we were at 
school together. She has written to me im- 
ploring me to prevent the letter falling into 
your hands. 

NAPOLEON. Why has it been sent to me? 

LADY. Because it compromises the director 
Barras. 

NAPOLEON [frowning, evidently startled] Bar- 
ras! [Haughtily] Take care, madam. The 
director Barras is my attached personal 
friend. 

LADY [nodding placidly] Yes. You became 
friends through your wife. 

NAPOLEON. Again! Have I not forbidden 
you to speak of my wife? [She keeps looking 
curiously at him, taking no account of the rebuke. 
More and more irritated, he drops his haughty 
manner, of which he is himself somewhat im- 
patient, and says suspiciously, lowering his voice] 
Who is this woman with whom you sym- 
pathize so deeply? 


LADY. Oh, General! How could I tell you 
that? 

NAPOLEON [ill humoredly, beginning to walk 
about again in angry perplexity] Ay, ay: stand 
by one another. You are all the same, you 
women. 

LADY [indignantly] We are not all the same, 
any more than you are. Do you think that 
if / loved another man, I should pretend to 
go on loving my husband, or be afraid to 
tell him or all the world? But this woman is 
not made that way. She governs men by 
cheating them; and they like it, and let her 
govern them. [SAe turns her back to him in 
disdain], 

NAPOLEON [not attending to her] Barras? 
Barras? [Very threateningly, his face darkening] 
Take care. Take care: do you hear? You may 
go too far. 

LADY [innocently turning her face to him] 
Whats the matter? 

NAPOLEON. What are you hinting at? Who 
is this woman? 

LADY [meeting his angry searching gaze with 
tranquil indifference as she sits looking up at 
him] A vain, silly, extravagant creature, with 
a very able and ambitious husband who 
knows her through and through: knows that 
she has lied to him about her age, her in- 
come, her social position, about everything 
that silly women lie about: knows that she is 
incapable of fidelity to any principle or any 
person; and yet cannot help loving her — 
cannot help his man’s instinct to make use 
of her for his own advancement with Barras. 

NAPOLEON [in astealthy coldly furious whisper] 
This is yOur revenge, you she cat, for having 
had to give me the letters. 

LADY. Nonsense! Or do you mean that you 
are that sort of man? 

NAPOLEON [exasperated, clasps his hands be- 
hind him, his fingers twitching, and says, as he 
walks irritably away from her to the fireplace] 
This woman will drive me out of my senses. 
[To her] Begone. 

LADY [seated immovably] Not without that 
letter. 

NAPOLEON. Begone, I tell you. [Walking from 
the fireplace to the vineyard arid back to the table] 
You shall have no letter. I dont like you. 
Youre a detestable woman, and as ugly as 
Satan. I dont choose to be pestered by strange 
w'omen. Be off. [He turns his back on her. In 
quiet amusement, she leans her cheek on her hand 
and laughs at him. He turns again, angrily mock- 
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%ng her\ Ha! ha! ha! What are you laughing 
at? 

LADY. At you, General. I have often seen 
persons of your sex getting into a pet and 
behaving like children; but I never saw a 
really great man do it before. 

NAPOLEON [brutally , Jiinging the words in her 
face] Psha! Flattery! Flattery! Coarse, im- 
pudent flattery! 

LADY [springing up 7vitk a bright flush in her 
cheeks] Oh, you arc too bad. Keep your let- 
ters. Read the story of your own dishonor 
in them; and much good may they do you. 
Goodbye. [She goes indignantly ioivards the 
inner door]. 

NAPOLEON. My own — ! Stop. Come back. 
Come back, I order you. [She proudly disre- 
gards his savagely peremptory tone and continues 
on her way to the door. lie rushes at her; seizes 
her by the arm; and drags her back]. Now, what 
do you mean? Explain. Explain, I tell you, 
or — [threatening her. She looks at him with un- 
flinching defiance], llrrr! you obstinate devil, 
you. [Throwing her arm away] Why cant you 
answer a civil question? 

LADY [deeply offended by his violence] Why 
do you ask me? You have the explanation. 

NAPOLEON. Where? 

LADY [pointing to the letters on the table] There. 
You have only to read it. 

He snatches the packet up; hesitates; looks at 
her suspiciously; and throws it dorvn again. 

NAPOLEON. You sccm to have forgotten 
your solicitude for the honor of your old 
friend. 

LADY. I do not think she runs any risk now. 
She does not quite understand her husband. 

NAPOLEON. I am to read the letter, then? 
[He stretches out his hand as if to take up the 
packet again, with his eye on her]. 

LADY. I do not see how you can very well 
avoid doing so now. [He instantly withdraws 
his hand]. Oh, dont be afraid. You will find 
many interesting things in it. 

NAPOLEON. For instance? 

LADY. F"or instance, a duel with Barras, a 
domestic scene, a broken household, a public 
scandal, a checked career, all sorts of things. 

NAPOLEON. Hm! [He looks at her; takes up the 
packet and looks at it, pursing his lips and balan- 
cing it in his hand; looks at her again; passes the 
packet into his left hand and puts it behind his 
back, raising his right to scratch the back of his 
head as he turns and goes up to the edge of the 
vineyard, where he stands for a moment looking 


out into the vines, deep in thought. The Lady 
jvatches him in silence, somewhat slightingly. 
Suddenly he turns and comes back again, full of 
force and decision]. I grant your request, 
madam. Your courage and resolution deserve 
to succeed. Take the letters for which you 
have fought so well; and remember hence- 
forth that you found the vile vulgar Corsican 
adventurer as generous to the vanquished 
after the battle as he was resolute in the face 
of the enemy before it. [He offers her the 
packet]. 

LADY [without taking it, looking hard at him] 
What are you at now, I wonder? [He dashes the 
packet furiously to the floor]. Aha! Ive spoilt 
that attitude, I think. makes hini apretty 
mocking curtsey]. 

NAPOLEON [snatching it up again] Will you 
take the letters and begone [advancing and 
thrusting them upon her]} 

LADY [escaping rotmd the table] No: I dont 
want your letters. 

NAPOLEON. Ten minutes ago, nothing else 
would satisfy you. 

LADY [keeping the table carefully between 
them] Ten minutes ago you had not insulted 
me beyond all bearing. 

NAPOLEON. I — [swallowing his spleen] I 
apologize. 

LADY [coolly] Thanks. [With forced politeness 
he ofl'ers her the packet across the table. She re- 
treats a step out of its reach and But dont 
you want to know whether the Austrians are 
at Mantua or Peschiera? 

NAPOLEON. I have already told you that I 
can conquer my enemies without the aid of 
spies, madam. 

LADY. And the letter? dont you want to 
read that? 

NAPOLEON. You have said that it is not 
addressed to me. I am not in the habit of 
reading other people’s letters. [He again 
offers the packet]. 

LADY. In that case there can be no objec- 
tion to your keeping it. All I wanted was to 
prevent your reading it. [Cheerfully] Good 
afternoon. General. [She turns coolly towards 
the inner door]. 

NAPOLEON [angrily flinging the packet on the 
couch] Heaven grant me patience! [He goes 
determinedly to the door, and places himself 
before it]. Have you any sense of personal 
danger? Or are you one of those women who 
like to be beaten black and blue? 

LADY. Thank you. General: I have no doubt 
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the sensatipn is very voluptuous; but I had 
rather not. I simply want to go home: thats 
all. I was wicked enough to steal your de- 
spatches; but you have got them back; and 
you have forgiven me, because [delicately 
reproducing his rhetorical cadence^ you are as 
generous to the vanquished after the battle 
as you are resolute in the face of the enemy 
before it. Wont you say goodbye to me? [*SAe 
offers her hand sweetly], 

NAPOLEON [repulsmg the advance with a ges- 
ture of concentrated rage^ and opening the door 
to call fiercely] Giuseppe! [Louder] Giuseppe! 
[He bangs the door to, and comes to the middle of 
the room. The lady goes a little way into the vine- 
yard to avoid hirri], 

GIUSEPPE [appearing at the door] Excellency? 

NAPOLEON. Where is that fool? 

GIUSEPPE. He has had a good dinner, ac- 
cording to your instructions, excellency, and 
is now doing me the honor to gamble with 
me to pass the time. 

NAPOLEON. Send him here. Bring him here. 
Come with him. [Giuseppe, ivith unruffled 
readiness, hurries off, Napoleon turns curtly to 
the lady, saying] I must trouble you to remain 
some moments longer, madam. [He comes to 
the couch]. 

She comes from the vineyard along the opposite 
side of the room to the sideboard, and posts her- 
self there, leaning against it, watching him. He 
takes the packet from the couch and deliberately 
buttons it carefully into his breast pocket, looking 
at her meanwhile with an expression which sug- 
gests that she will soon firid out the meaning 
of his proceedings, and will not like it. Nothing 
more is said until the Lieutenant arrives followed 
by Giuseppe, who stands modestly in attendance 
at the table. The Lieutenant, without cap, sword 
or gloves, and much improved in temper and 
spirits by his meal, chooses the lady's side of the 
room, and waits, much at his ease, for Napoleon 
to begin. 

NAPOLEON. Lieutenant. 

LIEUTENANT [encouragingly] General. 

NAPOLEON. I cannot persuade this lady to 
give me much information; but there can be 
no doubt that the man who tricked you out 
of your charge was, as she admitted to you, 
her brother. 

LIEUTENANT [tnumphantly] What did I tell 
you, General! What did I tell you! 

NAPOLEON. You must find that man. Your 
honor is at stake; and the fate of the cam- 
paign, the destiny of France, of Europe, of 


humanity, perhaps, may depend on the in- 
formation those despatches contain. 

LIEUTENANT. Yes, I suppose they really are 
rather serious [as if this had hardly occurred 
to him before], 

NAPOLEON [energetically] They are so serious, 
sir, that if you do not recover them, you will 
be degraded in the presence of your regi- 
ment. 

LIEUTENANT. Whew! The regiment wont 
like that, I can tell you. 

NAPOLEON. Personally I am sorry for you. I 
would willingly hush up the affair if it were 
possible. But I shall be called to account for 
not acting on the despatches. I shall have to 
prove to all the world that I never received 
them, no matter what the consequences may 
be to you. I am sorry; but you see that I 
cannot help myself. 

LIEUTENANT [goodnaturcdly] Oh, dont take 
it to heart. General: it’s really very good of 
you. Never mind what happens to me: I 
shall scrape through somehow; and we’ll beat 
the Austrians for you, despatches or no de- 
spatches. I hope you wont insist on my start- 
ing off on a wild goose chase after the fellow 
now. I havnt a notion where to look for him. 

GIUSEPPE [deferentially] You forget, Lieu- 
tenant: he has your horse. 

LIEUTENANT [starting] I forgot that. [JRe^o- 
lutely] I’ll go after him. General: I’ll find 
that horse if it’s alive anywhere in Italy. And 
I shant forget the despatches: never fear. 
Giuseppe: go and saddle one of those mangy 
old post-horses of yours while I get my cap 
and sword and things. Quick march. Off with 
you [bustling him], 

GIUSEPPE. Instantly, Lieutenant, instantly 
[He disappears in the vineyard, where the light 
is now reddening with the sunset], 

LIEUTENANT [looking obout him on his way to 
the inner door] By the way. General, did I give 
you my sword or did I not? Oh, I remember 
now. [Fretfully] It’s all that nonsense about 
putting a man under arrest: one never knows 
where to find — [he talks himself out of the 
room], 

LADY [still at the sideboard] What does all 
this mean. General? 

NAPOLEON. He will not find your brother. 

LADY. Of course not. Theres no such person. 

NAPOLEON. The despatches will be irre- 
coverably lost. 

LADY. Nonsense! They are inside your coat. 

NAPOLEON. You will find it hard, I think, to 



THE MAN OF DESTINY 


167 


prove that wild statement. \The lady starts* 
He addSf with clinching emphasis^ Those papers 
are lost. 

LADY [anxiously y advancing to the corner of the 
tahle'\ And that unfortunate young man’s 
career will be sacrificed? 

NAPOLEON. His career! The fellow is not 
worth the gunpowder it would cost to have 
him shot. [He turns contemptuously and goes to 
the hearth, where he stands with his hack to her'], 

LADY [wistfully] You are very hard. Men 
and women are nothing to you but things to 
be used, even if they are broken in the use. 

NAPOLEON [turning on her] Which of us has 
broken this fellow? I or you? Who tricked 
him out of the despatches? Did you think of 
his career then? 

LADY [conscience -stricken] Oh, I never 
thought of that. It was wicked of me; but I 
couldnt help it, could I? How else could I 
have got the papers? [Supplicating] General: 
you will save him from disgrace. 

NAPOLEON [laughing sourly] Save him your- 
self, since you are so clever: it was you who 
ruined him. [With savage intensity] I hate a 
bad soldier. 

He goes out determinedly through the vineyard. 
She follows him a few steps with an appealing 
gesture, hut is interrupted hy the return of the 
Lieutenant, gloved and capped, with his sword 
on, ready for the road. He is crossing to the outer 
door when she intercepts him. 

LADY. Lieutenant. 

LIEUTENANT [importantly] You musnt delay 
me, you know. Duty, madam, duty. 

LADY [imploringly] Oh, sir, what are you 
going to do to my poor brother? 

LIEUTENANT. Are you very fond of him? 

LADY. I should die if anything happened 
to him. You must spare him. [The Lieutenant 
shakes his head gloomily]. Yes, yes: you must: 
you shall: he is not fit to die. Listen to me. 
If I tell you where to find him — if I under- 
take to place him in your hands a prisoner, 
to be delivered up by you to General Bona- 
parte — will you promise me on your honor 
as an officer and a gentleman not to fight 
with him or treat him unkindly in any way? 

LIEUTENANT. But suppose he attacks me. 
He has my pistols. 

LADY. He is too great a coward. 

LIEUTENANT. I dont feel so sure about that. 
He’s capable of anything. 

LADY. If he attacks you, or resists you in 
any way, I release you from your promise. 


LIEUTENANT. My promise! I didnt mean to 
promise. Look here: youre as bad as he is: 
youve taken an advantage of me through the 
better side of my nature. What about my 
horse? 

LADY. It is part of the bargain that you are 
to have your horse and pistols back. 

LIEUTENANT. Honor bright? 

LADY. Honor bright. [iS^e off'ers her hand]. 

LIEUTENANT [taking it and holding it] All right : 
I’ll be as gentle as a lamb with him. His 
sister’s a very pretty woman. [He attempts to 
kiss her]. 

LADY [slipping away from him] Oh, Lieu- 
tenant! You forget: your career is at stake — 
the destiny of Europe — of humanity. 

LIEUTENANT. Oh, bother the destiny of 
humanity! [Making for her] Only a kiss. 

LADY [retreating round the table] Not until 
you have regained your honor as an officer. 
Remember: you have not captured my 
brother yet. 

LIEUTENANT [seductively] Y oull tell me where 
he is, wont you? 

LADY. I have only to send him a certain 
signal; and he will be here in quarter of an 
hour. 

LIEUTENANT. Hc’s not far off, then. 

LADY. No: quite close. Wait here for him: 
when he gets my message he will come here 
at once and surrender himself to you. You 
understand? 

LIEUTENANT [intellectually overtaxed] Well, 
it’s a little complicated; but I daresay it will 
be all right. 

LADY. And now, whilst youre waiting, dont 
you think you had better make terms with 
the General? 

LIEUTENANT. Oh, look here*, this is getting 
frightfully complicated. What terms? 

LADY. Make him promise that if you catch 
my brother he will consider that you have 
cleared your character as a soldier. He will 
promise anything you ask on that condition. 

LIEUTENANT. Thats not a bad idea. Thank 
you: I think I’ll try it. 

LADY. Do. And mind, above all things, 
dont let him see how clever you are. 

LIEUTENANT. I understand. He’d be jealous. 

LADY. Dont tell him anything except that 
you are resolved to capture my brother or 
perish in the attempt. He wont believe you. 
Then you will produce my brother — 

LIEUTENANT [interrupting as he masters the 
plot] And have the laugh at him! I say: what 
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a jolly clever woman you are! [Shouting 
Giuseppe! 

LADY. Sh! Not a word to Giuseppe about 
me. \^Ske puts her finger on her lips. He does the 
same. They look at one another rvarningly. Then, 
with a ravishing smile, she changes the gesture 
into wafting him a kiss, and runs out through the 
inner door. Electrified, he bursts into a volley of 
chuckles\ 

Giuseppe comes hack by the outer door. 

GIUSEPPE. The horse is ready, Lieutenant. 

LIEUTENANT. Tm not going just yet. Go 
and find the General and tell him I want to 
speak to him. 

GIUSEPPE [shaking his head?[ That will never 
do, Lieutenant. 

LIEUTENANT. Why not? 

GIUSEPPE. In this wicked world a general 
may send for a lieutenant; but a lieutenant 
must not send for a general. 

LIEUTENANT. Oh, you think he wouldnt like 
it. Well, perhaps youre right: one has to be 
awfully particular about' that sort of thing 
now we’re a republic. 

Napoleon reappears, advancing from the vine- 
yard, buttoning the breast of his coat, pale and 
full of gnawing thoughts. 

GIUSEPPE [unconscious of Napoleon s ap- 
proach] Quite true, Lieutenant, quite true. 
You are all like innkeepers now in France: 
you have to be polite to everybody. 

NAPOLEON [putting his hand on Giuseppe*s 
shoulder] And that destroys the whole value 
of politeness, eh? 

LIEUTENANT. The Very man I wanted! See 
here, General: suppose I catch that fellow 
for you! 

NAPOLEON [with ironical gravity] You will 
not catch him, my friend. 

LIEUTENANT. Aha! you think .so; but youll 
see. Just wait. Only, if I do catch him and 
hand him over to you, will you cry quits? 
Will you drop all this about degrading me 
in the presence of my regiment? Not that I 
mind, you know; but still no regiment likes 
to have all the other regiments laughing at it. 

NAPOLEON [a cold ray of humor striking 
pallidly across his glooin] What shall we do with 
this officer, Giuseppe? Everything he says is 
wrong. 

GIUSEPPE [promptly] Make him a general, 
excellency; and then everything he says will 
be right. 

LIEUTENANT [cTowing] Haw-aw! [He throws 
himself ecstatically on the couch to enjoy the joke]. 


NAPOLEON [laughing and pinching Giuseppe's 
ear] You are thrown away in this inn, Giu- 
seppe. [He sits down and places Giuseppe before 
him like a schoolmaster with a pupil]. Shall 1 take 
you away with me and make a man of you? 

GIUSEPPE [shaking his head rapidly and re- 
peatedly] No no no no no no no. All my life long 
people have wanted to make a man of me. 
When I was a boy, our good priest wanted 
to make a man of me by teaching me to read 
and write. Then the organist at Mclegnano 
wanted to make a man of me by teaching me 
to read music. The recruiting sergeant would 
have made a man of me if 1 had been a few 
inches taller. But it always meant making 
me work; and I am too lazy for that, thank 
Heaven! So I taught myself to cook and be- 
came an innkeeper; and now I keep servants 
to do the work, and have nothing to do my- 
self except talk, which suits me perfectly. 

NAPOLEON [looking at him thoughtfully] You 
are satisfied? 

GIUSEPPE [with cheerful conviction] Quite, 
excellency. 

NAPOLEON. And you have no devouring 
devil inside you who must be fed with action 
and victory: gorged with them night and day: 
who makes you pay, with the sweat of your 
brain and body, weeks of Herculean toil for 
ten minutes of enjoyment: who is at once 
your slave and your tyrant, your genius and 
your doom: who brings you a crown in one 
hand and the oar of a galley slave in the 
other: who shews you all the kingdoms of the 
earth and offers to make you their master 
on condition that you become their servant! 
have you nothing of that in you? 

GIUSEPPE. Nothing of it! Oh, I assure you, 
excellency, my devouring devil is far worse 
than that. He offers me no crowns and king- 
doms: he expects to get everything for no- 
thing: sausages! omelettes! grapes! cheese! 
polenta! wine! three times a day, excellency: 
nothing less will content him. 

LIEUTENANT. Come*. drop it, Giuseppe: 
youre making me feel hungry again. 

Giuseppe, with an apologetic shrug, retires 
from the conversation. 

NAPOLEON [turning to the Eieutenant with sar- 
donicpoliteness] I hope / have not been making 
you feel ambitious. 

LIEUTENANT. Not at all*. I dont fly so high. 
Besides, Fm better as I am: men like me are 
wanted in the army just now. The fact is, the 
Revolution was all very well for civilians; 
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but it wont work in the army. You know 
what soldiers are, General: they will have 
men of family for their officers. A subaltern 
must be a gentleman, because he's so much 
in contact with the men. But a general, or 
even a colonel, may be any sort of riff-raff if 
he understands his job well enough. A lieu- 
tenant is a gentleman: all the rest is chance. 
Why, who do you suppose won the battle of 
Lodi? ril tell you. My horse did. 

NAPOLEON [W^iwg] Your folly is carrying you 
too far, sir. Take care. 

LIEUTENANT. Not a bit of it. You remember 
all that red-hot cannonade across the river: 
the Austrians blazing away at you to keep 
you from crossing, and you blazing away at 
them to keep them from setting the bridge 
on fire? Did you notice wffiere I was then? 

NAPOLEON. I am sorry. I am afraid I was 
rather occupied at the moment. 

GIUSEPPE [with eager admiration] They say 
you jumped off your horse and worked the 
big guns with your own hands. General. 

LIEUTENANT. That was a mistake: an officer 
should never let himself down to the level 
of his men. [Napoleon looks at him dangerously^ 
and begins to walk tigerishly to and Jro]. But 
you might have been firing away at the 
Austrians still if we cavalry fellows hadnt 
found the ford and got across and turned old 
Beaulieu’s flank for you. You know you didnt 
dare give the order to charge the bridge until 
you saw us on the other side. Consequently, 
I say that whoever found that ford won the 
battle of Lodi. Well, who found it? I was the 
first man to cross; and I know. It was my 
horse that found it. [With conviction, as he 
rises from the conch] That liorse is tiie true 
conqueror of the Austrians. 

NAPOLEON [passionately] You idiot: I’ll have 
you shot for losing those despatches: I’ll have 
you blown from the mouth of a cannon: nothing 
less could make any impression on you. [Bay- 
ing at him] Do you hear? Do you understand? 

A French officer enters unobserved, carrying 
his sheathed sabre in his hand. 

LIEUTENANT [unabashed] If I dont capture 
him. General. Remember the if. 

NAPOLEON. If!! Ass: there is no such man. 

THE OFFICER [suddenly stepping betiveen them 
and speaking in the unmistakcable voice of the 
Strange Lady] Lieutenant: I am your prisoner. 
[She offers him her sabre]. 

Napoleon gazes at her for a moment thunder- 
struck; then seizes her by the wrist and drags her 


roughly to him, looking closely and fiercely at her 
to satisfy himself as to her identity; for it now 
begins to darken rapidly i?ito night, the red glow 
over the vineyard giving way to clear starlight. 

NAPOLEON. Pah! [He fiings her hand away 
with an exclamation of disgust, and turns his 
back on thein with his hand in his breast, his brow 
lowering, and his toes twitching]. 

LIEUTENANT [triumphantly, taking the sabre] 
No such man! eh. General? [To the Lady] I 
say: wheres my horse? 

LADY. Safe at Borghetto, waiting for you, 
Lieutenant. 

NAPOLEON [turnvig on them] Where are the 
despatches? 

LADY. You would never guess. They are in 
the most unlikely place in the world. Did you 
meet my sister here, any of you? 

LIEUTENANT. Ycs. Very nice woman. She’s 
wonderfully like you; but of course she's 
better-looking. 

LADY [mysteriously] Well, do you know that 
she is a witch? 

GIUSEPPE [in terror, crossing himself] Oh, no, 
no, no. It is not safe to jest about such things. 
I cannot have it in my house, excellency. 

LIEUTENANT. Yes, drop it. Youre my 
prisoner, you know. Of course I dont believe 
in any such rubbish; but still it’s not a proper 
subject for joking. 

LADY. But this is very serious. My sister 
has bewitched the General. [Giuseppe and the 
lieutenant recoil from Napoleon]. General: open 
your coat: you will find the despatches in the 
breast of it. puts her hand quickly on his 
breast]. Yes: there they are: I can feel them. 
Eh? [6’Ae looks up into his face half coaxingly, 
half mockingly]. Will you allow me, General? 
( She takes a button as if to u?ibution his coat, and 
pauses for permission]. 

NAPOLEON [inscrutably] If you dare. 

LADY. Thank you. [She opens his coat and 
takes out the despatches]. There! [To Giuseppe, 
shewing him the despatches] See! 

GIUSEPPE [fiying to the outer door] No, in 
heaven's name! Theyre bewitched. 

LADY [turning to the lieutenant] Here, Lieu- 
tenant: you are not afraid of them. 

LIEUTENANT [retreating] Keep off. [Seizing 
the hilt of the sabre] Keep off, I tell you. 

LADY [/o Napoleon] They belong to you, 
General. Take them. 

GIUSEPPE. Dont touch them, excellency. 
Have nothing to do with them. 

LIEUTENANT. Be carcful. General: be careful. 

02 
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GIUSEPPE. Burn them. And burn the witch 
too. 

LADY [to NapoUoji] Shall I burn them? 

NAPOLEON \thoughifully^^ Yes, burn them. 
Giuseppe: go and fetch a light. 

GIUSEPPE [trembling and stammering^ Do 
you mean go alone? in the dark? with a witch 
in the house? 

NAPOLEON. Psha! Youre a poltroon. [To the 
lieutenant] Oblige me by going, Lieutenant. 

LIEUTENANT [remonstratmg] Oh, I say. 
General! No, look here, you know: nobody 
can say I’m a coward after Lodi. But to ask 
me to go into the dark by myself without a 
candle after such an awful conversation is a 
little too much. How would you like to do it 
yourself? 

NAPOLEON [irritably] You refuse to obey my 
order? 

LIEUTENANT [resolutely] Yes I do. It’s not 
reasonable. But I’ll tell you what I’ll do. If 
Giuseppe goes. I’ll go with him and protect 
him. 

NAPOLEON [to Giuseppe] There! will that 
satisfy you? Be off, both of you. 

GIUSEPPE [humbly y his lips trembling] W-will- 
ingly, your excellency. [He goes reluctantly 
towards the inner door]. Heaven protect me! 
[To the lieutenant] After you. Lieutenant. 

LIEUTENANT. Youd better go first: I dont 
know the way. 

GIUSEPPE. You cant miss it. Besides [im- 
ploringly y laying his hand on his sleeve] I am 
only a poor innkeeper: you are a man of 
family. 

LIEUTENANT. Theres something in that. 
Here: you neednt be in such a fright. Take 
my arm. [Giuseppe does 5o]. Thats the way. 
[They go out, arm in arm]. 

It is now starry night. The lady throws the 
packet on the table and seats herself at her ease 
on the conchy enjoying the sensation of freedom 
from petticoats. 

LADY. Well, General: Ive beaten you. 

NAPOLEON [walking about] You are guilty 
of indelicacy: of unwomanliness. Is that 
costume proper? 

LADY. It seems to me much the same as 
yours. 

NAPOLEON. Psha! I blush for you. 

LADY [naively] Yes: soldiers blush so easily. 
[He growls and turns away. She looks mischiev- 
ously at him, balancing the despatches in her 
hand]. Wouldnt you like to read these before 
theyre burnt. General? You must be dying 


with curiosity. Take a peep. [SAe throws the 
packet on the table, and turns her face away from 
it]. I wont look. 

NAPOLEON. I have no curiosity whatever, 
madam. But since you are evidently burning 
to read them, I give you leave to do so. 

LADY. Oh, Ive read them already. 

NAPOLEON [starting What! 

LADY. I read them the first thing after I 
rode away on that poor lieutenant’s horse. 
So you see I know whats in them; and you 
dont. 

NAPOLEON. Excuse me*. I read them when 
I was out there in the vineyard ten minutes 
ago. 

LADY, Oh! [Jumping up] Oh, General: Ive 
not beaten you after all. I do admire you so. 
[He laughs and pats her cheek]. This time, really 
and truly without shamming, I do you hom- 
age [kissing his hand]. 

NAPOLEON [quickly withdrawing it] Brr! Dont 
do that. No more witchcraft. 

LADY. I want to say something to you; only 
you would misunderstand it. 

NAPOLEON. Need that stop you? 

LADY. Well, it is this. I adore a man who is 
not afraid to be mean and selfish. 

NAPOLEON [indignantly] I am neither mean 
nor selfish. 

LADY. Oh, you dont appreciate yourself. 
Besides, I dont really mean meanness and 
selfishness. 

NAPOLEON. Thank you. I thought perhaps 
you did. 

LADY. Well, of course Ido. But what I mean 
is a certain strong simplicity about you. 

NAPOLEON. Thats better. 

LADY. You didnt want to read the letters; 
but you were curious about what was in them. 
So you went into the garden and read them 
when no one was looking, and then came 
back and pretended you hadnt. Thats the 
meanest thing I ever knew any man do; but 
it exactly fulfilled your purpose; and so you 
wernt a bit afraid or ashamed to do it. 

NAPOLEON [abruptly] Where did you pick up 
all these vulgar scruples? this [with contemptu- 
ous emphasis] conscience of yours? I took you 
for a lady: an aristocrat. Was your grand- 
father a shopkeeper, pray? 

LADY, No: he was an Englishman. 

NAPOLEON. That accounts for it. The Eng- 
lish are a nation of shopkeepers. Now I under- 
stand why youve beaten me. 

LADY. Oh, I havnt beaten you. And I’m 
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not English, 

NAPOLEON. Yes you are; English to the 
backbone. Listen to me: I will explain the 
English to you. 

LADY \_eagerly^ Do. [With a lively air of an- 
ticipating an intellectual treat, she sits down on 
the couch and composes herself to listen to him. 
Secure of his audience, he at once nerves himself 
for a performance. He considers a little before 
he begins; so as tofx her attention by a moment 
of suspense. His style is at first modelled on 
Talma* s in Corneille's Cinna; but it is somewhat 
lost in the darkness, and Talma presently gives 
way to Napoleon, the voice coming through the 
gloom with startling intensity\ 

NAPOLEON. There are three sorts of people 
in the world: the low people, the middle 
people, and the high people. The low people 
and the high people are alike in one thing: 
they have no scruples, no morality. The low 
are beneath morality, the high above it. I am 
not afraid of either of them; for the low are 
unscrupulous without knowledge, so that 
they make an idol of me; whilst the high are 
unscrupulous without purpose, so that they 
go down before my will. Look you: I shall go 
over all the mobs and all the courts of Europe 
as a plough goes over a field. It is the middle 
people who are dangerous: they have both 
knowledge and purpose. But they, too, have 
their weak point. They are full of scruples: 
chained hand and foot by their morality and 
respectability. 

LADY. Then you will beat the English; for 
all shopkeepers are middle people. 

NAPOLEON. No, because the English arc a 
race apart. No Englishman is too low to have 
scruples: no Englishman is high enough to be 
free from their tyranny. But every English- 
man is born with a certain miraculous power 
that makes him master of the world. When 
he wants a thing, he never tells himself that 
he wants it. He waits patiently until there 
comes into his mind, no one knows how, a 
burning conviction that it is his moral and 
religious duty to conquer those who possess 
the thing he wants. Then he becomes irresist- 
ible. Like the aristocrat, he does what pleases 
him and grabs what he covets: like the shop- 
keeper, he pursues his purpose with the in- 
dustry and steadfastness that come from 
strong religious conviction and deep sense 
of moral responsibility. He is never at a loss 
for an effective moral attitude. As the great 
champion of freedom and national inde- 


pendence, he conquers and annexes half the 
world, and calls it Colonization. When he 
wants a new market for his adulterated Man- 
chester goods, he sends a missionary to teach 
the natives the Gospel of Peace. The natives 
kill the missionary: he flies to arms in defence 
of Christianity; fights for it; conquers for it; 
and takes the market as a reward from 
heaven. In defence of his island shores, he 
puts a chaplain on board his ship; nails a flag 
with a cross on it to his top-gallant mast; and 
sails to the ends of the earth, sinking, burn- 
ing, and destroying all who dispute the em- 
pire of the seas with him. He boasts that a 
slave is free the moment his foot touches 
British soil; and he sells the children of his 
poor at six years of age to work under the 
lash in his factories for sixteen hours a day. 
He makes two revolutions, and then declares 
war on our one in the name of law and order. 
There is nothing so bad or so good that ySu 
will not find Englishmen doing it; but you 
will never find an Englishman in the wrong. 
He does everything on principle. He fights 
you on patriotic principles; he robs you on 
business principles; he enslaves you on im- 
perial principles; he bullies you on manly 
principles; he supports his king on loyal prin- 
ciples and cuts off his king’s head on repub- 
lican principles. His watchword is always 
Duty; and he never forgets that the nation 
which lets its duty get on the opposite side 
to its interest is lost. He — 

LADY. W-w-w-w-w-wh! Do stop a moment. 
I want to know how you make me out to be 
F'nglish at this rate. 

NAPOLEON [dropping his rhetorical style'] It’s 
plain enough. You wanted some letters that 
belonged to me. You have spent the morn- 
ing in stealing them: yes, stealing them, by 
highway robbery. And you have spent the 
afternoon in putting me in the wrong about 
them: in assuming that it was I who wanted 
to steal your letters; in explaining that it all 
came about through my meanness and self- 
ishness, and your goodness, your devotion, 
your self-sacrifice. Thats English. 

LADY. Nonsense! I am sure I am not a bit 
English. The English are a very stupid 
people. 

NAPOLEON. Yes, too stupid sometimes to 
know when theyre beaten. But I grant that 
your brains are not English. You see, though 
your grandfather was an Englishman, your 
grandmother was — what.^ A Frenchwoman? 
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LADY. Oh no. An Irishwoman. 

NAPOLEON [quickly] Irish! [Thoughtfully] 
Yes: I forgot the Irish. An English army led 
by an Irish general: that might be a match 
for a French army led by an Italian general. 
[He pauses, and adds, half jestingly, half 
moodily] At all events, you have beaten me; 
and what beats a man first will beat him last. 
[He goes meditatively into the moonlit vineyard 
and looks up]. 

She steals out after him. She ventures to rest 
her hand on his shoulder, overcome by the beauty 
of the night and emboldened by its obscurity, 

LADY [softly] What are you looking at? 

NAPOLEON [pointing up] My star. 

LADY. You believe in that? 

NAPOLEON. I do. 

They look at it for a moment, she leaning a 
little on his shoulder, 

LADY. Do you know that the English say 
that a man’s star is not complete without a 
woman’s garter? 

NAPOLEON [scandalized: abruptly shaking her 
off and coming hack into the room] Pah! The 
hypocrites! If the French said that, how they 
would hold up their hands in pious horror! 
[He goes to the inner door and holds it open, 
shouting] Hallo! Giuseppe! Wheres that light, 
man? [He comes between the table and the side- 
board, and moves the second chair to the table, 
beside his own]. We have still to burn the 
letter. [He takes up the packet], 

Giuseppe comes back, pale and still trembling, 
carrying in one hand a branched candlestick with 
a couple of candles alight, and a broad snuffers 
tray in the other, 

GIUSEPPE [piteously, as he places the light on 
the table] Excellency: what were you looking 


up at just now? Out there! [He points across 
his shoulder to the vineyard, but is afraid to look 
round], 

NAPOLEON [u7ifolding the packet] What is 
that to you? 

GIUSEPPE. Because the witch is gone: 
vanished; and no one saw her go out. 

LADY [coming behind him from the vineyard] 
We were watching her riding up to the moon 
on your broomstick, Giuseppe. You will 
never see her again. 

GIUSEPPE. Gesu Maria! [He crosses himself 
and hurries out], 

NAPOLEON [throwing down the letters in a heap 
on the table] Now! [He sits down at the table in 
the chair which he has just placed], 

LADV. Yes; but you know you have the 
letter in your pocket. [He smiles; takes a letter 
from his pocket; and tosses it on top of the heap. 
She holds it up and looks at him, saying] About 
Caesar’s wife. 

NAPOLEON. Caesar’s wife is above suspicion. 
Burn it. 

LADY [taking up the snuffers and holding the 
letter to the candle flame with it] I wonder would 
Caesar’s wife be above suspicion if she saw us 
here together! 

NAPOLEON [echoing her, with his elbows on the 
table and his cheeks on his hands, looking at the 
letter] I wonder! 

The Strange Lady puts the letter down alight 
on the snuffers tray, and sits down beside 
Napoleon, in the same attitude, elbows on table, 
cheeks on hands, watching it burn. When it is 
burnt, they simultaneously turn their eyes and 
look at one another. The curtain steals doivn and 
hides them, 

THE END 


VII 

YOU NEVER CAN TELL 

1897 


BEING THE FOURTH OF 
ACT I 

In a dentist's operating room on a fine August 
morning in 1896. It is the best sitting room of a 
furnished lodging in a terrace on the seafront at 
a watering place on the coast of Torbay in 
Devon, The operating chair, with a gas pump 
and cylinder beside it, is half way between the 


FOUR PLEASANT PLAYS 

centre of the room and one of the corners. If you 
could look into the room through the tvindow fac- 
ing the chair, you would see the fireplace in the 
middle of the wall opposite you, with the door 
beside it to your left, a dental surgeon s diploma 
in a frame above the mantelshelf, an easy chair 
on the hearth, and a neat stool and bench, with 
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vice^ tools, and a mortar and pestle, in the corner 
to the right. In the tvall on your left is a broad 
window looking on the sea. Befieaih it a writing 
table 7vith a blotter and a diary on it, and a chair. 
Also a sofa, farther along. A cabinet of instru- 
ments is handy to the operating chair. The 
furniture, carpet, and fvallpaper are those of a 
mid- Victorian draiving room, formally bright 
and festive, not for everyday use. 

Two persons just now occupy the room. One of 
them, a very pretty ivoman in miniature, her tiny 
figure dressed with the daintest gaiety, is hardly 
eighteen yet. This darling little creature clearly 
does not belong to the room, or even to the 
country; for her complexion, though very deli- 
cate, has been burnt biscuit color by some 
warmer sun than England's. She has a glass of 
water in her hand, and a rapidly clearing cloud 
of Spartan endurance on her small firm set 
mouth and quaintly squared eyebrows. 

The dentist, contemplating her with the self- 
satisfaction of a successful operator, is a young 
man of thirty or thereabouts. He does not give 
the impression of being much of a workman: the 
professional manner of the newly set-up dentist 
in search of patients is underlain by a thought- 
less pleasantry which betrays the young gentle- 
man, still unsettled and in search of amusing 
adventures. He is not nithout gravity of de- 
meanor; but the strained nostrils stamp it as the 
gravity of the humorist. His eyes are clear, alert, 
of sceptically moderate size, and yet a little rash; 
his forehead is an excellent one, with plenty of 
room behind it; his nose and chin are cavalierly 
handsome. On the whole, an attractive noticeable 
beginner, of whose prospects a man of business 
might form a tolerably favorable estimate. 

THE YOUNG LADY [handing him the glass] 
Thank you. [In spite of the biscuit complexion 
she has not the slightest foreign accent]. 

THE DENTIST [putting it doivn 071 the ledge of 
his cabinet of instruments] That was my first 
tooth. 

THE YOUNG LADY [agkast] Your first! Do you 
mean to say that you began practising on 
me? 

THE DENTIST. Every dentist has to begin 
with somebody. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Yes*. somebody in a 
hospital, not people who pay. 

THE DENTIST [laughing Oh, the hospital 
doesnt count. I only meant my first tooth in 
private practice. Why didnt you let me give 
you gas? 

THE YOUNG LADY. Bccausc you said it 


would be five shillings extra. 

THE DENTIST [sJiocked] Oh, dont say that. 
It makes me feel as if I had hurt you for the 
sake of five shillings. 

THE YOUNG LADY [with cool insolence] Well, 
so you have. [She gets up]. Why shouldnt you? 
it’s your business to hurt people. [It amuses 
him to be treated in this fashion: he chuckles 
secretly as he proceeds to clean and replace his 
msirumenis. She shakes her dress into order: 
looks inquisitively about her; and goes to the 
broad windo7v]. You have a good view of the 
sea from your rooms! Are they expensive? 

THE DENTIST. YeS. 

THE YOUNG LADY. You dont owii the whole 
house, do you? 

THE DENTIST. No. 

THE YOUNG LADY. I thought not. [Tilting the 
chair which stands at the writing-table and look- 
ing critically at it as she spins it round on one 
leg] Your furniture isnt quite the latest 
thing, is it? 

THE DENTIST. It s my landlord’s. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Does he OWII that tooth- 
ache chair? [pointhig to the operating chair]. 

THE DENTIST. No*. I have that on the hire- 
purchase system. 

THE YOUNG LADY [disparagingly] I thought 
so. [Looking about in search of further conclu- 
sions] I suppose you havnt been here long? 

THE DENTIST. Six wceks. Is there anything 
else you would like to know? 

THE YOUNG LADY [the hint quite lost on her] 
Any family? 

THE DENTIST. I am not married. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Of course not: anybody 
can see that. I meant sisters and mother and 
that sort of thing. 

THE DENTIST. Not Oil the premises. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Hm! If youve been here 
six weeks, and mine was your first tooth, the 
practice cant be very large, can it? 

THE DENTIST. Not as yet. [He shuts the 
cabinet, having tidied up everything]. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Well, good luck! [She 
takes out her purse]. Five shillings, you said it 
would be? 

THE DENTIST. Five shillings. 

THE YOUNG LADY [producing a crown piece] 
Do you charge five shillings for everything? 

THE DENTIST. YeS. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Why? 

THE DENTIST. It’s my system. I’m whats 
called a five shilling dentist. 

THE YOUNG LADY. How nicc! Well, here! 
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[holding up the crown piece] a nice new five- 
shilling piece! your first fee! Make a hole in 
it with the thing you drill people’s teeth 
with; and wear it on your watch-chain. 

THE DENTIST. Thank you. 

THE PARLOR MAID [appearing at the door] The 
young lady’s brother, sir. 

A handsome man in miniature^ obviously the 
young lady*s twin, comes in eagerly. He wears 
a suit of terra cotta cashmere, the elegantly cut 
frock coat lined in brown silk, and carries in his 
hand a brown tall hat and tan gloves to match. 
He has his sister s delicate biscuit complexion, 
and is built on the same small scale; but he is 
elastic and strong in muscle, decisive in move- 
ment, unexpectedly deeptoned and trenchant in 
speech, and with perfect manners and a finished 
personal style which might be envied by a man 
twice his age. Suavity and self-possession are 
points of honor with him; and though this, 
rightly considered, is only a mode of boyish self- 
consciousness, its effect is none the less stagger mg 
to his elders, and would be quite insufferable in a 
less prepossessing youth. He is promptitude it- 
self, and has a question ready the moment he 
enters. 

THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Am I in time? 

THE YOUNG LADY. No*. it’s all OVCr. 

THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Did you howl? 

THE YOUNG LADY. Oh, something awful. Mr 
Valentine: this is my brother Phil. Phil: this 
is Mr Valentine, our new dentist. [Valentine 
and Phil bow to one another. She proceeds, all in 
one breath] He’s only been here six weeks and 
he’s a bachelor the house isnt his and the 
furniture is the landlord’s but the professional 
plant is hired he got my tooth out beautifully 
at the first go and he and I are great friends. 

PHILIP. Been asking a lot of questions? 

THE YOUNG LADY if incapable of doing 
such a thing] Oh no. 

PHILIP. Glad to hear it. [To Valentine] So 
good of you not to mind us, Mr Valentine. 
The fact is, weve never been in England be- 
fore; and our mother tells us that the people 
here simply wont stand us. Come and lunch 
with us. 

Valentine, bewildered by the leaps and bounds 
with which their acquaintanceship is proceeding, 
gasps, but has no time to reply, as the conversa- 
tion of the twins is swift and continuous. 

THE YOUNG LADY. Oh, do, Mr Valentine. 

PHILIP. At the Marine Hotel: half past one. 

THE YOUNG LADY. We shall be able to tell 
mamma that a respectable Englishman has 


promised to lunch with us. 

PHILIP. Say no more, Mr Valentine: youll 
come. 

VALENTINE. Say no more! I havnt said any- 
thing. M a y I ask whom I have the pleasure 
of entertaining? It’s really quite impossible 
for me to lunch at the Marine Hotel with two 
perfect strangers. 

THE YOUNG LADY [flippantly] Ooooh! what 
bosh! One patient in six weeks! What differ- 
ence does it make to you? 

PHILIP [maturely] No, Dolly: my knowledge 
of human nature confirms Mr Valentine’s 
judgment. He is right. Let me introduce 
Miss Dorothy Clandon, commonly called 
Dolly. [Valentine bows to Dolly. She nods to 
him]. I’m Philip Clandon. We’re from 
Madeira, but perfectly respectable, so far. 

VALENTINE. Clandoii! Are you related to — 

DOLLY [unexpectedly crying out m despair] 
Yes we are. 

VALENTINE [astonished] I beg your pardon? 

DOLLY. Oh, we are, we are. It’s all over, 
Phil: they know all about us in England. [To 
Valentine] Oh, you cant think how madden- 
ing it is to be related to a celebrated person, 
and never be valued anywhere for our own 
sakes. 

VALENTINE. But excuse me: the gentleman 
I was thinking of is not celebrated. 

DOLLY AND PHILIP [staring at him] Gentle- 
man! 

VALENTINE. Ycs. I was going to ask whether 
you were by any chance a daughter of Mr 
Densmore Clandon of Newbury Hall. 

DOLLY [vacantly] No. 

PHILIP. Well, come, Dolly: how do you 
know youre not? 

DOLLY [cheered] Oh, I forgot. Of course. 
Perhaps I am. 

VALENTINE. Dont you know? 

PHILIP. Not in the least. 

DOLLY. It’s a wise child — 

PHILIP [cutting her short] Sh! [Valentine 
starts nervously; for the sound made by Phil, 
though but momentary, is like cutting a sheet of 
silk in two with a flash of lightning. It is the 
result of long practice in checking Dolly's in- 
discretions]. The fact is, Mr Valentine, we are 
the children of the celebrated Mrs Lanfrey 
Clandon, an authoress of great repute — in 
Madeira. No household is complete without 
her works. We came to England to get away 
from them. They are called the Twentieth 
Century Treatises. 
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DOLLY. Twentieth Century Cooking. 

PHILIP. Twentieth Century Creeds. 

DOLLY. Twentieth Century Clothing. 

PHILIP. Twentieth Century Conduct. 

DOLLY. Twentieth Century Children. 

PHILIP. Twentieth Century Parents. 

DOLLY. Cloth limp, half a dollar. 

PHILIP. Or mounted on linen for hard 
family use, two dollars. No family should be 
without them. Read them, Mr Valentine: 
theyll improve your mind. 

DOLLY. But not till weve gone, please. 

PHILIP. Quite so: we prefer people with 
unimproved minds. Our own minds have 
successfully resisted all our mother’s efforts 
to improve them. 

VALENTINE [duhiously\ Hm! 

DOLLY [echoing him inquiringly^ Hm? Phil: 
he prefers people whose minds are improved. 

PHILIP. In that case we shall have to in- 
troduce him to the other member of the 
family: the Woman of the Twentieth Cen- 
tury: our sister Gloria! 

DOLLY [diihyrambically] Nature s master- 
piece! 

PHILIP, Learning’s daughter! 

DOLLY. Madeira’s pride! 

PHILIP. Beauty’s paragon! 

DOLLY [suddenly descending to prose'] Bosh! 
No complexion. 

\ALENTiNE[desperaiely] M ay I have a word? 

PHILIP [politely] Excuse us. Go ahead. 

DOLLY [very nicely] So sorry. 

VALENTINE [attempting to take them pater- 
nally] I really must give a hint to you young 
people — 

DOLLY [breaking out again] Oh come! I like 
that. How old are you? 

PHILIP. Over thirty. 

DOLLY. He’s not. 

PHILIP [conjidently] He is. 

DOLLY [emphatically] Twenty-seven. 

PHILIP [imperturbably] Thirty-three. 

DOLLY. Stuff. 

PHILIP [to Valentine] I appeal to you, Mr 
Valentine. 

VALENTINE [remonstrating Well, really — 
[resigning himself] Thirty-one. 

PHILIP [to Dolly] You were wrong. 

DOLLY. So were you. 

PHILIP [suddenly conscientious] We’re for- 
getting our manners, Dolly. 

DOLLY [remorseful] Yes, so we are. 

PHILIP [apologetic] We interrupted you, 
Mr Valentine. 


DOLLY. You were going to improve our 
minds, I think. 

VALENTINE. The fact is, your — 

PHILIP [anticipating him] Our manners? 

DOLLY. Our appearance? 

VALENTINE [ad misericordiam] Oh do let me 
speak. 

DOLLY. The old story. We talk too much. 

PHILIP. We do. Shut up, both. [He seats 
himself on the arm of the operating chair]. 

DOLLY. Mum! [.SAe sits down in the writing- 
table chair ^ and closes her lips with the tips of 
her fingers]. 

VALENTINE. Tliaiik you. [He brings the stool 
from the bench in the corner; places it between 
them; and sits down with a judicial air. They 
attend to him with extreme gravity. He addresses 
himself first to Dolly]. Now may I ask, to 
begin with, have you ever been in an English 
seaside resort before? [5'^e shakes her head 
slowly and solemnly. He turns to Phil, who 
shakes his head quickly and expressively]. I 
thought so. Well, Mr Clandon, our acquaint- 
ance has been short; but it has been voluble; 
and I have gathered enough to convince me 
that you are neither of you capable of con- 
ceiving what life in an English seaside resort 
is. Believe me, it’s not a question of manners 
and appearance. In those respects we enjoy 
a freedom unknown in Madeira. [Dolly 
shakes her head vehemently]. Oh yes, I assure 
you. Lord de Cresci’s sister bicycles in 
knickerbockers; and the rector’s wife advo- 
cates dress reform and wears hygienic boots. 
[Dolly furtively looks at her onm shoe: Valentine 
catches her in the act^ and deftly adds] No, 
thats not the sort of boot I mean. [Dolly's 
shoe vanishes]. We dont bother much about 
dress and manners in England, because, as 
a nation, we dont dress well and weve no 
manners. But — and now will you excuse my 
frankness? [They nod]. Thank you. Well, in a 
seaside resort theres one thing you must 
have before anybody can afford to be seen 
going about with you; and thats a father, 
alive or dead. Am I to infer that you have 
omitted that indispensable part of your 
social equipment? [They corfirm him by melan- 
choly nods]. Then I’m sorry to say that if you 
are going to stay here for any length of time, 
it will be impossible for me to accept your 
kind invitation to lunch. [He rises with an air 
of finality, and replaces the stool by the bench]. 

PHILIP [rising with grave politeness] Come, 
Dolly. [He gives her his arm]. 
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DOLLY. Good morning. [They go together to 
the door with perfect dignity\ 

VALENTINE [overwhelmed with remorse] Oh 
stop! stop! [They halt and turn^ arm in arm]. 
You make me feel a perfect beast. 

DOLLY. Thats your conscience: not us. 

VALENTINE [energetically^ throwing off all pre- 
tence ofaprofessional manner] My conscience! 
My conscience has been my ruin. Listen to 
me. Twice before I have set up as a respect- 
able medical practitioner in various parts of 
England. On both occasions I acted con- 
scientiously, and told my patients the brute 
truth instead of what they wanted to be 
told. Result, ruin. Now Ive set up as a dentist, 
a five shilling dentist; and Ive done with 
conscience for ever. This is my last chance. 
I spent my last sovereign on moving in; and 
I havnt paid a shilling of rent yet. I’m eating 
and drinking on credit; my landlord is as rich 
as a Jew and as hard as nails; and Ive made 
five shillings in six weeks. If I swerve by a 
hair’s breadth from the straight line of the 
most rigid respectability. I’m done for. 
Under such circumstances is it fair to ask me 
to lunch with you when you dont know your 
own father? 

DOLLY. After all, our grandfather is a canon 
of Lincoln Cathedral. 

VALENTINE [like a castaway mariner who sees 
a sail on the horizon] What! Have you a 
grandfather? 

DOLLY. Only one. 

VALENTINE. My dcar good young friends, 
why on earth didnt you tell me that before? 
A canon of Lincoln! That makes it all right, 
of course. Just excuse me while I change my 
coat. [He reaches the door hi a hound and 
vanishes], 

Dolly and Phil stare after him, and then at 
one another. Missing their audience, they discard 
their style at once, 

PHILIP [throwing away Dolly's arm and com- 
ing ill-humoredly towards the operating chair] 
That wretched bankrupt ivory snatcher 
makes a compliment of allowing us to stand 
him a lunch: probably the first square meal 
he has had for months. [He gives the chair a 
kick, as if it were Valentine], 

DOLLY. It’s too beastly. I wont stand it any 
longer, Phil. Here in England everybody 
asks whether you have a father the very first 
thing. 

PHILIP. I wont stand it either. Mamma 
must tell us who he was. 


DOLLY. Or who he is. He may be alive. 

PHILIP. I hope not. No man alive shall 
father me. 

DOLLY. He might have a lot of money, 
though. 

PHILIP. I doubt it. My knowledge of human 
nature leads me to believe that if he had a 
lot of money he wouldnt have got rid of his 
affectionate family so easily. Anyhow, let’s 
look at the bright side of things. Depend on 
it, he’s dead. 

He goes to the hearth and stands with his hack 
to the f replace. The parlormaid appears. 

THE PARLORMAID. Two ladics for you, miss. 
Your mother and sister, miss, I think. 

Mrs Clandon and Gloria come in. Mrs Clan- 
don is a veteran of the Old Guard of the Women s 
Rights movement which had for its Bible John 
Stuart Mill's treatise on The Subjection of 
Women, She has never made herself ugly or 
ridiculous by affecting masculine ivaistcoats, 
collars, a7id fvatchchahis, like some of her old 
comrades who had more aggressiveness than 
taste; and she is too militant an Agnostic to care 
to be mistaken for a Quaker, She therefore dresses 
in as businesslike a way as she can nithout mak- 
ing a guy of herself, ruling out all attempt at sex 
attraction and imposing respect on frivolous 
mankind and fashionable ivomankind. She be- 
longs to the forefront of her own period {say 
1860-80) iji a jealously assertive attitude of 
character and intellect, and in being a woman of 
cultivated iniei'ests rather than passionately de- 
veloped personal affections. Her voice and ivays 
are entirely kindly arid Inimane; and she lends 
herself conscientiously to the occasional demon- 
strations of fondness by which her children mark 
their esteem for her; but displays of personal 
sentiment secretly embarrass her: passioyi in her 
is humanitarian rather than human: she feels 
strongly about social questions and principles, 
not about persons. Only, one observes that this 
reasonableiiess and intense personal privacy, 
which leaves her relations 7vith Gloria and Phil 
much as they might be between her and the chil- 
dren of any other rvoman, breaks down in the 
case of Dolly. Though almost every 7vord she 
addresses to her is necessarily in the nature of a 
remonstrance for some breach of decorum, the 
tenderness in her voice is unmistakeable ; and it 
is not surprising that years of such remonstrance 
have left Dolly hopelessly spoiled. 

Gloria, who is hardly past twenty, is a much 
more formidable person than her mother. She is 
' the incarnation of haughty highmindedness, rag- 
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ing with the impatience of a mettlesome domina- 
tive character paralyzed by the inexperience of 
her youth, and unwillingly disciplined by the con- 
stant danger of ridicule from her irrecerent 
juniors. Unlike her mother, she is all passion; 
and the conflict of her passion with her obstinate 
pride and intense fastidiousness results in a freez- 
ing coldness of manner. In an ugly woman all 
this would be repulsive; but Gloria is attractive. 
A dangerous girl, one would say, if the moral 
passions ivere not also marked, and even nobly 
marked, in a fine brow. Her tailor made skirt-and- 
jacket dress, of saffron bro7v?i cloth, seems con- 
ventional when her back is turned; but it displays 
in front a blouse of sea-green silk 7vhich scatters 
its conventionality nith 07ie stroke, and sets her 
apart as effectually as the tjvins fro7n the ordin- 
ary run of fashionable seaside humanity, 

Mrs Clandon comes a little way into the room 
looking round to see rvho is prese7it. Gloria, who 
studiously avoids encouraging the t7vins by be- 
traying a7iy viterest in them, wanders to the 
windojv and looks out to sea with her thoughts far 
away. The parlorrnaid, instead of 7viihdr awing, 
shuts the door and waits at it. 

MRS CLANDON. Well, children? How is the 
toothache, Dolly? 

DOLLY. Cured, thank Heaven. Ive had it 
out. [She sits do7vn on the step of the operating 
chair], 

Mrs Clandon takes the writing-table chair. 

PHILIP [striking in gravely fro7n the hearth] 
And the dentist, a first rate professional man 
of the highest standing, is coming to lunch 
with us. 

MRS CLANDON [looking round apprehensively 
at the servant] Phil! 

THE PARLORMAID. Beg pardoH, maam. I’m 
waiting for Mr Valentine. I have a message 
for him. 

DOLLY. Who from? 

MRS CLANDON [shocked] Dolly! 

Dolly catches her lips suppressively with her 
finger tips, 

THE PARLORMAID. Only thc landlord, maam. 

Val€7iti7ie, in a blue serge suit, with a strand 
hat in his hand, comes back in high spirits, out 
of breath 7vith the haste he has made, Gloria 
turns from the 7vindow and studies hhn with 
chilling attention. 

PHILIP. Let me introduce you, Mr Valen- 
tine. My mother, Mrs Lanfrey Clandon. 
[Mrs Clandon bows. Valentine bofvs, self- 
possessed and quite equal to the occasion]. My 
sister Gloria. [Gloria bows 7vith cold dignity 


and sits down on the sofa], 

Valentine falls abjectly in love at first sight. 
He fingers his hat nervously, and 7nake$ her a 
sneaking how. 

MRS CLANDON. I Understand that we are to 
have the pleasure of seeing you at luncheon 
today, Mr Valentine. 

VALENTINE. Thank you — er — if you dont 
mind — I mean if you will be so kind — [^o the 
parlormaid, testily] What is it? 

THE PARLORMAID. The landlord, sir, wishes 
to speak to you before you go out. 

VALENTINE. Oh, tell him I have four 
patients here. [I'he Clandons look S7irprised, 
except Phil, who is imperturbable]. If he wouldnt 
mind waiting just two minutes, I — I’ll slip 
down and see him for a moment. [Throwing 
himself confidentially on her se7ise of the position] 
Say I’m busy, but that I want to see him. 

THE PARLORMAID [rcassuringly] Yes, sir. 
goes]. 

MRS CLANDON [on the point of rising] We are 
detaining you, I am afraid. 

VALENTINE. Not at all, not at all. Your 
presence here will be the greatest help to 
me. The fact is, I owe six weeks rent; and 
Ive had no patients until today. My inter- 
view with my landlord will be considerably 
smoothed by the apparent boom in my 
business. 

DOLLY [vexed] Oh, how tiresome of you to 
let it all out! And weve just been pretending 
that you were a respectable professional man 
in a first rate position. 

MRS CLANDON [horrified] Oh Dolly! Dollyj 
My dearest: how can you be so rude? [To 
Valentine] Will you excuse these barbarian 
children of mine, Mr Valentine? 

VALENTINE. Dont mention it: I’m used to 
them. Would it be too much to ask you to 
wait five minutes while I get rid of my land- 
lord downstairs? 

DOLLY. Dont be long. We’re hungry. 

MRS CLANDON [again remonstrating] Dolly, 
dear! 

VALENTINE [to Dolly] All right. [To Mrs 
Clandon] Thank you: I shant be long. [He 
steals a look at Gloria as he turns to go. She is 
looking gravely at him. He falls into confusion]. 
I — er — er — yes — thank you [he succeeds at 
last in blundering himself out of the room; but 
the exhibition is a pitiful 07ie]. 

PHILIP. Did you observe? [Pointing to Gloria] 
Love at first sight. Another scalp for your 
collection, Gloria. Number fifteen. 
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MRS CLANDON. Sh — sh pray, Phil. He may 
have heard you. 

PHILIP. Not he. [Bracing himself for a 
scene^ And now look here, mamma. [He takes 
the stool from the bench; and seats himself 
majestically in the middle of the room^ copying 
Valentine's recent demonstration. Dolly ^feeling 
that her position on the step of the operating 
chair is unworthy the dignity of the occasion, 
rises, looking important and uncompromising. 
She crosses to the window, and stands with her 
hack to the end of the writing-table, her hands 
behind her and on the table. Mrs Clandon looks 
at them, wondering what is coming. Gloria 
becomes attentive. Phil straightens his back; 
places his knuckles symmetrically on his knees; 
and opens his case]. Dolly and I have been 
talking over things a good deal lately; and 
I dont think, judging from my knowledge 
of human nature — we dont think that you 
[speaking very pointedly, with the words de- 
tached] quite. Appreeiate. The fact — 

DOLi Y [seating herself on the end of the table 
with a spring] That weve grown up. 

MRS CLANDON. Indeed? In what way have I 
given you any reason to complain? 

PHILIP. Well, there arc certain matters 
upon which we are beginning to feel that 
you might take us a little more into your 
confidence. 

MRS CLANDON [rising, with all the placidity of 
her age suddenly breaking up into a curious hard 
excitement, dignified but dogged, ladylike but 
implacable: the manner of the Old Guard] Phil: 
take care. What have I always taught you? 
There are two sorts of family life, Phil; and 
your experience of human nature only ex- 
tends, so far, to one of them. [Rhetorically] 
The sort you know is based on mutual 
respect, on recognition of the right of every 
member of the household to independence 
and privacy [her emphasis on privacy" is 
intense] in their personal concerns. And 
because you have always enjoyed that, it 
seems such a matter of course to you that 
you dont value it. But [with biting acrimony] 
there is another sort of family life: a life in 
which husbands open their wives* letters, 
and call on them to account for every far- 
thing of their expenditure and every moment 
of their time; in which women do the same 
to their children; in which no room is private 
and no hour sacred; in which duty, obedience, 
affection, home, morality and religion are 
detestable tyrannies, and life is a vulgar 


round of punishments and lies, coercion and 
rebellion , j ealousy , suspicion , recrimi nation — 
Oh! I cannot describe it to you: fortunately 
for you, you know nothing about it. [*SAe sits 
down, panting]. 

DOLLY [inaccessible to rhetoric] See Twentieth 
Century Parents, chapter on Liberty, passim. 

MRS CLANDON [touching her shoulder affec- 
tionately, softened even by a gibe from her] My 
dear Dolly: if you only knew how glad I am 
that it is nothing but a joke to you, though 
it is such bitter earnest to me. [More reso- 
lutely, turning to Phil] Phil: I never ask you 
questions about your private concerns. You 
are not going to question me, are you? 

PHILIP. I think it due to ourselves to say 
that the question we wanted to ask is as 
much our business as yours. 

DOLLY. Besides, it cant be good to keep a 
lot of questions bottled up inside you. You 
did it, mamma; but see how awfully it’s 
broken out again in me. 

MRS CLANDON. I see you want to ask your 
question. Ask it. 

DOLLY AND PHILIP [beginning simultaneously] 
Who— [They stop]. 

PHILIP. Now look here, Dolly: am I going 
to conduct this business or are you? 

DOLLY. You. 

PHILIP. Then hold your mouth. [Dolly does 
so, literally]. The question is a simple one. 
When the ivory snatcher — 

MRS CLANDON [remonstrating] Phil! 

PHILIP. Dentist is an ugly word. The man 
of ivory and gold asked us whether we were 
the children of Mr Densmore Clandon of 
Newbury Hall. In pursuance of the precepts 
in your treatise on Twentieth Century Con- 
duct, and your repeated personal exhorta- 
tions to us to curtail the number of un- 
necessary lies we tell, we replied truthfully 
that we didnt know. 

DOLLY. Neither did we. 

PHILIP. Sh! The result was that the gum 
architect made considerable difficulties about 
accepting our invitation to lunch, although 
I doubt if he has had anything but tea and 
bread and butter for a fortnight past. Now 
my knowledge of human nature leads me to 
believe that we had a father, and that you 
probably know who he was. 

MRS CLANDON [her agitation returning] Stop, 
Phil. Your father is nothing to you, nor to 
me. [ Vehemently] That is enough. 

The twins are silenced, but not satisfied. 
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Their faces fall. But Gloria, who has been 
following the altercation attentively, suddenly 
intervenes, 

GLORIA [advancing Mother; we have a 
right to know, 

MRS CLAN DON [rising and facing Aer] Gloria! 
"We”! Who is "we”? 

GLORIA [steadfastly^ We three. [Her tone is 
unmistakeahle: she is pitting her strength against 
her mother s for the first time. The twins in- 
stantly go over to the enemy\ 

MRS CLANDON [wounded\ In your mouth 
"we” used to mean you and I, Gloria. 

PHILIP [rising decisively and putting away the 
stool] We’re hurting you: let’s drop it. We 
didnt think youd mind. I dont want to know. 

DOLLY [coming off the table] I’m sure I dont. 
Oh, dont look like that, mamma. looks 
angrily at Gloria andfiings her arms round her 
mother s neck], 

MRS CLANDON. Thank you, my dear. Thanks, 
Phil, detaches Dolly gently and sits down 
again], 

GLORIA [inexorably] We have a right to 
know, mother. 

MRS CLANDON [indignantly] Ah! You insist. 

GLORIA. Do you intend that we shall never 
know? 

DOLLY. Oh Gloria, dont. It’s barbarous. 

GLORIA [with quiet scorn] What is the use of 
being weak? You see what has happened 
with this gentleman here, mother. The same 
thing has happened to me. 

MRS CLANDON 


What do 
1 ? 


you 

P .. I mean? 

DOLLY V , J Oh, tell us! 

PHILIP I What happened 

to you? 

GLORIA. Oh, nothing of any consequence. 
[S'Ae turns away from them and strolls up to the 
easy chair at the fireplace, where she sits down, 
almost with her back to them. As they wait 
expectantly, she adds, over her shoulder, with 
studied indifference] On board the steamer, 
the first officer did me the honor to propose 
to me. 

DOLLY. No: it was to me. 

MRS CLANDON. The first officer! Are you 
serious, Gloria? What did you say to him? 
[Correcting herself] Excuse me: I have no 
right to ask that. 

GLORIA. The answer is pretty obvious. A 
woman who does not know who her father 
was cannot accept such an offer. 

MRS CLANDON. Surely you did not want to 


accept it! 

oix)RiA [turning a little and raising her voice] 
No; but suppose I had wanted to! 

PHILIP. Did that difficulty strike you, Dolly? 

DOLLY. No. I accepted him. 

GLORIA 'j [all f Accepted him! 

MRS CLANDON [ Crying out i Dolly! 

PHILIP j together] [ Oh, I say! 

DOLLY [ncLively] He did look such a fool! 

MRS CLANDON. But why did you do such a 
thing, Dolly? 

DOLLY. For fun, I suppose. He had to 
measure my finger for a ring. Youd have 
done the same thing yourself. 

MRS CLANDON. No, Dolly, I would not. As a 
matter of fact the first officer did propose to 
me; and I told him to keep that sort of thing 
for women who were young enough to be 
amused by it. He appears to have acted on 
my advice. [She rises and goes to the hearth]. 
Gloria: I am sorry you think me weak; but I 
cannot tell- you what you want. You are all 
too young. 

PHILIP. This is rather a startling departure 
from Twentieth Century principles. 

DOLLY [quoting] "Answer all your children’s 
questions, and answer them truthfully, as 
soon as they are old enough to ask them.” 
See Twentieth Century Motherhood — 

PHILIP. Page one. 

DOLLY. Chapter one. 

PHILIP. Sentence one. 

MRS CLANDON. My dears: I do not mean 
that you are too young to know. I mean that 
you are too young to be taken into my confi- 
dence. You are very bright children, all of 
you; but you are still very inexperienced and 
consequently sometimes very unsympathetic. 
There are experiences of mine that I cannot 
bear to speak of except to those who have 
gone through what I have gone through. I 
hope you will never be qualified for such 
confidences. 

PHILIP. Another grievance, Dolly! 

DOLLY. We’re not sympathetic. 

GLORIA [leaning forward in her chair and 
looking earnestly up at her mother] Mother: I 
did not mean to be unsympathetic. 

MRS CLANDON [affectionately] Of course not, 
dear. I quite understand! 

GLORIA [n«Vig] But, mother — 

MRS CLANDON [drawing back a little] Yes? 

GixiRiA [obstmately] It is nonsense to tell us 
that our father is nothing to us. 

MRS CLANDON [provoked to sudden resolution] 



180 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


Do you remember your father? 

GLORIA [meditatively i as if the recollectio7i 
were a tender one^ I am not quite sure. I 
think so. 

MRS CLAN DON [grimly^ You are not sure? 

GLORIA. No. 

MRS CLANDON [with quict force] Gloria: if I 
had ever struck you [Gloria recoils: Phil and 
Dolly are disagreeably shocked: all three stare 
at her, revolted, as she continues mercilessly ] — 
struck you purposely, deliberately, with the 
intention of hurting you, with a whip bought 
for the purpose! would you remember that, 
do you think? [Gloria utters an exclamation of 
indignant repulsion]. That would have been 
your last recollection of your father, Gloria, 
if I had not taken you away from him. I have 
kept him out of your life: keep him now out 
of mine by never mentioning him to me 
again. 

Gloria, with a shudder, covers her face with 
her hands until, hearing someone at the door, she 
recomposes herself Mrs Clandon sits down on 
the sofa, Valentine returns. 

VALENTINE. I hope I VC not kept you wait- 
ing. That landlord of mine is really an extra- 
ordinary old character. 

DOLLY [eagerly] Oh, tell us. How long has 
he given you to pay? 

MRS CLANDON [distracted by her child's man- 
ners] Dolly, Dolly, Dolly dear! You must 
not ask questions. 

DOLLY [demurely] So sorry. Youll tell us, 
wont you, Mr Valentine? 

VALENTINE. He docsnt want his rent at all. 
He’s broken his tooth on a Brazil nut; and 
he wants me to look at it and to lunch with 
him afterwards. 

DOLLY. Then have him up and pull his 
tooth out at once; and we’ll bring him to 
lunch too. Tell the maid to fetch him along. 
[5^^ runs to the bell and rings it vigorously. 
Then, with a sudden doubt, she turns to V alen- 
iine and adds] I suppose he’s respectable? 
really respectable? 

VALENTINE. Perfectly. Not like me. 

DOLLY. Honest Injun? 

Mrs Clatidon gasps faintly; but her powers 
of remonstrance are exhausted. 

VALENTINE. Honcst Injuii! 

DOLLY. Then olF with you and bring him 
up. 

VALENTINE [looking duUously at Mrs Clandon] 
I dare say he’d be delighted if — cr — ? 

MRS CLANDON [rising and looking at her watch] 


I shall be happy to see your friend at lunch 
if you can persuade him to come; but I cant 
wait to see him now: I have an appointment 
at the hotel at a quarter to one with an old 
friend whom I have not seen since I left 
England eighteen years ago. Will you 
excuse me? 

VALENTINE. Certainly, Mrs Clandon. 

GLORIA. Shall I come? 

MRS CLANDON. No, dear. I want to be alone. 
[She goes out, evidently still a good deal troubled]. 

Valentine opens the door for her and follows 
her. 

PHILIP [significantly to Dolly] Hmhm! 

DOLLY [significantly to Phil] Ahah! 

The parlormaid answers the bell. 

DOLLY. Shew the old gentleman up. 

THE PARLORMAID [puzzlcd] Madam? 

DOLLY. The old gentleman with the tooth- 
ache. 

PHILIP. The landlord. 

THE PARLORMAID. Mr Crampton, sir? 

PHILIP. Is his name Crampton? 

DOLLY [to Phil] Sounds rheumaticky, doesnt 
it? 

PHILIP. Chalkstones, probably. 

DOLLY. Shew Mr Crampstones up. 

THE PARLORMAID [govig out] Mr Crampton, 
miss. 

DOLLY [repeating it to herself like a lesson] 
Crampton, Crampton, Crampton, Crampton, 
Crampton. [5Ae sits down studiously at the 
writing-table] I must get that name right, or 
Heaven knows what I shall call him. 

GLORIA. Phil: can you believe such a horrible 
thing as that about our father? what mother 
said just now. 

PHILIP. Oh, there are lots of people of that 
kind. Old Chamico used to thrash his wife 
and daughters with a cart whip. 

DOLLY [contemptuously] Yes, a Portuguese! 

PHILIP. When you come to men who are 
brutes, there is much in common between 
the Portuguese and the English variety, 
Doll. Trust my knowledge of human nature. 
[He resumes his position on the hearth-rug with 
an elderly and responsible air]. 

GLORIA [7vith angered remorse] I dont think 
we shall ever play again at our old game of 
guessing what our father was to be like. 
Dolly: are you sorry for your father? the 
father with lots of money! 

DOLLY. Oh come! What about your father? 
the lonely old man with the tender aching 
heart! He’s pretty well burst up, I think. 
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PHILIP. There can be no doubt that the would come too. 
governor is an exploded superstition. crampton [gratefully, after looking at her 

tine is heard talking to somebody outside the earnestly for a moment^ Thank you. I will 
door\ But hark! he comes. come with pleasure. 

GLORIA [nervously'] Who? gloria r Thank you very 

DOLLY. Chalkstones. r /‘y 7 much — er — 

PHILIP. Sh! Attention! [They put on their dolly I \ So glad — er — 

best manners, Phil adds in a lower voice to philip Delighted, Tm sure 

Gloria] If he’s good enough for the lunch, V — er — 

I’ll nod to Dolly; and if she nods to you, The conversation drops. Gloria and Dolly 
invite him straight away. look at one another; then at Valentine and Phil. 

V alentine comes back with his landlord. Mr V alentine and Phil, unequal to the occasion, look 

Fergus Crampton is a man of about sixty, with away from them at one another, and are instantly 

an atrociously obstinate ill tempered grasping so disconcerted by catching one another's eye, 

mouth, and a dogmatic voice. There is no sign that they look back again and catch the eyes of 

of straitened means or commercial diffidence Gloria and Dolly. Thus, catching one another 

about him: he is rvell dressed, and would be all round, they all look at nothing and are quite 

classed at a guess as a prosperous master- at a loss. Crampton looks at them, waiting for 
manufacturer in a business inherited from an old them to begin. The silence becomes unbearable, 
family in the aristocracy of trade. Ilis navy blue dolly [suddenly, to keep things going] How 
coat is not of the usual fashionable pattern. It is old are you, Mr Crampton? 

not exactly a pilot's coat; but it is cut that way, gloria [hastily] I am afraid we must be 
double breasted, and with stout buttons and going, Mr Valentine. It is understood, then, 
broad lappels: a coat for a shipyard rather than that we meet at half past one. makes for 

a counting house. He has taken a fancy to the door. Phil goes with her. Valentine retreats 
Valentine, who cares nothing for his crossness to the bell], 

valentine. Half past one. [He rings the bell]. 
Many thanks. [He follows Gloria and Phil to 
the door, and goes out with the7n]. 

DOLLY [who has meanwhile stolen across to 
Crampton] Make him give you gas. It’s five 
shillings extra; but it’s worth it. 

CRAMPTON Very well. [Lookingmore 

earnestly at her] So you want to know my age, 
do you? I’m fifty seven. 

DOLLY [n'ith conviction] You look it. 
CRAMPTON [gT^imly] I dare say I do. 

DOLLY. What are you looking at me so 
hard for? Anything wrong? [She feels whether 
her hat is right]. 

CRAMPTON. Youre like somebody. 

DOLLY. Who? 

CRAMPTON. Well, you have a curious look 
of my mother. 

DOLLY [incredulously] Your mother!!! Quite 
sure you dont mean your daughter? 

CRAMPTON [suddenly blackening with hate] 
Yes: I’m quite sure I dont mean my daugh- 
ter. 

DOLLY [sympathetically] Tooth bad? 
CRAMPTON. No, no: nothing. A twinge of 
memory, Miss Clandon, not of toothache. 

DOLLY. Have it out. “Pluck from the 
memory a rooted sorrow.” With gas, five 
shillings extra. 


of grain, and treats him with a disrespectfxd 
humanity for which he is secretly grateful. 

valentine. May I introduce? This is Mr 
Crampton: Miss Dorothy Clandon, Mr Philip 
Clandon, Miss Clandon. [Crampton stands 
nervously bowing. They all bow]. Sit down, Mr 
Crampton. 

DOLLY [pointing to the operating chair] That 
is the most comfortable chair, Mr Ch — 
crampton. 

CRAMPTON. Thank you; but wont this young 
lady — [indicating Gloria, who is close to the 
chair]} 

GLORIA. Thank you, Mr Crampton: we are 
just going. 

valentine [bustling him across to the chair 
with good-humored peremptoriness] Sit down, 
sit down. Youre tired. 

CRAMPTON. Well, perhaps as I am consider- 
ably the oldest person present, I — [he finishes 
the sentence by sitting down a little rheumatically 
in the operating chair. Meanivhile Phil, having 
studied him critically during his passage across 
the room, nods to Dolly; and Dolly nods to 
Gloria]. 

GLORIA. Mr Crampton: we understand that 
we are preventing Mr Valentine from lunch- 
ing with you by taking him away ourselves. 
My mother would be very glad indeed if you 
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CRAMPTON [vindictively] No, not a sorrow. 
An injury that was done me once: thats all. 
I dont forget injuries; and I dont want to 
forget them. [His features settle into an impla- 
cable frown\ 

DOLLY [looking critically at ki?n] I dont think 
we shall like you when you are brooding 
over your injuries. 

PHILIP [who has entered the room unobserved, 
and stolen behind her] My sister means well, 
Mr Crampton; but she is indiscreet. Now 
Dolly: outside! [He takes her towards the 
door], 

DOLLY [in a perfectly audible undertone] He 
says he*s only fifty seven and he thinks me 
the image of his mother and he hates his 
daughter and — [SAe is interrupted by the return 
of V alentine], 

VALENTINE. Miss Clandon has gone on. 

PHILIP. Dont forget half past one. 

DOLLY. Mind you leave Mr Crampton 
enough teeth to eat with. [They go out], 

Valentine comes to his cabinet, and opens it, 

CRAMPTON. Thats a spoiled child, Mr Valen- 
tine. Thats one of your modern products. 
When I was her age, I had many a good 
hiding fresh in my memory to teach me 
manners. 

VALENTINE [taking up his dental mirror and 
probe] What did you think of her sister? 

CRAMPTON. You liked her bettor, eh? 

VALENTINE [rhapsodically] She struck me as 
being — [He checks himself, and adds, prosaic- 
ally] However, thats not business. [He 
assumes his professional tone]. Open, please. 
[Crampton opens his mouth, Valentine puts the 
mirror in, and examines his teeth], Hm! Youve 
smashed that one. What a pity to spoil such 
a splendid set of teeth! Why do you crack 
nuts with them? [He withdraws the mirror, and 
comes forward to converse with his patient], 

CRAMPTON. Ive always cracked nuts with 
them: what else are they for? [Dogmatically] 
The proper way to keep teeth good is to 
give them plenty of use on bones and nuts, 
and wash them every day with soap: plain 
yellow soap. 

VALENTINE. Soap! Why soap ? 

CRAMPTON. I began using it as a boy 
because I was made to; and Ive used it ever 
since. And Ive never had toothache in my 
life. 

VALENTINE. Dont you find it rather nasty? 

CRAMPTON. I found that most things that 
were good for me were nasty. But I was 


taught to put up with them, and made to 
put up with them. I’m used to it now; in 
fact I like the taste when the soap is really 
good. 

VALENTINE [making a wry face in spite of 
himself] You seem to have been very care- 
fully educated, Mr Crampton. 

CRAMPTON [grimly] I wasnt spoiled, at all 
events. 

VALENTINE [sviUing a Utile to himself] Are 
you quite sure? 

CRAMPTON [crustily] What d’y’ mean? 

VALENTINE. Well, your teeth are good, I 
admit. But Ive seen just as good in very self- 
indulgent mouths. [He goes to the cabinet and 
changes the probe for another one], 

CRAMPTON. It’s not the effect on the teeth: 
it’s the effect on the character. 

VALENTINE [placably] Oh, the character! I 
see. [He recommences operations], A little 
wider, please. Hm! Why do you bite so hard? 
youve broken the tooth worse than you 
broke the Brazil nut. It will have to come 
out: it’s past saving. [He withdraws the probe 
and again comes to the side of the chair to 
converse], Dont be alarmed: you shant feel 
anything. I’ll give you gas. 

CRAMPTON. Rubbish, man: I want none of 
your gas. Out with it! People were taught 
to bear necessary pain in my day. 

VALENTINE, Oh, if you like being hurt, all 
right. I’ll hurt you as much as you like, with- 
out any extra charge for the beneficial effect 
on your character. 

CRAMPTON [rising and glaring at him] Young 
man: you owe me six weeks rent. 

VALENTINE. I do. 

CRAMPTON. Can you pay me? 

VALENTINE. No. 

CRAMPTON [satisfied with his advantage] I 
thought not. [He sits down again]. How soon 
d’y’ think youll be able to pay me if you 
have no better manners than to make game 
of your patients? 

VALENTINE. My good sir*. my patients havnt 
all formed their characters on kitchen soap. 

CRAMPTON [suddenly grippmg him by the arm 
as he turns away again to the cabinet] So much 
the worse for them! I tell you you dont 
understand my character. If I could spare 
all my teeth, I’d make you pull them out 
one after another to shew you what a properly 
hardened man can go through with when he’s 
made up his mind to it. [He nods at Valentine 
to emphasize this declaration, and releases him]. 
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VALENTINE curekss pleasantry quite un- 
ruffled] And you want to be more hardened, 
do you? 

CRAMPTON. Yes. 

VALENTINE [strolUng away to the bell] Well, 
youre quite hard enough for me already — 
as a landlord. [Crampton receives this rviih a 
growl of grim humor, Valentine rings ike bell, 
and remarks in a cheerful casual way, whilst 
wailing for it to be answered] Wliy did you 
never get married, Mr Crampton? A wife 
and children would have taken some of the 
hardness out of you. 

CRAMPTON \jviih unexpected ferocity] What 
the devil is that to you? 

The parlormaid appears at the door, 

VALENTINE [poUtely] Somc warm water, 
please. [She retires; and Valentine comes hack 
to the cabinet, not at all put out by Crampton s 
rudeness, and carries on the conversation fvkilst 
he selects a forceps and places it ready to his 
hand with a gag and a tumbler]. You were 
asking me what the devil that was to me. 
Well, I have an idea of getting married 
myself. 

CRAMPTON [7vith grumbling irony] Naturally, 
sir, naturally. When a young man has come 
to his last farthing, and is within twenty 
four hours of having his furniture distrained 
upon by his landlord, he marries. Ive noticed 
that before. Well, marry; and be miserable. 

VALENTINE. Oh comc! what do you know 
about it?- 

CRAMPTON. I’m not a bachelor. 

VALENTINE. Then there is a Mrs Crampton? 

CRAMPTON [wincing with a pang of resentment] 
Yes: damn her! 

VALENTINE [unperturbed] Hm! A father, too, 
perhaps, as well as a husband, Mr Crampton? 

CRAMPTON. Three children. 

VALENTINE [poUiely] Damn them? eh? 

CRAMPTON [jealously] No, sir: the children 
are as much mine as hers. 

The parlormaid brings in a jug of hot water, 

VALENTINE. Thank you. [She gives him the 
jug ayid goes out. He brmgs it to the cabinet, 
continuing in the same idle strain] I really should 
like to know your family, Mr Crampton. [He 
pours some hot water into the tumbler], 

CRAMPTON. Sorry I cant introduce you, sir. 
I’m happy to say that I dont know where 
they are, and dont care, so long as they keep 
out of my way. [Valentine, with a hitch of his 
eyebrows and shoulders, drops the forceps with a 
clink into the hoi water]. You neednt warm 


that thing to use on me. I’m not afraid of 
the cold steel. [Valentine stoops to arrange the 
gas pump and cylinder beside the chair], Whats 
that heavy thing? 

VALENTINE. Oh, ncvcr mind. Something to 
put my foot on, to get the necessary purchase 
for a good pull. [Crampton looks alarmed in 
spite of himself. V alentine stands upright and 
places the glass with the forceps ready to his 
hand, chatting on with provoking indifference]. 
And so you advise me not to get married, 
Mr Crampton? [He puts his foot on the lever 
by which the chair is raised and lowered], 

CRAMPTON [irritably] I advise you to get my 
tooth out and have done reminding me of my 
wife. Come along, man. [He grips the arms of 
the chair and braces himself], 

VALENTINE. What do you bet that I dont 
get that tooth out without your feeling it? 

CRAMPTON. Your six weeks rent, young man. 
Dont you gammon me. 

VALENTINE [jumping at the bet and sending 
him aloft vigorously] Done! Are you ready? 

Crampton, who has lost his grip of the chair 
in his alarm at its sudden ascent, folds his arms; 
sits stiffly upright; and prepares for the worst, 
Valentine suddenly lets down the back of the 
chair to an obtuse angle. 

CRAMPTON [clutching at the arms of the chair 
as befalls hack] P! take care, man! I’m quite 
helpless in this po — 

VALENTINE [deftly stopping him with the gag, 
and snatching up the mouthpiece of the gas 
ynachine] Youll be more helpless presently. 

He presses the mouthpiece over Crampton s 
mouth and nose, leaning over his chest so as to 
hold his head and shoulders ivell down on the 
chair, Crampton makes an inarticulate sound in 
the mouthpiece and tries to lay hands on V alen- 
tine, whom he supposes to be in front of him. 
After a moment his arms wave aimlessly, then 
subside and drop. He is quite insensible. V alen- 
tine throws aside the mouthpiece quickly; picks 
the forceps adroitly from the glass; and — . 

ACT II 

On the terrace at the Marine Hotel. It is a 
square flagged platform, glaring in the sun, and 
fenced on the sea?vard edge by a parapet. The 
head waiter, busy laying napkins on a luncheon 
table rvith his back to the sea, has the hotel on his 
right, and on his left, in the corner nearest the 
sea, a flight of steps leading down to the beach. 
When he looks do7vn the terrace in fro7U of him 
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he sees, a liltle io his left, a middle aged gentle- 
man silting on a chair of iron laths at a little iron 
table with a hofvl of lump sugar on it, reading an 
ultra-Conservative newspaper, with his umbrella 
up to defend him from the sun, which, in August 
and at less than an hour after noon, is toasting 
his protended insteps. At the hotel side of the ter- 
race, there is a garden seat of the ordinary espla?i- 
ade pattern. Access to the hotel for visitors is by 
an entrance in the middle of its facade. Nearer 
the parapet there lurks a way io the kitchen, 
masked by a little trellis porch. The table at which 
the waiter is occupied is a long one, set across the 
terrace with covers and chairs for five, two at 
each side and one at the end next the hotel. 
Against the parapet another table is prepared as 
a buffet to serve from. 

The waiter is a remarkable person in his way. 
A silky old man, white haired and delicate look- 
ing, but so cheerful and contented that in his en- 
couraging presence ambition stands rebuked as 
vulgarity, and imagination as treason to the 
abounding sufficiency and interest of the actual. 
He has a certain expression peculiar to men who 
are pre-eminent in their callings, and who, whilst 
aware of the vanity of success, are untouched by 
envy. 

The gentleman at the iron table is not dressed 
for the seaside. He wears his London frock coat 
and gloves; and his tall silk hat is on the table 
beside the sugarhowl. The excellent condition and 
quality of these garments and the gold-rimmed 
folding spectacles through which he is reading, 
testify to his respectability. He is about fifty, 
clean-shaven and close-cropped, with the corners 
of his mouth turned down purposely, as if he 
suspected them of wanting to turn up, and was 
determined not to let them have their way. He 
keeps his brow resolutely wide open, as if, again, 
he had resolved in his youth io be truthful, mag- 
nanimous, and incorruptible, but had never suc- 
ceeded in making that habit of mind automatic 
and unconscious. Still, he is by no means to be 
laughed at. There is no sign of stupidity or in- 
firmity of 7vill about him: on the contrary, he 
would pass anywhere at sight as a man of more 
than average professional capacity and responsi- 
bility. Just at present he is enjoying the weather 
and the sea too much to be out of patience; but he 
has exhausted all the neivs in his paper, and is at 
present reduced to the advertisements, which are 
not sufficiently succulent io induce him to per- 
severe with them. 

THE GENTLEMAN [yawning and giving up the 
paper as a bad job] Waiter I 


WAITER. Sir? [coming to him]. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Are you quite sure Mrs 
Clandon is coming back before lunch? 

WAITER. Quite sure, sir. She expects you at 
a quarter to one, sir. [The gentleman, soothed 
at once by the waiter s voice, looks at him with a 
lazy smile. It is a quiet voice, 7i ith a gentle 7nelody 
in it that gives sympathetic interest to his most 
conDnonplace remark; and he speaks 7vith the 
S7veetest propriety, neither dropping his aitches 
nor misplacing them, nor committing any other 
vulgarism. He looks at his watch as he con- 
tinues] Not that yet, sir, is it? 12.43, sir. Only 
two minutes more to wait, sir. Nice morning, 
sir! 

THE GENTLEMAN. Yesi Very fresh after 
London. 

WAITER. Yes, sir: so all our visitors say, sir. 
Very nice family, Mrs Clandon 's, sir. 

THE GENTLEMAN. You like them, do you? 

WAITER. Yes, sir. They have a free way 
with them that is very taking, sir, very taking 
indeed: especially the young lady and gentle- 
man. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Miss Dorothea and Mr 
Philip, I suppose. 

WAITER. Yes, sir. The young lady, in giving 
an order, or the like of that, will say, “Re- 
member, William: we came to this hotel on 
your account, having heard what a perfect 
waiter you are.“ The young gentleman will 
tell me that I remind him strongly of his 
father [the gentleman starts at this] and that 
he expects me to act by him as such. [kViih a 
soothing sunny cadence] Oh, v e r y pleasant, sir, 
very affable and pleasant indeed! 

THE GENTLEMAN. You like his father! [He 
laughs at the notion]. 

WAITER. Oh sir, we must not take what they 
say too seriously. Of course, sir, if it were 
true, the young lady w'ould have seen the 
resemblance too, sir. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Did she? 

WAITER. No, sir. She thought me like the 
bust of Shakespear in Stratford Church, sir. 
That is why she calls me William, sir. My 
real name is Walter, sir. [He turns to go back 
to the table, and sees Mrs Clandon coming up to 
the terrace from the beach by the steps]. Here is 
Mrs Clandon, sir. [To Mrs Clandon in an un- 
obtrusively confidential tone] Gentleman for 
you, maam. 

MRS CLANDON. We shall have two more 
gentlemen at lunch, William. 

WAITER. Right, maam. Thank you, maam. 



YOU NEVER CAN TELL 


185 


[He withdraws into the hotel]. 

Mrs Clandon comes forward looking for her 
visitor, but passes over the gentleman without any 
sign of recognition. 

THE GENTLEMAN [peering at her quaintly from 
under the umbrella] Dont you know me? 

MRS CLANDON [incredulously , looking hard at 
him] Are you Finch M‘Comas? 

m‘comas. Cant you guess? [He shuts the 
umbrella; puis it aside; and jocularly plants him- 
self with his hands on his hips to be inspected]. 

MRS CLANDON. I believe you are. [5/ie gives 
him her hand. The shake that ensues is that of 
old friends after a long separatioyi]. Wheres 
your beard? 

m‘comas [humorously solemn] Would you 
employ a solicitor with a beard? 

MRS CLANDON [pointing to the silk hat on the 
table] Is that your hat? 

m‘ COMAS. Would you employ a solicitor 
with a sombrero? 

MRS CLANDON. I have thought of you all 
these eighteen years with the beard and the 
sombrero. [-S/fe sits down on the garden seat. 
M* Comas takes his chair again]. Do you go to 
the meetings of the Dialectical Society still? 

m‘comas [gravely] I do not frequent meet- 
ings now. 

MRS CLANDON. Finch*. I see what has hap- 
pened. You have become respectable. 

m'comas. Havnt you? 

MRS CLANDON. Not a bit. 

mVomas. You hold to our old opinions still? 

MRS CLANDON. As firmly as ever. 

m'comas. Bless me! And you are still ready 
to make speeches in public, in spite of your 
sex [Mrs Clandon nods]’, to insist on a married 
woman’s right to her own separate property 
[she nods again]', to champion Darwin’s view* 
of the origin of species and John Stuart Mill’s 
Essay on Liberty [nod]', to read Huxley, 
Tyndall, and George Eliot [three and to 

demand University degrees, the opening of 
the professions, and the parliamentary fran- 
chise for women as w'ell as men? 

MRS clandon [resolutely] Yes: I have not 
gone back one inch; and I have educated 
Gloria to take up my work wdien I must leave 
it. That is what has brought me back to Eng- 
land. I felt I had no right to bury her alive in 
Madeira: my St Helena, Finch. I suppose 
she will be howled at as I was; but she is 
prepared for that. 

m‘comas. Howded at! My dear good lady: 
there is nothing in any of those views nowa- 


days to prevent her marrying an archbishop. 
You reproached me just now for having be- 
come respectable. You were wrong: I hold 
to our old opinions as strongly as ever. I dont 
go to church; and I dont pretend I do. I call 
myself w'hat I am: a Philosophic Radical 
standing for liberty and the rights of the 
individual, as I learnt to do from my master 
Herbert Spencer. Am I howded at? No: I’m 
indulged as an old fogey. I’m out of every- 
thing, because Ive refused to bow the knee 
to Socialism. 

MRS clandon [shocked] Socialism! 

m'comas. Yes: Socialism. Thats what Miss 
Gloria will be up to her ears in before the end 
of the month if you let her loose here. 

MRS clandon But I can prove 

to her that Socialism is a fjillacy. 

m'comas [touchingly] It is by proving that, 
Mrs Clandon, that I have lost all my young 
disciples. Be careful what you do: let her go 
her own way. [JViih some bitterness] We’re old 
fashioned: the w'orld thinks it has left us be- 
hind. There is only one place in all England 
where your opinions would still pass as 
advanced. 

MRS clandon [scornfully unconvinced] The 
Church, perhaps? 

m'comas. No: the theatre. And now to 
business! Why have you made me come down 
here? 

MRS clandon. Well,partlybecause I wanted 
to see you — 

m'comas [rvith good-humored irony] Thanks. 

MRS CLANDON. — and partly because I want 
you to explain everything to the children. 
They know nothing; and now that we have 
come back to England it is impossible to 
leave them in ignorance any longer. [Agi- 
tated] Finch: I cannot bring myself to tell 
them. I — 

She is interrupted by the twins a?id Gloria. 
Dolly comes tearing up the steps, racing Phil, 
who combines terrific speed with an unhurried 
propriety of bearing which, however, costs him 
the race, as Dolly reaches her mother first and 
almost upsets the garden seat by the precipitancy 
of her embrace. 

DOLLY [breathless] It’s all right, mamma. 
The dentist is coming; and he’s bringing his 
old man. 

MRS CLANDON. Dolly, dear: dont you see 
Mr M'Comas? [M* Comas rises, smiling]. 

DOLLY [her face falling with the most dispar- 
agingly obvious disappointment] This! Where 



186 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


are the flowing locks? 

PHILIP [seconding her warmly] Where the 
beard? the cloak? the poetic exterior? 

DOLLY. Oh, Mr M'Comas, youve gone and 
spoiled yourself. Why didnt you wait til we’d 
seen you? 

m‘ COMAS [taken aback, hut rallying his humor 
to meet the emergency] Because eighteen years 
is too long for a solicitor to go without having 
his hair cut. 

GLORIA [at the other side of M* Comas] How 
do you do, Mr M* Com as? [He turns; and she 
takes his hand and presses it, with a frank 
straight look into his eyes]. We are glad to meet 
you at last. 

m‘ COMAS. Miss Gloria, I presume? [Gloria 
smiles assent; releases his hand after a final 
pressure; and retires behind the garden seat, 
leaning over the back beside Mrs Clandon]. And 
this young gentleman? 

PHILIP. I was christened in a comparatively 
prosaic mood. My name is — 

DOLLY [completing his sentence for him de- 
clamatorily] “Norval. On the Grampian 
hills”— 

PHILIP [declaiming gravely] ” My father 
feeds his flock, a frugal swain” — 

MRS CLANDON [remonstrating] Dear, dear 
children: dont be silly. Everything is so new 
to them here. Finch, that they are in the 
wildest spirits. They think every English- 
man they meet is a joke. 

DOLLY. Well, so he is: it’s not our fault. 

PHILIP. My knowledge of human nature 
is fairly extensive, Mr M'Comas; but I find 
it impossible to take the inhabitants of this 
island seriously. 

m’ COMAS. I presume, sir, you are Master 
Philip [offering his hand]. 

PHILIP [taking M* Comas's hand and looking 
solemnly at him] I was Master Philip: was so 
for many years; just as you were once Master 
Finch. [He gives the hand a single shake and 
drops it; then turns away, exclaiming medi- 
tatively] How strange it is to look back on our 
boyhood! 

DOLLY [to Mrs Clandon] Has Finch had a 
drink? 

MRS CLANDON [remonstrating] Dearest: Mr 
M‘ Comas will lunch with us. 

DOLLY. Have you ordered for seven? Dont 
forget the old gentleman. 

MRS CLANDON. I havc not forgotten him, 
dear. What is his name? 

DOLLY. Chalks tones. He’ll be here at half 


past one. [To M* Comas] Are we like what 
you expected? 

MRS CLANDON [earnestly, even a little per- 
emptorily] Dolly: Mr M‘ Comas has something 
more serious than that to tell you. Children: 
I have asked my old friend to answer the 
question you asked this morning. He is your 
father’s friend as well as mine; and he will 
tell you the story of my married life more 
fairly than I could. Gloria: are you satisfied? 

GLORIA [gravely attentive] Mr M‘ Comas is 
very kind. 

m‘ COMAS [nervously] Not at all, my dear 
young lady: not at all. At the same time, 
this is rather sudden. I was hardly prepared 
— er — 

DOLLY [suspiciously] Oh, we dont want any- 
thing prepared. 

PHILIP [exhorting him] Tell us the truth. 

DOLLY [emphatically] Bald headed. 

m'comas [nettled] I hope you intend to take 
what I have to say seriously. 

PHILIP [with profound gravity] I hope it will 
deserve it, Mr M’Comas. My knowledge of 
human nature teaches me not to expect too 
much. 

MRS CLANDON [remonstrating] Phil — 

PHILIP. Yes, mother: all right. I beg your 
pardon, Mr M'Comas: dont mind us. 

DOLLY [in conciliation] We mean well. 

PHILIP. Shut up, both. 

Dolly holds her lips. M* Comas takes a chair 
from the luncheon table; places it betweeii the 
little table and the garden seat, with Dolly on his 
right and Phil on his left; and settles himself in 
it with the air of a man about to begin a long 
communication. The Clandons watch him ex- 
pectantly. 

m‘ COMAS. Ahem! Your father — 

DOLLY. How old is he? 

PHILIP. Sh! 

MRS CLANDON [softly] Dear Dolly: dont let 
us interrupt Mr M’ Comas. 

m’comas [emphatically] Thank you, Mrs 
Clandon. Thank you. [To Dolly] Your father 
is fifty-seven. 

DOLLY [with a bound, startled and excited] 
Fifty-seven!! Where does he live? 

MRS CLANDON [remonstrating] Dolly! Dolly! 

M* COMAS [stopping her] Let me answer that, 
Mrs Clandon. The answer will surprise you 
considerably. He lives in this town. 

Mrs Clandon rises, intensely angry, but sits 
down again, speechless: Gloria watching her 
perplexedly. 
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DOLLY \with convictiori] I knew it. Phil: 
Chalkstones is our father! 

m‘comas. Chalkstones! 

DOLLY. Oh, Crampstones, or whatever it is. 
He said I was like his mother. I knew he 
must mean his daughter. 

PHILIP [very seriously] Mr M‘ Comas: I de- 
sire to consider your feelings in every pos- 
sible way; but I warn you that if you stretch 
the long arm of coincidence to the length of 
telling me that Mr Crampton of this town 
is my father, I shall decline to entertain the 
information for a moment. 

m‘comas. And pray why? 

PHILIP. Because I have seen the gentle- 
man; and he is entirely unfit to be my father, 
or Dolly’s father, or Gloria’s father, or my 
mother’s husband. 

m‘ COMAS. Oh, indeed! Well, sir, let me tell 
you that whether you like it or not, he is 
your father, and your sisters’ fathet, and 
Mrs Clandon’s husband. Now! What have 
you to say to that? 

DOLLY [whim'perin^ You neednt be so cross. 
Crampton isnt your father. 

PHILIP. Mr M'Comas: your conduct is 
heartless. Here you find a family enjoying 
the unspeakable peace and freedom of being 
orphans. We have never seen the face of a 
relative: never known a claim except the 
claim of freely chosen friendship. And now 
you wish to thrust into the most intimate 
relationship with us a man whom we dont 
know — 

DOLLY [vehemently] An awful old man! [Re- 
proachfully] And you began as if you had 
quite a nice father for us! 

M* COMAS [angrily] How do you know that 
he is not nice? And what right have you to 
choose your own father? [Raising his voice] 
Let me tell you. Miss Clandon, that you are 
too young to — 

DOLLY [interrupting him suddenly and eagerly] 
Stop: I forgot! Has he any money? 

m‘ COMAS. He has a great deal of money. 

DOLLY [delighted] Oh, what did I always 
say, Phil? 

PHILIP. Dolly: we have perhaps been con- 
demning the old man too hastily. Proceed, 
Mr M‘Comas. 

m‘ COMAS. I shall not proceed, sir. I am too 
hurt, too shocked, to proceed. 

MRS CLANDON [strugglhig with her temper] 
Finch: do you realize what is happening? Do 
you understand that my children have in- 


vited that man to lunch, and that he will be 
here in a few moments? 

m'comas [completely upset] What! Do you 
mean? am I to understand? is it — 

PHILIP [impressively] Steady, Finch. Think 
it out slowly and carefully. He’s coming: 
coming to lunch. 

GLORIA. Which of us is to tell him the truth? 
Have you thought of that? 

MRS CLANDON. Finch: you must tell him. 

DOLLY. Oh, Finch is no good at telling 
things. Look at the mess he has made of 
telling us. 

m'comas. I have not been allowed to speak. 
I protest against this. 

TiOUu\ [taking his armcoaxingly] Dear Finch: 
dont be cross. 

MRS CLANDON. Gloria: let us go in. He may 
arrive at any moment. 

GLORIA [proudly] Do not stir, mother. I 
shall not stir. We must not run away. 

MRS CLANDON. My dear*, we cannot sit down 
to lunch just as we are. We shall come back 
again. We must have no bravado. [Gloria 
winces, and goes into the hotel without a rvord]. 
Come, Dolly. [As she goes to the hotel door, the 
waiter comes out jviih a tray of plates, etc, for 
two additional covers], 

WAITER. Gentlemen come yet, maam? 

MRS CLANDON. Two niorc to come still, 
thank you. They will be here immediately. 
goes into the hotel]. 

The waiter takes his tray to the service table. 

PHILIP. I have an idea. Mr M'Comas: this 
communication should be made, should it 
not, by a man of infinite tact? 

m’comas. It will require tact, certainly. 

PHILIP. Good! Dolly: whose tact were you 
noticing only this morning? 

DOLLY [seizing the idea with rapture] Oh yes, 
I declare! 

PHILIP. The very man! [Calling] William! 

WAITER. Coming, sir. 

M* comas [horrified] The waiter! Stop! stop! 
I will not permit this. I — 

WAITER [presenting himself between Phil and 
M' Comas] Yes, sir. 

M* Comas* s complexion fades mto stone grey: 
all movement and expression desert his eyes. He 
sits down stupefied. 

PHILIP. William: you remember my request 
to you to regard me as your son? 

WAITER [with respectful indulgence] Yes, sir. 
Anything you please, sir. 

PHILIP. William: at the very outset of your 
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career as my father, a rival has appeared on 
the scene. 

WAITER. Your real father, sir? Well, that 
was to be expected, sooner or later, sir, wasnt 
it? [Turning with a happy smile to M'Comas^ Is 
it you, sir? 

m‘comas [renerved by indignation]. Certainly 
not. M y children know how to behave them- 
selves. 

PHILIP. No, William: this gentleman was 
very nearly my father: he wooed my mother, 
but wooed her in vain. 

m'comas [outraged] Well, of all the — 

PHILIP. Sh! Consequently, he is only our 
solicitor. Do you know one Crampton, of this 
town? 

WAITER. Cock-eyed Crampton, sir, of the 
Crooked Billet, is it? 

PHILIP. I dont know. Finch: does he keep a 
public house? 

m'comas [risingf scandalized] No, no, no. 
Your father, sir, is a well known yacht 
builder, an eminent man here. 

WAITER [impressed] Oh! Beg pardon, sir, 
Fm sure. A son of Mr Crampton’s! Dear me! 

PHILIP. Mr Crampton is coming to lunch 
with us. 

WAITER [puzzled] Yes, sir. [Diplo7natically] 
Dont usually lunch with his family, perhaps, 
sir? 

PHILIP [hnpressively] William: he does not 
know that we are his family. He has .not seen 
us for eighteen years. He wont know us. [7b 
emphasize the communication, Phil seats himself 
on the iron table with a spring, and looks at the 
waiter with his lips compressed and his legs 
swinging]. 

DOLLY. We want you to break the news to 
him, William. 

WAITER. But I should think he*d guess 
when he sees your mother, miss. 

Phil's legs become ?notionless. He contem- 
plates the waiter r aptly. 

DOLLY [dazzled] I never thought of that. 

PHILIP. Nor I. [Coyning off the table and turn- 
ing reproachfully on M* Comas] Nor you! 

DOLLY. And you a solicitor! 

PHILIP. Finch: your professional incom- 
petence is appalling. William: your sagacity 
put us all to shame. 

DOLLY. You really are like Shakespear, 
William. 

WAITER. Not at all, sir. Dont mention it, 
miss. Most happy, Fm sure, sir. [He goes back 
modestly to the luncheon table and lays the two 


additional covers, one at the e?id next the steps, 
and the other so as to make a third on the side 
furthest from the balustrade]. 

PHILIP [abruptly seizing M* Comas's arm and 
leading him towards the hotel] Finch: come and 
wash your hands. 

m'comas. I am thoroughly vexed and hurt, 
Mr Clandon — 

PHILIP [interrupting him] You will get used 
to us. Come, Dolly. [M' Comas shakes him off 
and marches into the hotel. Phil follows with 
unruffled composure]. 

DOLLY [turning for a moment on the steps as 
she follows them] Keep your wits about you, 
William. There will be fireworks. 

WAITER. Right, miss. You may depend on 
me, miss. goes into the hotel]. 

Valentine comes lightly up the steps from the 
beach, followed doggedly by Crampton. Valen- 
tine carries a walking stick. Crampton, either 
because he is old and chilly, or with some idea of 
extenuating the unfashionableness of his reefer 
jacket, wears a light overcoat. He stops at the 
chair left by M' Comas in the middle of the 
terrace, and steadies himself for a moment by 
placing his hand on the back of it. 

CRAMPTON. Those steps make me giddy. 
[He passes his hand over his forehead]. I have 
not got over that infernal gas yet. 

He goes to the iron chair, so that he can lean 
his elbows on the little table to prop his head as he 
sits. He soon recovers, and begins to unbutton his 
overcoat. Meanwhile Valentine interviews the 
waiter. 

VALENTINE. Waiter! 

WAITER [coming forward between them] Yes, 
sir. 

VALENTINE. Mrs Lanfrcy Clandon. 

WAITER [with a sweet smile of welcome] Yes, 
sir. We’re expecting you, sir. That is your 
table, sir. Mrs Clandon will be down pre- 
sently, sir. The young lady and gentleman 
were just talking about your friend, sir. 

VALENTINE. Indeed! 

WAITER [smoothly melodious] Yes, sir. Great 
flow of spirits, sir. A vein of pleasantry, as you 
might say, sir. [Quickly, to Crampton, who has 
risen to get the overcoat off] Beg pardon, sir; but 
if youll allow me [helping him to get the over- 
coat off, and taking it from him]. Thank you, 
sir. [Crampton sits down again; and the waiter 
resumes the broken melody]. The young gentle- 
man’s latest is that youre his father, sir. 

CRAMPTON. What! 

WAITER. Only his joke, sir, his favorite joke. 
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Yesterday, 1 was to be his father. Today, as 
soon as he knew you were coming, sir, he 
tried to put it up on me that you were his 
father; his long lost father! Not seen you for 
eighteen years, he said. 

CRAMPTON [startled] Eighteen years! 

WAITER. Yes, sir. [With gentle archness] But 
I was up to his tricks, sir. I saw the idea com- 
ing into his head as he stood there, thinking 
what new joke he'd have with me. Yes, sir; 
thats the sort he is; very pleasant, ve — ry off- 
hand and affable indeed, sir. [Again changing 
his tempo to say to Valentine^ who is putting his 
stick down against the corner of the garden seat] 
If youll allow me, sir? [He takes Valentine* s 
stick]. Thank you, sir. [Valentine strolls up to 
the luncheon table and looks at the menu. The 
waiter turns to Crampton and continues his lay]. 
Even the solicitor took up the joke, although 
he was in a manner of speaking in my con- 
fidence about the young gentleman, sir. Yes, 
sir, I assure you, sir. You woufd never im- 
agine what respectable professional gentle- 
men from London will do on an outing, when 
the sea air takes them, sir. 

CRAMPTON. Oh, theres a solicitor with them, 
is there? 

WAITER. The family solicitor, sir: yes, sir. 
Name of M'Comas, sir. [He goes towards the 
hotel entrance with the coat and stick, happily 
unconscious of the homhlike effect the name has 
produced on Crampton], 

CRAMPTON [rising in angry alarm] M‘ Comas! 
[Calling to Valentine] Valentine! [Again, 
fiercely] Valentine!! [Valentine turns]. This 
is a plant, a conspiracy. This is my family! 
my children! my infernal wife. 

VALENTINE [coolly] Oil indeed! Interesting 
meeting! [He resumes his study of the menu], 

CRAMPTON. Meeting! Not for me. Let me 
out of this. [Calling across to the waiter] Give 
me that coat. 

WAITER. Yes, sir. [He comes hack; puts Valen- 
tine*s stick carefully dotvn against the luncheon 
table; and delicately shakes the coat out and holds 
it for Crampton to put on], I seem to have done 
the young gentleman an injustice, sir, havnt 
I, sir? 

CRAMPTON. Rrrh! [He stops on the point of 
putting his arms into the sleeves, and turns on 
Valentine with sudden suspiciori], Valentine; 
you are in this. You made this plot. You — 

VALENTINE [decisively] Bosh! [He throws the 
menu down and goes round the table to look out 
unconcernedly over the parapet]. 


CRAMPTON [angrily] What d ye — 

M* Comas, followed by Phil and Dolly, comes 
out, but recoils on seeing Crampton, 

WAITER [softly interruptingCrampton] Steady, 
sir. Here they come, sir. [He takes up Valen- 
tine*s stick and makes for the hotel, throwing the 
coat across his arm,] 

M* Comas turns the corjiers of his mouth re- 
solutely down and crosses to Crampton, who 
draws back and glares, with his hands behind 
him, M* Comas, with his brow opener than ever, 
confronts him in the majesty of a spotless 
conscience, 

WAITER [aside, as he passes Phil on his way 
out] Ive broke it to him, sir. 

PHILIP. Invaluable William! [He passes on 
to the table], 

DOLLY [aside to the waiter] How did he take it? 
WAITER [aside to her] Startled at first, miss; 
but resigned; very resigned indeed, miss. 
[He takes the stick and coat into the hotel], 
m‘ COMAS [having stared Crampton out of 
countenance] So here you are, Mr Crampton. 

CRAMPTON. Yes, here; caught in a trap; a 
mean trap. Are those my children? 

PHILIP [7vith deadly politeness] Is this our 
father, Mr M‘Comas? 
m'comas [stoutly] He is. 

DOLLY [conventionally] Pleased to meet you 
again. [SAe wanders idly rohnd the table, ex- 
changing a grimace with V alentine on the way], 
PHILIP. Allow me to discharge my first 
duty as host by ordering your wine. [He takes 
the wine list from the table, I hs polite attention, 
and Dolly* s unconcerned indifference, leave 
Crampton on the footing of a casual acquaint- 
ance picked up that morning at the dentist* s. The 
consciousness of it goes through the father with 
so keen a pang that he trembles all over; his brow 
becomes ivet; and he stares dumbly at his son, 
7vho,just sensible enough of his own callousness 
to intensely enjoy the humor and adroitness of it, 
proceeds pleasantly] Finch; some crusted old 
port for you, as a respectable family solicitor, 
eh? 

m‘comas [firmly] Apollinaris only. Nothing 
heating. [He walks away to the side of the ter- 
race, like a man putting temptation behind him], 
PHILIP. Valentine — ? 

VALENTINE. Would Lager be considered 
vulgar? 

PHILIP. Probably. We’ll order some. [Turn- 
ing to Crampton with cheerful politeness] And 
now, Mr Crampton, what can we do for you? 
CRAMPTON. What d’ye mean, boy? 
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PHILIP. Boy! [Very solemnly'] Whose fault 
is it that I am a boy? 

Crampton sriatches the wine list rudely from 
him and irresolutely pretends to read it. Philip 
abandons it to him with perfect politeness. 

DOLLY [lookingover Crampton s right shoulder^ 
The whisky's on the last page but one. 

CRAMPTON. Let me alone, child. 

DOLLY. Child! No, no: you may call me 
Dolly if you like; but you mustnt call me 
child. [She slips her arm through PhiVs; and the 
two stand looking at Crampton as if he were 
some eccentric stranger], 

CRAMPTON [mopping his brow in rage and 
agony ^ and yet relieved even by their playing 
with him] M‘ Comas: we are — ha! — going to 
have a pleasant meal. 

m‘ COMAS [resolutely cheerful] There is no 
reason why it should not be pleasant. 

PHILIP. Finch's face is a feast in itself. 

Mrs Clandon and Gloria come from the hotel. 
Mrs Clando?i advances with courageous self- 
possession and marked dig?iity of manner. She 
slops at the foot of the steps to address Valentine, 
who is in her path. Gloria also stops, looking at 
Crampton rvith a certain repulsion. 

MRS CLANDON. Glad to SCO you again, Mr 
Valentine. [He smiles. She passes on and con- 
fronts Crampton, intending to address him with 
complete composure; hut his aspect shakes her. 
She stops suddenly and says anxiously, with a 
touch of remorse] Fergus: you are greatly 
changed. 

CRAMPTON [grimly] I daresay. A man docs 
change in eighteen years. 

MRS CLANDON [troubled] I — I did not mean 
that. I hope your health is good. 

CRAMPTON. Thank you. No: it’s not my 
health. It’s my happiness: thats the change 
you meant, I think. [Breaking out suddenly] 
Look at her, M‘ Comas! Look at her; and 
[with a half laugh, half 5o6] look at me? 

PHILIP. Sh! [Pointing to the hotel entrance, 
where the waiter has just appeared] Order be- 
fore William! 

DOLLY [touching Crampton s arm warningly] 
Ahem! 

The waiter goes to the service table and beckons 
to the kitchen entrance, whence issue a young 
waiter with soup plates, and a cook, in white apron 
and cap, with the soup tureen. The young waiter 
remains and serves: the cook goes out, and re- 
appears from time to time bringing in the courses. 
HemCarves, but does not serve. The waiter comes 
to the end of the luncheon table next the steps. 


MRS CLANDON they assemble at the table] 

I think you have all met one another already 
today. Oh no: excuse me. [Introducing] Mr 
Valentine: Mr M'Comas. goes to the end 
of the table nearest the hotel], Fergus: will you 
take the head of the table, please. 

CRAMPTON. Ha! [Bitterly] The head of the 
table! 

WAITER [holding the chair for him with in- 
offensive encouragemeni] This end, sir. [Cramp- 
ton submits, and takes his seat]. Thank you, sir. 

MRS CLANDON. Mr Valentine*, will you take 
that side [indicating the side next the parapet] 
with Gloria? [Valentine and Gloria take their 
places, Gloria next Crampton and Valentine next 
Mrs Clandon]. Finch: I must put you on this 
side, between Dolly and Phil. You must 
protect yourself as best you can. 

The three take the remaining side of the table, 
Dolly next her mother, Phil next his father. Soup 
is served. 

WAITER [to Crampton] Thick or clear, sir? 

CRAMPTON [to Mrs Clandon] Does nobody 
ask a blessing in this household? 

PHILIP [interj)osing smartly] Let us first 
settle what wc are about to receive. William! 

WAITER, Yes, sir. [He glides srvifily round 
the table to PhiVs left elbow. On his way he 
whispers to the young waiter] Thick. 

PHILIP. Two small I>agers for the children 
as usual, William; and one large for this 
gentleman [indicating Valentine], Large Apol- 
linaris for Mr M'Comas. 

WAITER. Yes, sir. 

DOLLY. Have a six of Irish in it, Finch? 

m'comas [sca7idali::ed] No. No, thank you. 

PHILIP. Number 413 for my mother and 
Miss Gloria as before; and — [turning inqidr- 
ingly to Crampton] Eh? 

CRAMPTON [scoTvling and about to reply offens- 
ively] I — 

WAITER [striking in mellifluously] All right, 
sir. We know what Mr Crampton likes here, 
sir. [He goes into the hotel]. 

PHILIP [looking gravely at his father] You 
frequent bars. Bad habit! 

The cook, followed by a waiter with hot plates, 
brings in the fish from the kitchen to the service 
table, and begins slicing it. 

CRAMPTON. You have learnt your lesson 
from your mother, I see. 

MRS CLANDON. Phil*, will you please remem- 
ber that your jokes are apt to irritate people 
I who are not accustomed to us, and that your 
1 father is our guest today. 
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CRAMPTON [bitterly] Yes: a guest at the head 
of my own table. [The soup plates are removed], 

DOLLY [sympathetically] It*s embarrassing, 
isnt it? It’s just as bad for us, you know. 

PHILIP. Sh! Dolly: we are both wanting in 
tact. [7b Crampton] We mean well, Mr 
Crampton; but we are not yet strong in the 
filial line. [The waiter returns from the hotel 
with the drinks], William: come and restore 
good feeling. 

WAITER [cheerfully] Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. 
Small Lager for you, sir. [7b Crampton] Selt- 
zer and Irish, sir. [7b M' Comas] Apollinaris, 
sir. [7b Dolly] Small Lager, miss. [To Mrs 
Clandon, pouring out wine] 413 , madam. [7b 
Valentine] Large Lager for you, sir. [7b 
Gloria] 413 , miss. 

DOLLY [drinking] To the family! 

PHILIP [drinking] Hearth and Home! 

Fish is served. 

M* COMAS. We are getting on very nicely 
after all. 

DOLLY [critically] After all! After all what, 
Finch? 

CRAMPTON [sarcastically] He means that you 
are getting on very nicely in spite of the 
presence of your father. Do I take your point 
rightly, Mr M‘Conias? 

M* COMAS [disconcerted] No, no. I only said 
“after all” to round off the sentence. I — 
cr — er — er — 

WAITER [tactfully] Turbot, sir? 

m‘ COMAS [intensely grateful for the interrup- 
tion] Thank you, waiter: thank you. 

WAITER [sotto voce] Dont mention it, sir. 
[He returns to the service table], 

CRAMPTON [to Phil] Have you thought of 
choosing a profession yet? 

PHILIP. I am keeping my mind open on 
that subject. William! 

WAITER. Yes, sir. 

PHILIP. How long do you think it would 
take me to learn to be a really smart waiter? 

WAITER. Cant be learnt, sir. It’s in the 
character, sir. [Confidentially to Valentine, who 
is looking about for something] Bread for the 
lady, sir? yes, sir. [He serves bread to Gloria, 
and resumes, at his former pitch] Very few are 
born to it, sir. 

PHILIP. You dont happen to have such a 
thing as a son, yourself, have you? 

WAITER. Yes, sir: oh yes, sir. [To Gloria, 
again dropping his voice] A little more fish, 
miss? you wont care for the joint in the 
middle of the day. 


GLORIA. No, thank you. 

The fish plates are removed, and the next 
course served. 

DOLLY. Is your son a waiter too, William? 

WAITER [serving Gloria with foivl] Oh no, 
miss: he’s too impetuous. He’s at the Bar. 

m‘comas [patronizingly] A potman, eh? 

WAITER [with a touch of melancholy, as if re- 
calling a disappointment softened by time] No, 
sir: the other bar. Your profession, sir. 
A Q.C., sir. 

m‘comas [embarrassed] I’m sure I beg your 
pardon. 

WAITER. Not at all, sir. Very natural mis- 
take, I’m sure, sir. Ive often wished he was 
a potman, sir. Would have been off my hands 
ever so much sooner, sir. [Aside to Valentine, 
who is again in difficulties] Salt at your elbow, 
sir. [Resuming] Yes, sir: had to support him 
until he was thirty-seven, sir. But doing well 
now, sir: very satisfactory indeed, sir. No- 
thing less than fifty guineas, sir. 

m'comas. Democracy, Crampton! Modern 
democracy! 

WAITER [calmly] No, sir, not democracy: 
only education, sir. Scholarships, sir. Cam- 
bridge Local, sir. Sidney Sussex College, sir. 
[Dolly plucks his sleeve and whispers as he bends 
dowT^, Stone ginger, miss? Right, miss. [To 
M* Comas] Very good thing for him, sir: he 
never had any turn for real work, sir. [He 
goes into the hotel, leaving the company some- 
what overjvhelmed by his sons eminence], 

VALENTINE. Which of us dare give that man 
an order again! 

DOLLY. I hope he wont mind my sending 
him for ginger-beer. 

CRAMPTON [doggedly] While he’s a waiter 
it’s his business to wait. If you had treated 
him as a waiter ought to be treated, he’d 
have held his tongue. 

DOLLY. What a loss that would have been! 
Perhaps he’ll give us an introduction to his 
son and get us into London society. 

The waiter reappears with the ginger-beer. 

CRAMPTON [growling contemphiously] Lon- 
don society! London society!! Youre not fit 
for any society, child. 

DOLLY [losing her temper] Now look here, 
Mr Crampton. If you think — 

WAITER [softly, at her elbow] Stone ginger, 
miss. 

DOLLY [taken aback, recovers her good humor 
after a long breath, and says sweetly] Thank 
you, dear William. You were just in time. 
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drinks\ 

m‘comas. If I may be allowed to change the 
subject, Miss Clandon, what is the estab- 
lished religion in Madeira? 

GLORIA. I suppose the Portuguese religion. 
I never inquired. 

DOLLY. The servants come in Lent and 
kneel down before you and confess all the 
things they ve done; and you have to pretend 
to forgive them. Do they do that in England, 
William? 

WAITER. Not usually, miss. They may in 
some parts; but it has not come under my 
notice, miss. [Catching Mrs Clandon s eye as 
the young waiter offers her the salad bowl] You 
like it without dressing, maam: yes, maam, 
I have some for you. [To his young colleague, 
motioning him to serve CAoria] This side, Jo. 
[He takes a special portion of salad from the 
service table and puts it beside Mrs Cla?idons 
plate. In doing so he observes that Dolly is mak- 
ing a wry face]. Only a bit of watercress, 
miss, got in by mistake [he takes her salad 
away]. Thank you, miss. [To the young waiter, 
admonishing him to serve Dolly afresh] Jo. [Re- 
suming] Mostly members of the Church of 
England, miss. 

DOLLY. Members of the Church of Eng- 
land? Whats the subscription? 

CRAMPTON [n^mg violently amid general con- 
sternation] You see how my children have 
been brought up, M‘Comas. You see it: you 
hear it. I call all of you to witness — [He be- 
comes inarticulate, and is about to strike his fist 
recklessly on the table when the waiter consider- 
ately takes away his plate]. 

MRS CLANDON [firmly] Sit down, Fergus. 
There is no occasion at all for this outburst. 
You must remember that Dolly is just like 
a foreigner here. Pray sit down. 

CRAMPTON [subsiding univillingly] I doubt 
whether I ought to sit here and countenance 
all this. I doubt it. 

WAITER. Cheese, sir? or would you like a 
cold sweet? 

CRAMPTON [taken aback] What? Oh! Cheese, 
cheese. 

DOLLY. Bring a box of cigarets, William. 

WAITER. All ready, miss. [lie takes a box of 
cigarets from the service table and places them 
before Dolly, who selects one and prepares to 
smoke. He then returns to his table for the 
maiches]. 

CRAMPTON [staring aghast at Dolly] Does she 
smoke? 


DOLLY [out of patience] Really, Mr Cramp- 
ton, I’m afraid I’m spoiling your lunch. I’ll 
go and have my cigaret on the beach. [S'Ae 
leaves the table ivith petulant suddenness and 
goes to the steps. The waiter strikes a match and 
adroitly lights her cigaret]. Thank you, dear 
William. vanishes down the steps]. 

CRAMPTON [furiously] Margaret: call that 
girl back. Call her back, I say. 

m‘comas [trying to make peace] Come, 
Cramp ton: never mind. She’s her father’s 
daughter: thats all. 

MRS CLANDON [with deep resentmeiit] I hope 
not. Finch. [•SAe rises: they all rise a little]. Mr 
Valentine: will you excuse me? I am afraid 
Dolly is hurt and put out by what has passed. 
I must go to her. 

CRAMPTON. To take her part against me, 
you mean. 

MRS CLANDON [ignoring hhn] Gloria: will you 
take my place whilst I am away, dear. [.SAe 
crosses to the steps and goes dorvn to the beach]. 

Cramptons expression is one of bitter hatred. 
The rest watch her in embarrassed silence, feeling 
the incident to be a very painful one. The waiter 
discreetly shepherds his assistant along ivith him 
into the hotel by the kitchen entrance, leaving the 
luncheon party to themselves. 

CRAMPTON [thronnng himself back in his chair] 
Theres a mother for you, M‘Comas! T h e r e s 
a mother for you! 

GLORIA [steadfastly] Yes: a good mother. 

CRAMPTON. And a bad father? Thats what 
you mean, eh? 

VALENTINE [j'isirig hidignantly and addressing 
Gloria] Miss Clandon: I — 

CRAMPTON [turnmg on him] That girl’s name 
is Crampton, Mr Valentine, not Clandon. Do 
you wish to join them in insulting me? 

VALENTINE [ignoring him] I’m overwhelmed. 
Miss Clandon. It’s all my fault: I brought 
him here: I’m responsible for him. And I’m 
ashamed of him. 

CRAMPTON. What d’y’ mean? 

GLORIA [rising coldly] No harm has been 
done, Mr Valentine. We have all been a little 
childish, I am afraid. Our party has been a 
failure: let us break it up and have done with 
it. [.SAe puts her chair aside and turns to the 
steps, adding, with slighting composure, as she 
passes Crampton] Goodbye, father. 

She descends the steps with cold disgusted in- 
difference. They all look after her, and so do not 
notice the return of the waiter from the hotel, 
laden with Crampton s coat, Valentine's stick, 
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a couple of shawls and parasols^ and some camp 
stools, which he deposits on the bench, 

CRAMPTON \io himself staring after Gloria 
with a ghastly expression] Father! Father!! [He 
strikes his fist violently on the table]. Now — 

WAITER [offering the coat] This is yours, sir, 
I think, sir. [Crampton glares at him; then 
snatches it rudely and comes down the terrace 
towards the garden seat, struggling with the coat in 
his angry efforts to put it on, M' Comas rises and 
goes to his assistance: then takes his hat and 
umbrella from the little iron table, and turns to- 
wards the steps. Meanwhile the waiter, after 
thanking Crampton with unruffled sweetness for 
taking the coat, picks up the other articles and 
offers the parasols to Phil]. The ladies’ sun- 
shades, sir. Nasty glare off the sea today, sir: 
very trying to the complexion, sir. I shall 
carry down the camp stools myself, sir. 

PHILIP. You are old, Father William; but 
you are the most thoughtful of men. No: 
keep the sunshades and give me the camp 
stools [taking them], 

WAITER [tvith fiattering gratitude] Thank you, 
sir. 

PHILIP. Finch: share with me [givmg him 
a couple]. Come along. [They go down the 
steps together], 

VALENTINE [/o the Waiter] Leave me some- 
thing to bring down. One of these [offering 
to take a sunshade], 

WAITER [discreetly] Thats the younger 
lady’s, sir. [Valentine lets it go]. Thank you, 
sir. If youll allow me, sir, I think you had 
better take this. [He puts dorvn his burden on 
Crampton s chair, arid produces from the tail 
pocket of his dress coat a book rvitk a lady's 
handkerchief between the leaves to mark the 
page]. The elder young lady is reading it at 
present. [Valentine takes it eagerly]. Thank 
you, sir. The Subjection of Women, sir, you 
see. [He takes up the burden again]. Heavier 
reading than you and I would care for at the 
seaside, sir. [He goes down the steps], 

VALENTINE [coming rather excitedly to Cramp- 
ion] Now look here, Crampton: are you at all 
ashamed of yourself? 

CRAMPTON [pugnaciously] Ashamed of my- 
self! What for? 

VALENTINE. For behaving like a bear. What 
will your daughter think of me for having 
brought you here? 

CRAMPTON. I was iiot thinking of what my 
daughter was thinking of you. 

VALENTINE. No, you Were thinking of your- 


self. Youre a perfect egomaniac. 

CRAMPTON [heartrent] She told you what I 
am: a father: a father robbed of his children. 
What are the hearts of this generation like? 
Am I to come here after all these years? to 
see what my children are for the first time! 
to hear their voices! and carry it all off like a 
fashionable visitor; drop in to lunch; be Mr 
Crampton? Mister Crampton! What right 
have they to talk to me like that? Tm their 
father: do they deny that? I’m a man, with 
the feelings of our common humanity: have 
I no rights, no claims? In all these years who 
have I had round me? Servants, clerks, busi- 
ness acquaintances. Ive had respect from 
them: aye, kindness. Would one of them 
have spoken to me as that girl spoke? Would 
one of them have laughed at me as that boy 
was laughing at me all the time? [Frantically] 
My own children! Mister Crampton! My — 

VALENTINE. Comc, come! theyre only 
children. She called you father. 

CRAMPTON. Yes: ’‘goodbye, father.” Good- 
bye! Oh yes: she got at my feelings: with a 
stab! 

VALENTINE [taking this in very bad part] Now 
look here, Crampton: you just let her alone: 
she’s treated you very well. I had a much 
worse time of it at lunch than you. 

CRAMPTON. You! 

VALENTINE [?vith groiving impetuosity] Yes: 
I. I sat next her; and I never said a single 
thing to her the whole time: could nt think 
of a blessed word. And not a word did she 
say to me. 

CRAMPTON. Well? 

VALENTINE. Well? Wcll??? [TackUng him 
very seriously, and talking faster and faster] 
Crampton: do you know whats been the 
matter with me today? You dont suppose, do 
you, that I’m in the habit of playing such 
tricks on my patients as I played on you? 

CRAMPTON. I hope not. 

VALENTINE. The explanation is that I’m 
stark mad, or rather that Ive never been in 
my real senses before. I’m capable of any- 
thing: Ive grown up at last: I’m a Man; and 
it’s your daughter thats made a man of me. 

CRAMPTON [incredulously] Are you in love 
with my daughter? 

VALENTINE [Aw words uow comuig in a perfect 
torrent] Love! Nonsense: it’s something far 
above and beyond that. It’s life, it’s faith, 
it’s strength, certainty, paradise — 

CRAMPTON [interrupting him with acrid con* 

H 
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tempi] Rubbish, man! What have you to keep 
a wife on? You cant marry her. 

VALENTINE. Who wants to marry her? Til 
kiss her hands; I’ll kneel at her feet; I’ll live 
for her; I’ll die for her; and thatll be enough 
for me. Look at her book! See! [He kisses the 
handkerchief]. If you offered me all your 
money for this excuse for going down to the 
beach and speaking to her again, I’d only 
laugh at you. [He rushes buoyantly off to the 
steps, where he bounces right into the arms of the 
waiter, who is coming up from the beach. The 
two save themselves from falling by clutching 
one another tightly round the waist and whirling 
one another round]. 

WAITER [delicately] Steady, sir, steady! 

VALENTINE [shocked at his own violence] I beg 
your pardon. 

WAITER. Not at all, sir, not at all. Very 
natural, sir. I’m sure, sir, at your age. The 
lady has sent me for her book, sir. Might I 
take the liberty of asking you to let her have 
it at once, sir. 

VALENTINE. With pleasure. And if you will 
allow me to present you with a professional 
man’s earnings for six weeks — [offering him 
Dolly* s crown piece]} 

WAITER [a5 if the sum were beyond his utmost 
expectations] Thank you, sir: much obliged. 
[Valentine dashes down the steps]. Very high- 
spirited young gentleman, sir: very manly 
and straight set up. 

CRAMPTON [in grumbling disparagement] And 
making his fortune in a hurry, no doubt. / 
know what his six weeks’ earnings come to. 
[He crosses the terrace to the iron table, and sits 
doivn]. 

WAITER [philosophically] Well, sir, you 
never can tell. Thats a principle in life with 
me, sir, if youll excuse my having such a 
thing, sir. [Delicately sinking the philosopher in 
the waiter for a moment] Perhaps you havnt 
noticed that you hadnt touched that seltzer 
and Irish, sir, when the party broke up. [He 
takes the tumbler from the luncheon table and 
sets it before Crampton]. Yes, sir, you never 
can tell. There was my son, sir! who ever 
thought that he would rise to wear a silk 
gown, sir? And yet, today, sir, nothing less 
than fifty guineas. What a lesson, sir! 

CRAMPTON. Well, I hope he is grateful to 
you, and recognizes what he owes you, as a 
son should. 

WAITER. We get on together very well, very 
well indeed, sir, considering the difference 


in our stations. [Crampton is about to take a 
drink], A small lump of sugar, sir, will take 
the flatness out of the seltzer without notice- 
ably sweetening the drink, sir. Allow me, sir. 
[He drops a lump of sugar into the tumbler]. 
But as I say to him, wheres the difference 
after all? If I must put on a dress coat to 
shew what I am, sir, he must put on a wig 
and gown to shew what he is. If my income 
is mostly tips, and theres a pretence that I 
dont get them, why, his income is mostly 
fees, sir; and I understand theres a pretence 
that he dont get them! If he likes society, 
and his profession brings him into contact 
with all ranks, so does mine too, sir. If it’s a 
little against a barrister to have a waiter for 
his father, sir, it’s a little against a waiter to 
have a barrister for a son: many people con- 
sider it a great hberty, sir, I assure you, sir. 
Can I get you anything else, sir? 

CRAMPTON. No, thank you. [With bitter 
humility] I suppose theres no objection to 
my sitting here for a while: I cant disturb the 
party on the beach here. 

WAITER [with eynotion] Very kind of you, 
sir, to put it as if it was not a compliment and 
an honor to us, Mr Crampton, very kind in- 
deed. The more you are at home here, sir, 
the better for us. 

CRAMPTON [in poignant irony] Home! 

WAITER [reflectively] Well, yes, sir: thats a 
way of looking at it too, sir. I have always 
said that the great advantage of a hotel is 
that it’s a refuge from home life, sir. 

CRAMPTON, I missed that advantage today, 
I think. 

WAITER. You did, sir: you did. Dear me! 
It’s the unexpected that always happens, 
isnt it? [Shaking his head] You never can tell, 
sir: you never can tell. [He goes into the hotel], 

CRAMPTON [^25 eyes shining hardly as he 
props his drawn miserable face on his hands] 
Home! Home!! [Hearing someone approaching 
he hastily sits bolt upright. It is Gloria, who has 
come up the steps alone, with her sunshade and 
her book hi her hands. He looks defiantly at her, 
with the brutal obstinacy of his mouth and the 
wistfulness of his eyes contradicting each other 
pathetically. She comes to the corner of the 
garden seat and stands with her back to it, lean'- 
ing against the end of it, and looking down at 
him as if wondering at his weakness: too curious 
about him to be cold, but supremely indifferent 
to their kinship. He greets her with a growl]. 
Well? 
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GLORIA. I want to speak to you for a 
moment. 

CRAMPTON [looking steadily at her] Indeed? 
Thats surprising. You meet your father after 
eighteen years; and you actually want to 
speak to him for a moment! Thats touching: 
isnt it? 

GLORIA. All that is what seems to me so 
nonsensical, so uncalled for. What do you 
expect us to feel for you? to do for you? What 
is it you want? Why are you less civil to us 
than other people are? You are evidently 
not very fond of us: why should you be? But 
surely we can meet without quarrelling. 

CRAMPTON \a dreadful grey shade passing 
over his face] Do you realize that I am your 
father? 

GLORIA. Perfectly. 

CRAMPTON. Do you know what is due to me 
as your father? 

GLORIA. For instance — ? 

CRAMPTON \risi71g as if to coinhat a monster] 
For instance! For instance!! For instance, 
duty, affection, respect, obedience — 

GLORIA [quitting her careless leaning attitude 
and confronting him promptly and proudly] I 
obey nothing but my sense of what is right. 
I respect nothing that is not noble. That is 
my duty. [She adds^ less firmly] As to affection, 
it is not within my control. I am not sure 
that I quite know what affection means. [S'/^e 
turns away mth an evident distaste for that part 
of the subject, and goes to the luncheon table for 
a comfortable chair, putting down her book and 
sunshade], 

CRAMPTON [follo7ving her with his eyes] Do 
you really mean what you arc saying? 

GLORIA [turning on him quickly and severely] 
Excuse me: that is an uncivil question. I am 
speaking seriously to you; and I expect you 
to take me seriously. takes one of the 
luncheon chairs; turns it away from the table; 
and sits down a little wearily, saying] Can you 
not discuss this matter coolly and rationally? 

CRAMPTON. Coolly and rationally! No I 
cant. Do you understand that? I cant. 

GLORIA [emphatically] No. That I cannot 
understand. I have no sympathy with — 

CRAMPTON [shrinking nervously] Stop! Dont 
say anything more yet: you dont know what 
youre doing. Do you want to drive me mad? 
[She frowns, finding such petulance intolerable. 
He adds hastily] No: Fm not angry: indeed 
Fm not. Wait, wait: give me a little time to 
think. [He stands for a moment, screwing and 


clinching his brows and hands in his perplexity; 
then takes the end chair from the luncheon table 
and sits down beside her, saying, with a touching 
effort to be gentle and patient] Now I think I 
have it. At least Fll try. 

GLORIA [firmly] You see! Every thing comes 
right if we only t h i n k it resolutely out. 

CRAMPTON [in sudden dread] No: dont think. 

I want you to feel: thats the only thing that can 
help us. Listen! Do you — but first — I forgot. 
Whats your name? I mean your pet name. 
They cant very well call you Sophronia. 

GLORIA [with astonished disgust] Sophronia! 
My name is Gloria. I am always called by it. 

CRAMPTON temper rising again] Your 
name is Sophronia, girl: you were called after 
your aunt Sophronia, my sister: she gave you 
your first Bible with your name written in it. 

GLORIA. Then my mother gave me a new 
name. 

CRAMPTON [angrily] She had no right to do 
it. I will not allow this. 

GLORIA. You had no right to give me your 
sister s name. I dont know her. 

CRAMPTON. Youre talking nonsense. There 
are bounds to what I will put up with. I will 
not have it. Do you hear that? 

GLORIA [m/wg warningly] Are you resolved 
to quarrel? 

CRAMPTON [terrified, pleading] No, no: sit 
down. Sit down, wont you? [She looks at him, 
keeping him in suspense. He forces himself to 
utter the obnoxious name]. Gloria. marks 
her satisfaction with a slight iightenuig of the 
lips, and sits down]. There! You see I only 
want to shew you that I am your father, my 
— my dear child. [The endearment is so plain- 
tively inept that she smiles in spite of herself, and 
resigns herself to indulge him a little]. Listen 
now. What I want to ask you is this. Dont 
you remember me at all? You were only a 
tiny child when you were taken away from 
me; but you took plenty of notice of things. 
Cant you remember someone whom you 
loved, or [shyly] at least liked in a childish 
way? Come! someone who let you stay in his 
study and look at his toy boats, as you 
thought them? [He looks anxiously into her 
face for some response, and continues less hope- 
fully and more urgently] Someone who let you 
do as you liked there, and never said a word 
to you except to tell you that you must sit 
still and not speak? Someone who was some- 
thing that no one else was to you — who was 
your father? 
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GLORIA [unmoved] If you describe things to 
me, no doubt I shall presently imagine that 
I remember them. But I really remember 
nothing. 

CRAMPTON [wisifullif] Ilas your mother 
never told you anything about me? 

GLORIA. She has never mentioned your 
name to me. [He groans involuntarily. She 
looks at him rather contemptuously ^ and continues] 
Except once; and then she did remind me 
of something I had forgotten. 

CRAMPTON [looking up hopefully] What was 
that? 

GLORIA [mercilessly] The whip you bought 
to beat me with. 

CRAMPTON [gnashing his teeth] Oh! To bring 
that up against me! To turn you from me! 
When you need never have known. [Under a 
grinding, agonized breath] Curse her! 

GLORIA [springing up] You wretch! [With 
intense emphasis] You wretch!! You dare 
curse my mother! 

CRAMPTON. Stop; or youll be sorry after- 
wards. Tm your father. 

GLORIA. How I hate the name! How I love 
the name of mother! You had better go. 

CRAMPTON. I — I’m choking. You want to 
kill me. Some — I — [Ilis voice stifles: he is 
almost in a fit], 

GLORIA [going up to the balustrade with cool 
quick resourcefulness, and calling over it to the 
beach] Mr Valentine! 

VALENTINE [answering from below] Yes. 

GLORIA. Come here for a moment, please, 
Mr Crampton wants you. [-SAe returns to the 
table and pours out a glass of water]. 

CRAMPTON [recovering his speech] No: let me 
alone. I dont want him. I’m all right, I tell 
you. I need neither his help nor yours. [He 
rises and pulls himself together]. As you say, 
I had better go. [He puts on his hat]. Is that 
your last word? 

GLORIA. I hope so. 

lie looks stubbornly at her for a moment; nods 
grimly, as if he agreed to that; and goes into the 
hotel. She looks at him with equal steadiness until 
he disappears, when, with a gesture of relief, she 
turns to Valentine, who comes running up the 
steps. 

VALENTINE [panting] Whats the matter? 
[Looking round] Wheres Crampton? 

GLORIA. Gone. [Valentine's face lights up 
with sudden joy, dread, and mischief as he 
realizes that he is alone with Gloria. She con- 
tinues indifferently] I thought he was ill; but 


he recovered himself. He wouldnt wait for 
you. I am sorry. [5'/ze goes for her hook and 
parasol]. 

VALENTINE. So much the better. He gets 
on my nerves after a while. [Pretending to 
forget himself] How could that man have so 
beautiful a daughter! 

GLORIA [taken aback for a moment; then 
answering him with polite but intentional con- 
tempt] That seems to be an attempt at what 
is called a pretty speech. Let me say at once, 
Mr Valentine, that pretty speeches make 
very sickly conversation. Pray let us be 
friends, if we are to be friends, in a sensible 
and wholesome way. I have no intention of 
getting married; and unless you are content 
to accept that state of things, we had much 
better not cultivate each other’s acquaint- 
ance. 

VALENTINE [cautiously] I see. May I ask 
just this one question? Is your objection an 
objection to marriage as an institution, or 
merely an objection to marrying me person- 
ally? 

GLORIA. I do not know you well enough, 
Mr Valentine, to have any opinion on the 
subject of your personal merits. turns 
away from him with infinite indifference, and 
sits down with her hook on the garde?i seat]. I do 
not think the conditions of marriage at pre- 
sent are such as any self-respecting woman 
can accept. 

VALENTINE [instantly changing his tone for one 
of cordial sincerity, as if he frankly accepted her 
terms and was delighted and reassured by her 
principles] Oh, then thats a point of sym- 
pathy between us already. I quite agree 
with you: the conditions are most unfair. [He 
takes off his hat and throws it gaily on the iron 
table]. No: what I want is to get rid of all that 
nonsense. [He sits down beside her, so naturally 
that she does not think of objecting, and pro- 
ceeds, with enthusiasm] Dont you think it a 
horrible thing that a man and a woman can 
hardly know one another without being 
supposed to have designs of that kind? As 
if there were no other interests! no other 
subjects of conversation! As if women were 
capable of nothing better! 

GLORIA [interested] Ah, now you are be- 
ginning to talk humanly and sensibly, Mr 
Valentine. 

VALENTINE [with a gkam in his eye at the 
success of his hunter s guile] Of course! two 
intelligent people like us! Isnt it pleasant, 
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in this stupid convention-ridden world, to 
meet with someone on the same plane? 
someone with an unprejudiced enlightened 
mind? 

GLORIA \earnesily\ I hope to meet many 
such people in England. 

VALENTINE [duhtously^ Hm! There are a 
good many people here: nearly forty millions. 
Theyre not all consumptive members of the 
highly educated classes like the people in 
Madeira. 

GLORIA \now full of her subject] Oh, every- 
body is stupid and prejudiced in Madeira: 
weak sentimental creatures. I hate weak- 
ness; and I hate sentiment. 

VALENTINE. Thats what makes you so in- 
spiring. 

GLORIA [with a slight laugh] Am I inspiring? 

VALENTINE. Yes. Strength’s infectious. 

GLORIA. Weakness is, I know. 

VALENTINE [7vith convictiofi] Y o u r e strong. 
Do you know that you changed the world 
for me this morning? I was in the dumps, 
thinking of my unpaid rent, frightened about 
the future. When you came in, I was dazzled. 
[Her brow clouds a little. He goes on quickly] 
That was silly, of course; but really and 
truly something happened to me. Explain 
it how you will, my blood got — [he hesitates, 
trying to think of a sufficiently unimpassioned 
word] — oxygenated: my muscles braced; my 
mind cleared; my courage rose. Thats odd, 
isnt it? considering that I am not at all a 
sentimental man. 

GLORIA [uneasily, rising] Let us go back to 
the beaoh. 

VALENTINE [darkly: looking up at her] What! 
you feel it too? 

GLORIA. Feel what? 

VALENTINE. Dread. 

GLORIA. Dread! 

VALENTINE. As if Something were going to 
happen. It came over me suddenly just be- 
fore you proposed that we should run away 
to the others. 

GLORIA [amazed] Thats strange: very 
strange! I had the same presentiment. 

VALENTINE [solemnly] How extraordinary! 

Well: shall we run away? 

GLORIA. Run away! Oh no: that would be 
childish. [^SAc sits down again. He resumes his 
seat beside her, and watches her with a gravely 
sympathetic air. She is thoughtful and a Utile 
troubled as she adds] I wonder what is the 
scientific explanation of those fancies that 


cross us occasionally! 

VALENTINE. Ah, I wondcr! It's a curiously 
helpless sensation: isnt it? 

GLORIA [rebelling against the word] Helpless? 

VALENTINE. Yes, lielplcss. As if Nature, 
after letting us belong to ourselves and do 
what we judged right and reasonable for all 
these years, were suddenly lifting her great 
hand to take us — her two little children — 
by the scruffs of our little necks, and use us, 
in spite of ourselves, for her own purposes, 
in her own way. 

GLORIA. Isnt that rather fanciful? 

VALENTINE [with a new and startling transition 
to a tone of utter recklessness] I dont know. I 
dont care. [Bursting out reproachfully] Oh, 
Miss Clandon, Miss Clandon: how could 
you? 

GLORIA. What have I done? 

VALENTINE. Thrown this enchantment on 
me. I’m honestly trying to be sensible and 
scientific and everything that you wish me 
to be. But — but — oh, dont you see what you 
have set to work in my imagination? 

GLORIA. I hope you are not going to be so 
foolish — so vulgar — as to say love. 

VALENTINE. No, 110, no, iio, no. Not love: we 
know better than that. Let’s call it chemistry. 
You cant deny that there is such a thing as 
chemical action, chemical affinity, chemical 
combination: the most irresistible of all 
natural forces. Well, youre attracting me 
irresistibly. Chemically. 

GLORIA [contemptuously] Nonsense! 

VALENTINE. Of coui’se it’s nonscnsc, you 
stupid girl. [Gloria recoils in outraged surprise]. 
Y^es, stupid girl: thats a scientific fact, any- 
how. Youre a prig: a feminine prig: thats 
what you are. [/?wiwg] Now I suppose youve 
done with me for ever. [He goes to the iron 
table and takes up his hat]. 

GLORIA [with elaborate calm, sitting up like a 
High-schoolmistress posing to be photographed]. 
That shews how very little you understand 
my real character. I am not in the least 
offended. [He pauses and puts his hat down 
again]. I am always willing to be told my 
own defects, Mr Valentine, by my friends, 
even when they are as absurdly mistaken 
about me as you are. I have many faults — 
very serious faults — of character and temper; 
but if there is one thing that I am not, it is 
what you call a prig. [-SAe closes her lips trimly 
and looks steadily and challengingly at him as 
she sits more collectedly than ever]. 
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VALENTINE [returning to the end of the garden 
seat to confront her more emphatically] Oh yes, 
you are. My reason tells me so: my know- 
ledge tells me so: my experience tells me so. 

GLORIA. Excuse my reminding you that 
your reason and your knowledge and your 
experience are not infallible. At least I hope 
not. 

VALENTINE. I must bclicve them. Unless 
you wish me to believe my eyes, my heart, 
my instincts, my imagination, which are all 
telling me the most monstrous lies about you. 

GLORIA [the collectedness beginning to relax] 
Lies! 

VALENTINE [obstinately] Yes, lies. [He sits 
down again beside her]. Do you expect me to 
believe that you are the most beautiful 
woman in the world? 

GLORIA. That is ridiculous, and rather 
personal. 

VALENTINE. Of coursc it*s ridiculous. Well, 
thats what my eyes tell me. [Gloria makes a 
movement of contemptuous protest]. No: I’m not 
flattering. 1 tell you I dont believe it. is 
ashamed to find that this does not quite please 
her either]. Do you think that if you were to 
turn away in disgust from my weakness, I 
should sit down here and cry like a child? 

GLORIA [beginning to feel that she must speak 
shortly and pointedly to keep her voice steady] 
Why should you, pray? 

VALENTINE. Of coursc not*. I’m not such an 
idiot. And yet my heart tells me I should: 
my fool of a heart. But I’ll argue with my 
heart and bring it to reason. If I loved you a 
thousand times, I’ll force myself to look the 
truth steadily in the face. After all, it’s easy 
to be sensible: the facts are the facts. Whats 
this place? it’s not heaven: it’s the Marine 
Hotel. Whats the time? it’s not eternity: it’s 
about half past one in the afternoon. What 
am I? a dentist: a five shilling dentist! 

GLORIA And I am a feminine prig. 

VALENTINE [possiouately] No, no: I cant face 
that: I must have one illusion left: the illusion 
about you. I love you. [He turns towards her 
as if the impulse to touch her were ungovernable: 
she rises and stands on her guard wrathfully. He 
springs up impatiently and retreats a step]. Oh, 
what a fool I am! an idiot! You dont under- 
stand: I might as well talk to the stones on 
the beach. [He turns away^ discouraged], 

GLORIA [reassured by his withdrawal^ and a 
Utile remorseful] I am sorry. I do not mean to 
be unsympathetic, Mr Valentine: but what 


can I say? 

VALENTINE [returning to her with all his 
recklessness of manner replaced by an engaging 
and chivalrous respect] You can say nothing. 
Miss Clandon. I beg your pardon: it was my 
own fault, or rather my own bad luck. You 
see, it all depended on your naturally liking 
me. [5Ae is about to speak: he stops her depre- 
catingly] Oh, I know you musnt tell me 
whether you like me or not; but — 

GLORIA [her principles up in arms at once] 
Must not! Why not? I am a free woman: 
why should I not tell you? 

VALENTINE [jilcading in terror, and retreating 
Dont. I’m afraid to hear. 

GLORIA [no longer scornfid] You need not 
be afraid. I think you arc sentimental, and 
a little foolish; but I like you. 

VALENTINE [dropping into the nearest chair as 
if crushed] Then it’s all over. [He becomes the 
picture of despair], 

GLORIA [puzzled, approaching him] But why? 

VALENTINE. Bccause liking is not enough. 
Now that I think down into it seriously, I 
dont know whether I like you or not. 

GLORIA [looking down at him with wondering 
concern] Tm sorry. 

VALENTINE [in an agony of restrained passion] 
Oh, dont pity me. Your voice is tearing my 
heart to pieces. Let me alone, Gloria. You 
go down into the very depths of me, troubl- 
ing and stirring me. I cant struggle with it. 
I cant tell you — 

GLORIA [breaking down suddenly] Oh, stop 
telling me what you feel: I cant bear it. 

VALENTINE [springing up triumphantly, the 
agonized voice now solid, ringing, and jubilant] 
Ah, it’s come at last: my moment of courage. 
[He seizes her hands: she looks at him in terror]. 
Our moment of courage! [He draws her to 
him; kisses her with impetuous strength; and 
laughs boyishly]. Now youve done it, Gloria. 
It’s all over: we’re in love with one another. 

can only gasp at him]. But what a dragon 
you were! And how hideously afraid I was! 

Philip’s voice [calling from the beach] Valen- 
tine! 

dolly’s voice. Mr Valentine! 

valentine. Goodbye. Forgive me. [He 
rapidly kisses her hands, and runs away to the 
steps, where he meets Mrs Clandon ascending, 

Gloria, quite lost, can only stare after him, 

MRS clandon. The children want you, Mr 
Valentine. looks anxiously round]. Is he 
gone? 
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VALENTINE Jij)uzzled] He? [Recollecting] Oh, 
Crampton. Gone this long time, Mrs Clan- 
don. [He runs off buoyantly down the steps], 

GLORIA [sinking upon the bench] Mother! 

MRS CLANDON [hurryhig to her in alarm] What 
is it, dear? 

GLoaiA [with heartfelt appealing reproach] 
Why didnt you educate me properly? 

MRS CLANDON [amazcdi] My child: I did my 
best. 

GLORIA. Oh, you taught me nothing: 
nothing. 

MRS CLANDON. What is the matter with you? 

GLORIA [with the most intense expression] 
Only shame! shame!! shame!!! [Blushing un- 
endurably^ she covers her face with her hands 
and turns away from her mother], 

ACT III 

The Clandons* sitting room in the hotel. An 
expensive apartment on the ground floor y with a 
French window leading to the gardens. In the 
centre of the room is a substantial table, surrounded 
by chairs, and draped with a maroon cloth on 
which opulently hound hotel and railway guides 
are displayed, A visitor entering through the 
window and coming down to this central table 
would have the flreplace on his left, and a 
writing table against the wall on his right, next 
the door, which is further down. He would, if 
his taste lay that way, admire the wall decoration 
of Lincrusta Walton in plum color and bronze 
lacquer, with dado and cornice; the ormolu con- 
soles in the corners; the vases on pillar pedestals 
of veined marble with bases of polished black 
wood, one on each side of the windoiv; the orna- 
mental cabinet next the vase on the side nearest 
the flreplace, its centre compartment closed by 
an inlaid door, and its corners rounded ofl' with 
curved panes of glass protecting shelves of cheap 
blue and white pottery; the bamboo tea table, with 
folding shelves, in the corresponding space on 
the other side of the window; the photogravures 
after Burton and Stacy Marks; the saddlebag 
ottoman in line with the door but on the other side 
of the room; the two comfortable seats of the 
same pattern on the hearth-rug; and finally, on 
turning round and looking up, the massive brass 
pole above the window, sustaining a pair of 
maroon rep curtains with decorated borders of 
staid green. Altogether, a room well arranged to 
flatter the middle-class occupant's sense of 
gentility, and reconcile him to a charge of a 
pound a day for its use. 


Mrs Clandon sits at the writing table, correct- 
ing proofs, Gloria is standing at the window, 
looking out in a tormented r every. 

The clock on the mantelpiece strikes five with a 
sickly clink, the bell being unable to bear up 
against the black marble cenotaph in which it is 
immured, 

MRS CLANDON. Five! I dont think we need 
wait any longer for the children. They are 
sure to get tea somewhere. 

GLORIA [wearily] Shall I ring? 

MRS CLANDON. Do, my dear. [Gloria goes to 
the hearth and rings], I have finished these 
proofs at last, thank goodness! 

GLORIA [strolling listlessly across the room 
and coming behind her mother s chair] Wliat 
proofs? 

MRS CLANDON. The ncw edition of Twentieth 
Century Women. 

GLORIA [with a hitter smile] Theres a chapter 
missing. 

MRS CLANDON [beginning to hunt among her 
proofs] Is there? Surely not. 

GLORIA. I mean an unwritten one. Perhaps 
I shall write it for you — when I know the 
end of it. [She goes back to the window]. 

MRS CLANDON. Gloria! More enigmas! 

GLORIA. Oh no. The same enigma. 

MRS CL.\NDON [puzzled and rather troubled; 
after watching her for a mojneiit] My dear? 

GLORIA [returning] Yes. 

MRS CLANDON. You know I never ask 
questions. 

GLORIA [kneeling beside her chair] I know. I 
know. suddenly throws her arm about her 
mother and embraces her almost passionately]. 

MRS CLANDON [gently, smiling but embarrassed] 
My dear: you are getting quite sentimental. 

GLORIA [recoiling] Ah no, no. Oh, dont say 
that. Oh! [S'/fg rises and turns away with a 
gesture as if tearing herself], 

MRS CLANDON [mildly] My dear: what is the 
matter? What — 

The waiter enters with the tea-tray. 

WAITER [balmily] Was this what you rang 
for, maam? 

MRS CLANDON. Thank you, yes. turns 

her chair away from the writing table, and sits 
down again. Gloria crosses to the hearth and 
sits crouching there with her face averted]. 

WAITER [placing the tray temporarily on the 
centre table] I thought so, maam. Curious 
how the nerves seem to give out in the after- 
noon without a cup of tea. [He fetches the tea 
table and places it in front of Mrs Clandon^ 
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conversing meanwhile\ The young lady and 
gentleman have just come back, maam: they 
have been out in a boat, maam. Very pleasant 
on a fine afternoon like this: very pleasant 
and invigorating indeed, [He takes the tray 
from the centre table and puts it on the tea table]. 
Mr M'Comas will not come to tea, maam: 
he has gone to call upon Mr Crampton. [He 
takes a couple o f chairs and sets one at each end 
of the tea table]. 

GLORIA [looking round rvith an impulse of 
terror] And the other gentleman? 

WAITER [reassuringly^ as he unconsciously 
drops for a moment into the measure of “/ve 
been roaming,'' which he sang when a boy] Oh, 
he*s coming, miss: he*s coming. He has been 
rowing the boat, miss, and has just run down 
the road to the chemist’s for something to 
put on the blisters. But he will be here 
directly, miss: directly. [Gloria, in ungovern- 
able apprehension, rises and hurries towards the 
door]. 

MRS CLAN DON [half rising] Glo — 

Gloria goes out. Mrs Clandon looks per- 
plexedly at the waiter, whose composure is 
unruffled. 

WAITER [cheerfully] Anything more, maam? 

MRS CLANDON. Nothing, thank you. 

WAITER. Thank you, maam. [^4^ he with- 
draws, Phil and Dolly, in the highest spirits, 
come tearing in. He holds the door open for 
them: then goes out and closes t/]. 

DOLLY [ravenously] Oh, give me some tea. 
[Mrs Clandon pours out a cup for her]. Wcve 
been out in a boat. Valentine will be here 
presently. 

PHILIP. He is unaccustomed to navigation. 
Wheres Gloria? 

MRS CLANDON [anxiously, as she pours out his 
tea] Phil: there is something the matter with 
Gloria. Has anything happened? [Phil and 
Dolly look at one another and stifie a laugh]. 
What is it? 

PHILIP [silting down on her left] Romeo — 

DOLLY [sitting down on her right] — and J uliet. 

PHILIP [taking his cup of tea from Mrs Clan- 
don] Yes, my dear mother: the old, old story. 
Dolly: dont take all the milk [he deftly takes 
the jug from her]. Yes: in the spring — 

DOLLY. — a young man’s fancy — 

PHILIP. — lightly turns to — thank you [to 
Mrs Clandon, who has passed the biscuits ] — 
thoughts of love. It also occurs in the autumn. 
The young man in this case is — 

DOLLY. Valentine. 


PHILIP. And his fancy has turned to Gloria 
to the extent of — 

DOLLY. — kissing her — 

PHILIP. — on the terrace — 

DOLLY [correcting him] — on the lips, before 
everybody. 

MRS CLANDON [incrcdulously] Phil! Dolly! 
Are you joking? [They shake their heads]. Did 
she allow it? 

PHILIP. We waited to see him struck to 
earth by the lightning of her scorn; but — 

DOLLY. — but he wasnt. 

PHILIP. She appeared to like it. 

DOLLY. As far as we could judge. [Stopping 
Phil, who is about to pour out another cup] No: 
youve sworn off two cups. 

MRS CLANDON [much troubled] Children: you 
must not be here when Mr Valentine comes. 
I must speak very seriously to him about 
this. 

PHILIP. To ask him his intentions? What a 
violation of Twentieth Century principles! 

DOLLY. Quite right, mamma: bring him to 
book. Make the most of the nineteenth cen- 
tury while it lasts. 

PHILIP. Sh! Here he is. 

VALENTINE [entering] Very sorry to be late, 
Mrs Clandon. [She takes up the tea-pot]. No, 
thank you: I never take any. No doubt Miss 
Dolly and Phil have explained what happened 
to me. 

PHILIP [momentously, rising] Yes, Valentine: 
we have explained. 

DOLLY [significantly, also rising] We have 
explained very thoroughly. 

PHILIP. It was our duty. [Very seriously] 
Come, Dolly. [He offers Dolly his arm, which 
she takes. They look sadly at him, and go out 
gravely arm in arm, leaving Valentine staring]. 

MRS CLANDON [miwg and leaving the tea table] 
Will you sit down, Mr Valentine? I want to 
speak to you a little, if you will allow me. 
[Valentine goes slowly to the ottoman, his con- 
science presaging a bad quarter of an hour. Mrs 
Clandon takes Phil's chair, and seats herself 
with gentle dignity. V aleniine sits down]. I must 
begin by throwing myself somewhat on your 
consideration. I am going to speak of a sub- 
ject of which I know very little: perhaps 
nothing. I mean love. 

VALENTINE. LoVc! 

MRS CLANDON. Ycs, love. Oh, you need not 
look so alarmed as that, Mr Valentine: I am 
not in love with you. 

VALENTINE [overwhelmed] Oh, really, Mrs — 
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[Recovering himself]'! should be only too 
proud if you were. 

MRS CLANDON. Thank you, Mr Valentine, 
But 1 am too old to begin. 

VALENTINE. Begin! Have you never — } 

MRS CLANDON. Ncvcr. My case is a very 
common one, Mr Valentine. I married before 
I was old enough to know what 1 was doing. 
As you have seen for yourself, the result was 
a bitter disappointment for both my husband 
and myself. So you see, though I am a 
married woman, I have never been in love; 
I have never had a love affair; and, to be 
quite frank with you, Mr Valentine, what 1 
have seen of the love affairs of other people 
has not led me to regret that deficiency in 
my experience. [Valentine, looking very glum, 
glances sceptically at her, and says nothing. Her 
color rises a little; and she adds, with restrained 
ayiger] You do not believe me? 

VALENTINE [confused at havmg his thoughts 
read] Oh, why not? Why not? 

MRS CLANDON. Let me tell you, Mr Valen- 
tine, that a life devoted to the Cause of 
Humanity has enthusiasms and passions to 
offer which far transcend the selfish personal 
infatuations and sentimentalities of romance. 
Those are not your enthusiasms and passions, 
I take it? [Valentine, quite aware that she 
despises him for it, answers in the negative with 
a melancholy shake of his headi], I thought not. 
Well, I am equally at a disadvantage in dis- 
cussing those so-called affairs of the heart in 
which you appear to be an expert. 

VALENTINE [restlessly] What are you driving 
at, Mrs Clandon? 

MRS CLANDON. I think you know. 

VALENTINE. Gloria? 

MRS CLANDON. Ycs. Gloria. 

VALENTINE [surrendering] Well, yes: I’m in 
love with Gloria. [Interposing as she is about to 
speak] I know what youre going to say: Ive 
no money. 

MRS CLANDON. I care Very little about money, 
Mr Valentine. 

VALENTINE. Then youre very different to 
all the other mothers who have interviewed 
me. 

MRS CLANDON. Ah, DOW wc are coming to it, 
Mr Valentine. You are an old hand at this. 
[He opejis his mouth to protest: she cuts him short 
with some mdignaiion]. Oh, do you think, 
little as I understand these matters, that I 
have not common sense enough to know that 
a man who could make as much way in one 


interview with such a woman as my daughter 
can hardly be a novice? 

VALENTINE. I assure you — 

MRS CLANDON [stopping him] I am not blam- 
ing you, Mr Valentine. It is Gloria’s business 
to take care of herself; and you have a right 
to amuse yourself as you please. But — 

VALENTINE [protesting] Amuse myself! Oh, 
Mrs Clandon! 

MRS CLANDON [relcntlcssly] On your honor, 
Mr Valentine, are you in earnest? 

VALENTINE [desperately] On my honor I am 
in earnest. [-S/ze looks searchingly at him. His 
sense of humor gets the better of him; and he 
adds quaintly] Only, I always have been in 
earnest; and yet — ! Well, here I am, you see. 

MRS CLANDON. This is just what I suspected. 
[Severely] Mr Valentine: you are one of those 
men who play with women’s affections. 

VALENTINE. Well, why not, if the Cause of 
Humanity is the only thing worth being 
serious about? However, I understand. [Ris- 
ing and takvig his hat 7vith formal politeness] 
You w’ish me to discontinue my visits. 

MRS CLANDON. No*. I am sensible enough to 
be well aware that Gloria’s best chance of 
escape from you now is to become better 
acquainted with you. 

VALENTINE [xmoffectedUj alarmed] Oh, dont 
say that, Mrs Clandon. You dont think that, 
do you? 

MRS CLANDON. I havc great faith, Mr Valen- 
tine, in the sound training Gloria’s mind has 
had since she w as a child. 

VALENTINE [amazingly relieved] O-oh! Oh, 
thats all right. [He sits down again and 
thro 7 vs his hat f ippanily aside with the air of a 
man who has no longer anything to fear], 

MRS CLANDON [vidignant at his assurance] 
What do you mean? 

VALENTINE [tumixig Confidentially to her] 
Come! shall I teach you something, Mrs 
Clandon? 

MRS CLANDON [stiffly] I am always willing 
to learn. 

VALENTINE. Havc you ever studied the 
subject of gunnery? artillery? cannons and 
war-ships and so on? 

MRS CLANDON. Has gunncry anything to do 
with Gloria? 

VALENTINE. A great deal. By way of illus- 
tration. During this whole century, my dear 
Mrs Clandon, the progress of artillery has 
been a duel between the maker of cannons 
and the maker of arrrvor plates to keep tlie 
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cannon balls out. You build a ship proof 
against the best gun known: somebody 
makes a better gun and sinks your ship. You 
build a heavier ship, proof against that gun: 
somebody makes a heavier gun and sinks 
you again. And so on. Well, the duel of sex 
is just like that. 

MRS CLANDON. The duel of sex! 

VALENTINE. Ycs*. youve heard of the duel 
of sex, havnt you? Oh, I forgot: youve been 
in Madeira: the expression has come up 
since your time. Need I explain it? 

MRS CLANDON [contemptuously^ No. 

VALENTINE. Of coursc not. Now what 
happens in the duel of sex? The old fashioned 
daughter received an old fashioned education 
to protect her against the wiles of man. Well, 
you know the result: the old fashioned man 
got round her. The old fashioned mother 
resolved to protect her daughter more 
effectually — to find some armor too strong 
for the old fashioned man. So she gave her 
daughter a scientific education: your plan. 
That was a corker for the old fashioned man: 
he thought it unfair, and tried to howl it 
down as unwomanly and all the rest of it. 
But that didnt do him any good. So he had 
to give up his old fashioned plan of attack: 
you know: going down on his knees and 
swearing to love, honor, and obey and so on. 

MRS CLANDON. Excusc me*, that was what 
the woman swore. 

VALENTINE. Was it? Ah, perhaps youre 
right. Yes: of course it was. Well, what did 
the man do? J ust what the artillery man does: 
went one better than the woman: educated 
himself scientifically and beat her at that 
game just as he had beaten her at the old 
game. I learnt how to circumvent the 
Women’s Rights woman before I was twenty- 
three: it’s all been found out long ago. You 
see, my methods are thoroughly modern. 

MRS CLANDON [rvith quiet disgust] No doubt. 

VALENTINE. But for that very reason theres 
one sort of girl against whom they are of no use. 

MRS CLANDON. Pray which sort? 

VALENTINE. The thoroughly old fashioned 
girl. If you had brought up Gloria in the old 
way, it would have taken me eighteen 
months to get to the point I got to this 
afternoon in eighteen minutes. Yes, Mrs 
Clandon: the Higher Education of Women 
delivered Gloria into my hands; and it was 
you who taught her to believe in the Higher 
Education of Women. 


MRS CLANDON [rising] Mr Valentine: You 
are very clever. 

VALENTINE [rising also] Oh, Mrs Clandon! 

MRS CLANDON. And you have taught me — 
nothing. Goodbye. 

VALENTINE [horrijied] Goodbye! Oh, maynt 
I see her before I go? 

MRS CLANDON. I am afraid she will not 
return until you have gone, Mr Valentine. 
She left the room expressly to avoid you. 

VALENTINE [thoughtfully] Thats a good sign. 
Goodbye. [He bows and makes for the door^ 
apparently well satisfed]. 

MRS CLANDON [alarmed] Why do you think 
it a good sign? 

VALENTINE [turning near the door] Because I 
am mortally afraid of her; and it looks as if 
she were mortally afraid of me. 

He turns to go and finds himself face to face 
with Gloria, who has just entered. She looks 
steadfastly at him. He stares helplessly at her; 
then round at Mrs Clandon; then at Gloria 
again, completely at a loss. 

GLORIA [white, and controlling herself with 
difficulty] Mother: is what Dolly told me true? 

MRS CLANDON. What did she tell you, dear? 

GLORIA. That you have been speaking about 
me to this gentleman? 

VALENTINE [mumiuring] This gentleman! 

Oh! 

MRS CLANDON [sharply] Mr Valentine: can 
you hold your tongue for a moment? 

He looks piteously at them; then, with a 
despairing shrug, goes hack to the ottoman and 
throws his hat on it. 

GLORIA [confronting her mother, with deep 
reproach] Mother: what right had you to do 
it? 

MRS CLANDON. I dont think I have said 
anything I have no right to say, Gloria. 

VALENTINE [confirming her officiously] Noth- 
ing. Nothing whatever. [The two women look 
at him crushingly]. I beg your pardon. [He 
sits down ignominiously on the ottoman]. 

GLORIA. I cannot believe that anyone has 
any right even to think about things that 
concern me only. [S'Ae turns away from them 
to conceal a painful struggle rvith her emotion]. 

MRS CLANDON. My dear*, if I have wounded 
your pride — 

GLORIA [turning on them for a moment] My 
pride! My pride!! Oh, it’s gone: I have learnt 
now that I have no strength to be proud of. 
[Turning away again] But if a woman cannot 
.protect herself, no one can protect her. No 
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one has any right to try: not even her 
mother. I know I have lost your confidence, 
just as I have lost this man's respect — 
stops to regain command of her voice\ 
VALENTINE. This man! Oh! 

MRS CLANDON. Pray be silent, sir. 

GLORIA [continuing^ — but I have at least 
the right to be left alone in my disgrace. I 
am one of those weak creatures born to be 
mastered by the first man whose eye is 
caught by them; and I must fulfil my destiny, 
I suppose. At least spare me the humiliation 
of trying to save me. [aSAc sits down with her 
handkerchief to her eyes, at the further end of the 
table']. 

VALENTINE [jumping up] Look here — 

MRS CLANDON [severely] Mr Va — 

VALENTINE [recklessly] No: I will speak: Ive 
been silent for nearly thirty seconds. [He 
goes resolutely to Gloria]. Miss Clandon — 
GLORIA [bitterly] Oh, not Miss Clandon: you 
have found it quite safe to call me Gloria. 

VALENTINE. No I wont*. youll throw it in 
my teeth afterwards and accuse me of dis- 
respect. I say it’s a heartbreaking falsehood 
that I dont respect you. It’s true that I 
didnt respect your old pride: why should I? 
it was nothing but cowardice. I didnt respect 
your intellect: Ive a better one myself: it’s a 
masculine speciality. But when the depths 
stirred! when my moment came! when you 
made me brave! ah, then! then!! then!!! 
GLORIA. Then you respected me, I suppose. 
VALENTINE. No I didnt*. I adored you. 
rises quickly and turns her back on him]. And 
you can never take that moment away from 
me. So now I dont care what happens, [lie 
comes back to the ottoman, addressing a cheerful 
explanation tonobody in particular] I ’m perfectly 
aware that I’m talking nonsense. I cant help 
it. [To Mrs Clandon] I love Gloria; and theres 
an end of it. 

MRS CLANDON [emphatically] Mr Valentine: 
you are a most dangerous man. Gloria: come 
here. [Gloria, wondering a little at the command, 
obeys, and stands, with drooping head, on her 
mother s right hand, Valentine being on the 
opposite side. Mrs Clandon then begins, with 
intense scorn] Ask this man whom you have 
inspired and made brave, how many women 
have inspired him before [Gloria looks up 
suddenly with a fash of jealous anger and 
amazement]; how many times he has laid the 
trap in which he has caught you; how often 
he has baited it with the same speeches; how 


much practice it has taken to make him 
perfect in his chosen part in life as the 
Duellist of Sex. 

VALENTINE. This isnt fair. Youre abusing 
my confidence, Mrs Clandon. 

MRS CLANDON. Ask him, Gloria. 

GLORIA [in a flush of rage, going over to him 
with her fists clenched] Is that true? 

VALENTINE. Dont be angry — 

GLORIA [interrupting him implacably] Is it 
true? Did you ever say that before? Did you 
ever feel that before? for another woman? 

VALENTINE [bluntly] Yes. 

Gloria raises her clenched hands. 

MRS CLANDON [horrified, catching her uplifted 
arm] Gloria!! My dear! Youre forgetting 
yourself. 

Gloria, with a deep expiration, slowly relaxes 
her threatening attitude, 

VALENTINE. Remember: a man’s power of 
love and admiration is like any other of his 
powers: he has to throw it away many times 
before he learns what is really worthy of it. 

MRS CLANDON. Another of the old speeches, 
Gloria. Take care. 

VALENTINE [remonstrating] Oh! 

GLORIA [to Mrs Clandon, with contemptuous 
self posse ssioTi] Do you think I need to be 
warned now? [To Valentine] You have tried 
to make me love you. 

VALENTINE. I have. 

GLORIA. Well, you have succeeded in mak- 
ing me hate you: passionately. 

VALENTINE [philosophically] It’s surprising 
how little difference there is between the 
two. [Gloria turns vidignantly away from him. 
He continues, to Mrs Cla7idon] I know men 
whose wives love them; and they go on 
exactly like that. 

MRS CLANDON. Excusc me, Mr Valentine; 
but had you not better go? 

GLORIA. You need not send him away on 
my account, mother. He is nothing to me 
now; and he will amuse Dolly and Phil. 
sits down with slighting indifference, at the end 
of the table nearest the window]. 

VALENTINE [gaily] Of course: thats the 
sensible way of looking at it. Come, Mrs 
Clandon! you cant quarrel with a mere 
butterfly like me! 

MRS CLANDON. I Very greatly mistrust you, 
Mr Valentine, But I do not like to think that 
your unfortunate levity of disposition is mere 
shamelessness and worthlessness; — 

GLORIA [to herself, but aloud] It is shame- 
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less; and it is worthless. 

MRS CLANDON [continuing] — so perhaps we 
had better send for Phil and Dolly, and allow 
you to end your visit in the ordinary way. 

VALENTINE if ske had paid him the highest 
compliment] You overwhelm me, Mrs Clandon. 
Thank you. 

The waiter returns, 

WAITER. Mr M‘Comas, maam. 

MRS CLANDON. Oh, Certainly. Bring him in. 

WAITER. He wishes to see you in the 
reception-room, maam. 

MRS CLANDON. Why iiot here? 

WAITER. Well, if you will excuse my men- 
tioning it, maam, I think Mr M‘Comas feels 
that he would get fairer play if he could speak 
to you away from the younger members of 
your family, maam. 

MRS CLANDON. Tell him they are not here. 

WAITER. They are within sight of the door, 
maam; and very watchful, for some reason 
or other. 

MRS CLANDON [going] Oh, Very well: I’ll go to 
him. 

WAITER [holding the door open for her] Thank 
you, maam. She goes out. He comes hack into 
the room., and meets the eye of Valentine, who 
wants him to go]. All right, sir. Only the tea- 
things, sir. [Taking the tray] Excuse me, sir. 
Thank you, sir. [He goes out]. 

VALENTINE [<o Gloria] Look here. Youll 
forgive me, sooner or later. Forgive me now. 

GLORIA [rising to level the declaration more 
intensely at him] Never! While grass grows or 
water runs, never! never!! never!!! 

VALENTINE [unabashcd] Well, I dont care. 
I cant be unhappy about anything. I shall 
never be unhappy again, never, never, never, 
while grass grows or water runs. The thought 
of you will always make me wild with joy. 
[Some quick taunt is on her lips: he interposes 
sniftly] No: I never said that before: thats 
new. 

GLORIA. It will not be new when you say it 
to the next woman. 

VALENTINE. Oh dont, Gloria, dont. [He 
kneels at her feet]. 

GLORIA. Get up! Get up! How dare you? 

Phil and Dolly, racing,asusual, for first place, 
hurst into the room. They check themselves on 
seeing what is passing. Valentine springs up. 

PHILIP [discreetly] I beg your pardon. Come, 
Dolly. [He offers her his arm and turns to go]. 

GLORIA [annoyed] Mother will be back in a 
moment, Phil. [Severely] Please wait here for 


her, turns away to the whidow, where she 
stands looking out with her hack to them], 

PHILIP [significantly] Oh, indeed. Hmhm! 

DOLLY. Ahah! 

PHILIP. You seem in excellent spirits, 
Valentine. 

VALENTINE. I am. [He comes between them]. 
Now look here. You both know whats going 
on: dont you? 

Gloria turns quickly, as if anticipating some 
fresh outrage. 

DOLLY. Perfectly. 

VALENTINE. Well, it’s all over. Ive been re- 
fused. Scorned. Fm here on sufferance only. 
You understand? it’s all over. Your sister is 
in no sense entertaining my addresses, or 
condescending to interest herself in me in 
any way. [Gloria, satisfied, turns hack con- 
temptuously to the window]. Is that clear? 

DOLLY. Serve you right. You were in too 
great a hurry. 

PHILIP [patting him on the shoulder] Never 
mind: youd never have been able to call your 
soul your own if she’d married you. You can 
now begin a new chapter in your life. 

DOLLY. Chapter seventeen or thereabouts, 
I should imagine. 

VALENTINE [much put out by this pleasantry] 
No: dont say things like that. Thats just the 
sort of thoughtless remark that makes a lot 
of mischief. 

DOLLY. Oh, indeed? Hmhm! 

PHILIP. Ahah! [He goes to the hearth and 
plants himself there in his best head-ofthe- 
family attitude]. 

M' Comas, looking very serious, comes in 
quickly with Mrs Clandon, whose first anxiety 
is about Gloria. She looks rou7id to see where she 
is, and is going to join her at the 7vindow when 
Gloria comes donm to meet her with a marked air 
of trust and affection. Finally Mrs Clandon 
takes her former seat, and Gloria posts herself 
behind it. M* Comas, on his way to the ottoman, is 
hailed by Dolly. 

DOLLY. What cheer. Finch? 

m’comas [sternly] Very serious news from 
your father. Miss Clandon. Very serious news 
indeed. [He passes impressively to the ottoman, 
and sits down]. 

Dolly, duly impressed, follows and sits beside 
him on his right. 

VALENTINE. Perhaps I had better go. 

m'comas. By no means, Mr Valentine. 
You are deeply concerned in this. [Valentine 
takes a chair from the table and sits astride of it, 
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leaning over the hacky near the ottoman\ Mrs 
Clandon: your husband demands the custody 
of his two younger children, who are not of 
age. 

MRS CLANDON [in quick alarm] To take Dolly 
from me? 

DOLLY [touched] But how nice of him! He 
likes us, mamma. 

m‘coma9. I am sorry to have to disabuse 
you of any such illusion, Miss Dorothea. 

DOLLY [cooing ecstatically] Dorothee-ee-ee-a 
[Nestling against his shoulder y quite overcome]. 
Oh, Finch! 

m'comas [nervously y shrinking away] No, no, 
no, no! 

MRS CLANDON. The deed of separation gives 
me the custody of the children. 

m'comas. It also contains a covenant that 
you are not to approach or molest him in any 
way. 

MRS CLANDON. Well*, have I done so? 
m‘ COMAS. Whether the behavior of your 
younger children amounts to legal molesta- 
tion is a question on which it may be neces- 
sary to take counsel’s opinion. At all events, 
Mr Crampton not only claims to have been 
molested; but he believes that he was brought 
here by a plot in which Mr Valentine acted 
as your agent. 

VALENTINE. Whats that? Fih? 
m‘comas. He alleges that you drugged him, 
Mr Valentine. 

VALENTINE. So I did. 
m'comas. But what did you do that for? 
DOLLY. Five shillings extra. 
m‘comas [<o Dollyy short-tempered] I must 
really ask you. Miss Clandon, not to inter- 
rupt this very serious conversation with irre- 
levant interjections. [Vehemently] I insist on 
having earnest matters earnestly and rever- 
ently discussed. [This outburst produces an 
apologetic sileyiccy and puts M* Comas himself 
out of countenance. lie coughs, and starts afresh, 
addressing himself to Gloria]. Miss Clandon: it 
is my duty to tell you that your father has 
also persuaded himself that Mr Valentine 
wishes to marry you — 

VALENTINE [interposing adroitly] I do. 
m‘ comas [hufily] In that case, sir, you must 
not be surprised to find yourself regarded by 
the young lady’s father as a fortune hunter. 

VALENTINE. So I am. Do you expect my 
wife to live on what I earn? tenpence a week! 

m'comas [revolted] I have nothing more to 
say^ sir. I shall return and tell Mr Crampton 
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that this family is no place for a father. [He 
makes for the door], 

MRS CLANDON [With quiet authority] Finch! 
[lie halls]. If Mr Valentine cannot be serious, 
you can. Sit down. [M' Comas, after a brief 
struggle between his dignity and his friendship, 
succumbs, seating himself this time midway 
between Dolly and Mrs Clandon]. You know 
that all this is a made up case — that Fergus 
does not believe in it any more than you do. 
Now give me your real advice: your sincere, 
friendly advice. You know I have always 
trusted your judgment. I promise you the 
children will be quiet. 

m‘ COMAS [resigning himself] Well, well! 
What I want to say is this. In the old arrange- 
ment with your husband, Mrs Clandon, you 
had him at a terrible disadvantage. 

MRS CLANDON. How SO, pray? 

m'comas. Well, you were an advanced 
woman, accustomed to defy public opinion, 
and with no regard for what the world might 
say of you. 

MRS CLANDON [proud of it] Ycs*. that is true. 

Gloria, behind the chair, stoops and kisses her 
mother s hair, a demonstration which disconcerts 
her extremely. 

m'comas. On the other hand, Mrs Clandon, 
your husband had a great horror of anything 
getting into the papers. There was his busi- 
ness to be considered, as well as the pre- 
judices of an old fashioned family. 

MRS CLANDON. Not to mention his own pre- 
judices. 

M* COMAS. Now no doubt he behaved badly, 
Mrs Clandon. 

MRS CLANDON [scomfully] No doubt. 

m‘ COMAS. But was it altogether his fault? 

MRS CLANDON. Was it mine? 

m'comas [hastily] No. Of course not. 

GLORIA [observing him attentively] You do 
not mean that, Mr M’Comas. 

m’comas. My dear young lady, you pick 
me up very sharply. But let me just put this 
to you. When a man makes an unsuitable 
marriage (nobody’s fault, you know, but 
purely accidental incompatibility of tastes); 
when he is deprived by that misfortune of 
the domestic sympathy which, I take it, is 
what a man marries for; w'hen, in short, his 
wife is rather worse than no wife at all 
(through no fault of her own, of course), is 
it to be wondered at if he makes matters 
worse at first by blaming her, and even, in 
his desperation, by occasionally drinking 
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himself into a violent condition or seeking 
sympathy elsewhere? 

MRS CLANDON. I did not blame him: I simply 
rescued myself and the children from him. 

M* COMAS. Yes; but you made hard terms, 
Mrs Clandon. You had him at your mercy: 
you brought him to his knees when you 
threatened to make the matter public by 
applying to the Courts for a judicial separa- 
tion. Suppose he had had that power over 
you, and used it to take your children away 
from you and bring them up in ignorance of 
your very name, how would you feel? what 
would you do? Well, wont you make some 
allowance for his feelings? in common 
humanity. 

MRS CLANDON. I ncvcr discovcrcd his feel- 
ings. I discovered his temper, and his — [she 
shivers^ the rest of his common humanity. 

M* COMAS [wistfully] Women can be very 
hard, Mrs Clandon. 

VALENTINE. Thats true. 

GLORIA [angrily] Be silent, [lie subsides]. 

m'comas [rallying all his forces] Let me 
make one last appeal. Mrs Clandon: believe 
me, there are men who have a good deal of 
feeling, and kind feeling too, which they are 
not able to express. What you miss in Cramp- 
ton is that mere veneer of civilization, the 
art of shewing worthless attentions and pay- 
ing insincere compliments in a kindly charm- 
ing way. If you lived in London, where the 
whole system is one of false good-fellowship, 
and you may know a man for twenty years 
without finding out that he hates you like 
poison, you would soon have your eyes 
opened. There we do unkind things in a kind 
way: we say bitter things in a sweet voice: we 
always give our friends chloroform when we 
tear them to pieces. But think of the other 
side of it! Think of the people who do kind 
things in an unkind way! people whose touch 
hurts, whose voices jar, whose tempers play 
them false, who wound and worry the people 
they love in the very act of trying to con- 
ciliate them, and who yet need affection as 
much as the rest of us. Crampton has an 
abominable temper, I admit. He has no 
manners, no tact, no grace. He’ll never be 
able to gain anyone’s affection unless they 
will take his desire for it on trust. Is he to 
have none? not even pity? from his own flesh 
and blood? 

DOLLY [quite melted] Oh how beautiful. 
Finch! How nice of you! 


PHILIP [with convictionl Finch: this is elo- 
quence: positive eloquence. 

DOLLY. Oh mamma, let us give him another 
chance. Let us have him to dinner. 

MRS CLANDON [unmoved] No, Dolly: I hardly 
got any lunch. My dear Finch: there is not 
the least use in talking to me about Fergus. 
You have never been married to him; I have. 

m'comas [fo Gloria] Miss Clandon: I have 
hitherto refrained from appealing to you, 
because, if what Mr Crampton told me be 
true, you have been more merciless even 
than your mother. 

GLORIA [defiantly] You appeal from her 
strength to my weakness! 

m‘ COMAS. Not your weakness. Miss Clandon. 

I appeal from her intellect to your heart. 

GLORIA. I have learnt to mistrust my heart. 
[With an angry glance at Valentine] I would 
tear my heart out and throw it away if I 
could. My answer to you is my mother’s 
answer. 

M* COMAS [defeated] Well, I am sorry. Very 
sorry. I have done my best. [He rises and 
prepares to gOy deeply dissatisfied]. 

MRS CLANDON. But what did you expect. 
Finch? What do you want us to do? 

m’comas. The first step for both you and 
Crampton is to obtain counsel’s opinion 
as to whether he is bound by the deed of 
separation or not. Now why not obtain this 
opinion at once, and have a friendly meeting 
[her face hardens] or shall we say a neutral 
meeting? to settle the difficulty? Here? In 
this hotel? To-night? What do you say? 

MRS clandon. But where is the counsel’s 
opinion to come from? 

m‘ COMAS. It has dropped down on us out of 
the clouds. On my way back here from 
Crampton’s I met a most eminent Q.C.: a 
man whom I briefed in the case that made 
his name for him. He has come down here 
from Saturday to Monday for the sea air, and 
to visit a relative of his who lives here. He 
has been good enough to say that if I can 
arrange a meeting of the parties he will come 
and help us with his opinion. Now do let us 
seize this chance of a quiet friendly family 
adjustment. Let me bring my friend here 
and try to persuade Crampton to come too. 
Come: consent. 

MRS clandon [rather ominously y after a 
moment's consideration] Finch: I dont want 
counsel’s opinion, because I intend to be 
guided by my own opinion. I dont want to 
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meet Fergus again, because I dont like him, 
and dont believe the meeting will do any 
good. However [rmwg], you have persuaded 
the children that he is not quite hopeless. Do 
as you please. 

m‘ COMAS \taking her hand and shaking it\ 
Thank you, Mrs Clandon. Will nine o’clock 
suit you? 

MRS CLANDON. Perfectly. Phil: will you ring, 
please. [Phil rings the hell\ But if I am to be 
accused of conspiring with Mr Valentine, I 
think he had better be present. 

VALENTINE [rising'\ I quite agree with you. 
I think it’s most important. 

m‘comas. There can be no objection to that, 
I think. I have the greatest hopes of a happy 
settlement. Goodbye for the present. [He 
goes out, meeting the waiter, who holds the door 
open for Am]. 

MRS clandon. We expect some visitors at 
nine, William. Can we have dinner at seven 
instead of half past? 

WAITER [at the door'\ Seven, maam? Cer- 
tainly, maam. It will be a convenience to us 
this busy evening, maam. There will be the 
band and the arranging of the fairy lights 
and one thing or another, maam. 

DOLLY. Fairy lights! 

PHILIP. A band! William: what mean you? 

WAITER. The fancy ball, miss. 

DOLLY AND PHILIP [simultaneously rushing to 
Am] Fancy ball!!! 

WAITER. Oh yes, sir. Given by the regatta 
committee for the benefit of the Life-boat, 
sir. [To Mrs Clandon] We often have them, 
maam: Chinese lanterns in the garden, 
maam: very bright and pleasant, very gay 
and innocent indeed. [To Phil] Tickets down- 
stairs at the office, sir, five shillings: ladies 
half price if accompanied by a gentleman. 

PHILIP [seizing his arm to drag him off] To 
the office, William! 

DOLLY [breathlessly, seizing his other arm] 
Quick, before they re all sold. [They rush him 
out of the room between them]. 

MRS CLANDON [following them] But they 
musnt go off dancing this evening. They 
must be here to meet — [-SAe disappears]. 

Gloria stares coolly at Valentine, and then 
deliberately looks at her watch. 

VALENTINE. I Understand. Ive stayed too 
long. Fm going. 

GLORIA [rvith disdainful punctiliousness] I 
owe you some apology, Mr Valentine. I am 
conscious of having spoken to you somewhat 


sharply. Perhaps rudely. 

VALENTINE. Not at all. 

GLORIA. My only excuse is that it is very 
difficult to give consideration and respect 
when there is no dignity of character on the 
other side to command it. 

VALENTINE. How is a man to look dignified 
when he’s infatuated? 

GLORIA [angrily] Dont say those things to 
me. I forbid you. They are insults. 

VALENTINE. No*. theyre only follies. I cant 
help them. 

GLORIA. If you were really in love, it would 
not make you foolish: it would give you 
dignity! earnestness! even beauty. 

VALENTINE. Do you really think it would 
make me beautiful? [She turns her back on him 
with the coldest contempt]. Ah, you see youre 
not in earnest. Love cant give any man new 
gifts. It can only heighten the gifts he was 
born with. 

GLORIA [sjveeping round at him again] What 
gifts were you born with, pray? 

VALENTINE. Lightness of heart. 

GLORIA. And lightness of head, and light- 
ness of faith, and lightness of everything that 
makes a man. 

VALENTINE. Ycs, the wliolc World is like a 
feather dancing in the light now; and Gloria 
is the sun. [She rears her head haughtily]. Beg 
pardon: I’m off. Back at nine. Goodbye. [He 
runs off gaily, leaving her standing in the middle 
of the room staring after him]. 

GLORIA [at the top of her voice; suddenly furious 
with him for leaving Aer] Idiot! 

ACT IV 

The same room. Nine o'clock. Nobody pre- 
se?it. The lamps are lighted; but the curtains are 
not draivn. The window stands wide open; and 
strings of Chinese lanterns are glowing among 
the trees outside, with the starry sky beyond. The 
band is playing dance-music in the garden, 
drowning the sound of the sea. 

The waiter enters, shewing i?i Crampton and 
M* Comas. Crampton looks cowed and anxious. 
He sits dorvn wearily and timidly on the ottoman. 

WAITER. The ladies have gone for a turn 
through the grounds to see the fancy dresses, 
sir. If you will be so good as to take seats, 
gentlemen, I shall tell them. [He is about to 
go into the garden through the window when 
M* Comas stops him]. 

M* COMAS. Stop a bit. If another gentleman 
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comes shew him in without any delay: we 
are expecting him. 

WAITER. Right, sir. What name, sir? 
m'comas. Boon. Mr Boon. He is a stranger 
to Mrs Clandon; so he may give you a card. 
If so, the name is spelt B.O.H.U.N. You will 
not forget. 

WAITER [smiling] You may depend on me 
for that, sir. My own name is Boon, sir, 
though I am best known down here as Balmy 
Walters, sir. By rights I should spell it with 
the aitch you, sir; but I think it best not to 
take that liberty, sir. There is Norman blood 
in it, sir; and Norman blood is not a recom- 
mendation to a waiter. 

m‘comas. Well, well; “ True hearts are 
more than coronets, and simple faith than 
Norman blood.” 

WAITER. That depends a good deal on one’s 
station in life, sir. If you were a waiter, sir, 
youd find that simple faith would leave you 
just as short as Norman blood. I find it best 
to spell myself B. double-0. N., and to keep 
my wits pretty sharp about me. But I’m 
taking up your time, sir. Youll excuse me, 
sir: your own fault for being so affable, sir. 
I’ll tell the ladies youre here, sir. [He goes out 
into the garden through the rvindo7v], 

m‘comas. Crampton: I can depend on you, 
cant I? 

CRAMPTON. Yes, yes. I’ll be quiet. I’ll be 
patient. I’ll do my best. 

mVomas. Remember: Ive not given you 
away. Ive told them it was all their fault. 

crampton. You told me that it was all my 
fault. 

m‘comas. I told you the truth. 
crampton [plaintively] If they will only be 
fair to me! 

m'comas. My dear Crampton, they wont 
be fair to you: it’s not to be expected from 
them at their age. If youre going to make 
impossible conditions of this kind, we may 
as well go back home at once. 

CRAMPTON. But surely I have a right — 
m'comas [intolerantly] You wont get your 
rights. Now, once for all, Crampton, did your 
promise of good behavior only mean that you 
wont complain if theres nothing to complain 
of? Because, if so — [He moves as if to go], 
CRAMPTON [miserably] No, no: let me alone, 
cant you? Ive been bullied enough: Ive been 
tormented enough. I tell you I’ll do my best. 
But if that girl begins to talk to me like that 
and to look at me like — [He breaks off and 


buries his head in his hands], 

m‘comas [relenting] There, there: itll be all 
right, if you will only bear and forbear. Come: 
pull yourself together: theres someone com- 
ing. [Crampton^ too dejected to care much, hardly 
changes his attitude, Gloria enters from the gar- 
den, M* Comas goes to meet her at the windoiv; 
so that he can speak to her without being heard 
by Crampton], There he is, Miss Clandon. Be 
kind to him. I’ll leave you with him for a 
moment. [He goes into the garden], 

Gloria coines in and strolls coolly down the 
middle of the room, 

crampton [looking round in alarm] Wheres 
M'Comas? 

GLORIA [listlessly, but not unsympathetically] 
Gone out. To leave us together. Delicacy on 
his part, I suppose. [She stops beside him and 
looks quaintly do?vn at him]. Well, father? 

CRAMPTON [submissively] Well, daughter? 

They look at one another with a melancholy 
sense of humor, though humor is not their strong 
point, 

GLORIA. Shake hands. [They shake hands], 

CRAMPTON [holding her hand] My dear: 
I’m afraid I spoke very improperly of your 
mother this afternoon. 

GLORIA. Oh, dont apologize. I was very 
high and mighty myself; but Ive come down 
since: oh, yes: Ive been brought down. 
sits down on the floor beside his chair], 

CRAMPTON. What has happened to you, my 
child? 

GLORIA. Oh, never mind. I was playing the 
part of my mother’s daughter then; but I’m 
not: I’m my father’s daughter. [Lookiftg at 
him forlornly] Thats a come down, isnt it? 

CRAMPTON [angiy] What! [Her expression 
does not alter. He surrenders]. Well, yes, my 
dear: I suppose it is, I suppose it is. I’m afraid 
I’m sometimes a little irritable; but I know 
whats right and reasonable all the time, even 
when I dont act on it. Can you believe that? 

GLORIA. Believe it! Why, thats myself: my- 
self all over, / know whats right and dignified 
and strong and noble, just as well as she does; 
but oh, the things I do! the things I do! the 
things I let other people do!! 

CRAMPTON [a little grudgingly in spite of him- 
self] As well as she does? You mean your 
mother? 

GLORIA [quickly] Yes, mother. [S/fc turns to 
him on her knees and seizes his hands]. Now 
listen. No treason to h e r: no word, no thought 
against her. She is our superior; yours and 
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mine: high heavens above us. Is that agreed.^ 

CRAMPTON. Yes, yes. Just as you please, 
my dear. 

GLORIA [not satisfied, letting go his hands a?id 
drawing hack from A/w] You dont like her? 

CRAMPTON. My child: you havnt been 
married to her. I have. raises herself 
slowly to her feet, looking at him with growing 
coldness\ She did me a great wrong in marry- 
ing me without really earing for me. But 
after that, the wrong was all on my side, I 
dare say. [lie offers her his hand again\ 

GLORIA [taking it firmly and warningly] Take 
care. Thats my dangerous subject. My feel- 
ings — my miserable cowardly womanly feel- 
ings — may be on your side; but my con- 
science is on hers. 

CRAMPTON. Tm very well content with that 
division, my dear. Thank you. 

Valentine arrives. Gloria immediately be- 
comes deliberately haughty. 

VALENTINE. Excusc mc*, but it’s impossible 
to find a servant to announce one: even the 
never failing William seems to be at the ball. 
I should have gone myself; only I havnt five 
shillings to buy a ticket. How arc you getting 
on, Crampton? Better, eh? 

CRAMPTON. I am myself again, Mr Valen- 
tine, no thanks to you. 

VALENTINE. Look at this ungrateful parent 
of yours. Miss Clandon! I saved him from *an 
excruciating pang; and he reviles me! 

GLORIA [coldly^ I am sorry my mother is not 
here to receive you, Mr Valentine. It is not 
quite nine o’clock; and the gentleman of 
whom Mr M‘ Comas spoke, the lawyer, has 
not yet come. 

VALENTINE. Oh ycs he has. Ivc met him 
and talked to him. [With gay malice] Youll 
like him, Miss Clandon: he’s the very in- 
carnation of intellect. You can hear his mind 
working. 

GLORIA [ignoring the jibe] Where is he? 

VALENTINE. Bouglit a false nose and gone 
to the fancy ball. 

CRAMPTON [crustily, looking at his watch] It 
seems that everybody has gone to this fancy 
ball instead of keeping to our appointment 
here. 

VALENTINE. Oh, he’ll come all right enough; 
that was half an hour ago. I didnt like to 
borrow five shillings from him and go in with 
him; so I joined the mob and looked through 
the railings until Miss Clandon disappeared 
into the hotel through the window. 


GLORIA. So it has come to this, that you 
follow me about in public to stare at me. 

VALENTINE. Ycs*. somcbody ought to chain 
me up. 

Gloria turns her back on him and goes to the 
fireplace. He takes the s?iub very philosophically, 
and goes to the opposite side of the room. The 
waiter appears at the window, ushermg in Mrs 
Clandon and M' Comas. 

MRS CLANDON. I am SO sorry to have kept 
you all waiting. 

A grotesquely majestic stranger, in a domino 
and false nose with goggles, appears at the 
window. 

WAITER [to the stranger] Beg pardon, sir; 
but this is a private apartment, sir. If you 
will allow me, sir, I will shew you the Ameri- 
can bar and supper rooms, sir. This way, sir. 

He goes into the garden, leading the way under 
the impression that the stranger is following him. 
The majestic one, however, comes straight i?ito 
the room to the end of the table, where, with im- 
pressive deliberation, he takes off the false nose 
and then the domino, rolling up the nose in the 
domino and throning the bundle on the table like 
a champion throning down his glove. He is now 
seen to be a tall stout man between forty and fifty, 
clean shaven, with a midnight oil pallor empha- 
sized by stiff black hair, cropped short and oiled, 
and eyebrows like early pictorian horsehair up- 
holstery. Physically and spiritually a coarsened 
man: in cunning and logic a ruthlessly sharpened 
one. His bearing as he enters is sufficiently im- 
posing and disquieting; but when he speaks, his 
pojverful menacing voice, impressively articu- 
lated speech, strong inexorable manner, and a 
terrifying power of intensely critical listening, 
raise the impressioii produced by him to absolute 
tremendousness. 

THE STRANGER. My name is Bohun. [General 
aive]. Have I the honor of addressing Mrs 
Clandon? [Mrs Clandon bows. Bohun bows]. 
Miss Clandon? [Gloria bows. Bohun bo7vs]. Mr 
j Clandon? 

CRAMPTON [insisting on his rightful name as 
angrily as he dares] My name is Crampton, sir. 

BOHUN. Oh, indeed. [Passing him over ivith- 
out further notice and turning to Valentine] Are 
you Mr Clandon? 

VALENTINE [making it a point of honor not to 
be impressed by him] Do I look like it? My 
name is Valentine. I did the drugging. 

BOHUN. Ah, quite so. Then Mr Clandon has 
not yet arrived? 

WAITER [entering anxiously through the wm- 
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dow\ Beg pardon, maam; but can you tell me 
what became of that — [He recognizes Bohun, 
and loses all his self-possession, Bohun waits 
rigidly for him to pull himself together']. Beg 
pardon, sir, I’m sure, sir. [Brokenly'] Was — 
was it you, sir? 

BOHUN [remorselessly] It was I. 

WAITER [Unable to restrain his tears] You 
in a false nose, Walter! [He clings to a chair to 
support himself], I beg your pardon, maam. A 
little giddiness — 

BOHUN [commajidingly] You will excuse him, 
Mrs Clandon, when I inform you that he is 
my father. 

WAITER [heartbroken] Oh no, no, Walter. A 
waiter for your father on top of a false nose! 
What will they think of you? 

MRS CLANDON. I am delighted to hear it, Mr 
Bohun. Your father has been an excellent 
friend to us since we came here. 

Bohun bows gravely. 

WAITER [shaking his head] Oh no, maam. It’s 
very kind of you: very ladylike and affable 
indeed, maam; but I should feel at a great 
disadvantage off my own proper footing. 
Nevermind my being the gentleman’s father, 
maam: it is only the accident of birth after 
all, maam. Youll excuse me, J’m sure, having 
interrupted your business, [He begins to make 
his way along the table, supporting himself from 
chair to chair, with his eye on the door], 

BOHUN. One moment. [The waiter stops, 
with a sinking heart]. My father was a witness 
of what passed today, was he not, Mrs 
Clandon? 

MRS CLANDON. Ycs, most of it, I think. 

BOHUN. In that case we shall want him. 

WAITER [pleading] I hope it may not be 
necessary, sir. Busy evening for me, sir, with 
that ball: very busy evening indeed, sir. 

BOHUN [inexorably] We shall want you. 

MRS CLANDON [jpolitely] Sit down, wont you? 

WAITER [earnestly] Oh, if you please, maam, 
I really must draw the line at sitting down. 
I couldnt let myself be seen doing such a 
thing, maam: thank you, I am sure, all the 
same. [He looks round from face to face 
wretchedly, with an expression that would melt 
a heart of stone], 

GLORIA. Dont let us waste time. William 
only wants to go on taking care of us. I should 
like a cup of coffee. 

WAITER [brightening perceptibly] Coffee, 
miss? [He gives a little gasp of hope]. Certainly, 
miss. Thank you, miss: very timely, miss, 


very thoughtful and considerate indeed. [To 
Mrs Clandon, timidly hut expectantly] Any- 
thing for you, maam? 

MRS CLANDON. Er — oli yes*. it’s so hot, I 
think we might have a jug of claret cup. 

WAITER [beaming] Claret cup, maam! Cer- 
tainly, maam. 

GLORIA. Oh well. I’ll have claret cup instead 
of coffee. Put some cucumber in it. 

WAITER [delighted] Cucumber, miss! yes 
miss. [To Bohun] Anything special for you, 
sir? You dont like cucumber, sir. 

BOHUN. If Mrs Clandon will allow me: 
syphon: Scotch. 

WAITER. Right, sir. [To Crampton] Irish for 
you, sir, I think, sir? [Crampton assents with a 
grunt. The waiter looks inquiringly at Valentine], 
VALENTINE. I like cucumber. 

WAITER. Right, sir. [Summing up] Claret 
cup, syphon, one Scotch and one Irish? 

MRS CLANDON. I think thats right. 

WAITER [himself agairi] Right, maam. 
Directly, maam. Thank you. [He ambles off 
through the window, having sounded the whole 
gamut of human happiness, from despair to 
ecstasy, in fifty seconds], 

m'comas. We can begin now, I suppose. 
BOHUN. We had better wait until Mrs 
Clandon’s husband arrives. 

CRAMPTON. What d’y’ mean? I’m her hus- 
band. 

BOHUN [instantly pouncing on the inconsistency 
between this and his previous statement] You 
said just now that your name was Crampton. 
CRAMPTON. So it is. 

MRS CLANDON [allfour ( I — 

GLORIA I Speaking J My — 

m‘ COMAS I simul- I Mrs — 

VALENTINE J taneously] [ You — 

BOHUN [drowning them in two thunderous 
words] One moment. [Dead silence]. Pray allow 
me. Sit down, everybody [They obey humbly, 
Gloria takes the saddle-bag chair on the hearth, 
Valentine slips round to her side of the room and 
sits on the ottoman facing the window, so that he 
can look at her, Crampton sits on the ottoman 
with his back to Valentine* s, Mrs Clandon, who 
has all along kept at the opposite side of the room 
in order to avoid Crampton as much as possible, 
sits near the door, with M' Comas beside her on 
her left, Bohun places himself magisterially in 
the centre of the group, near the corner of the 
table on Mrs Clandon s side. When they are 
settled, he fixes Crampton with his eye, and 
begins] In this family, it appears, the hus- 
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band's name is Crampton: the wife's, Clandon. 
Thus we have on the very threshold of the 
case an element of confusion. 

VALENTINE {^gelling up and speaking across to 
him with one knee on the ottoman]^ But it's 
perfectly simple — 

BOH UN [annihilating him with a vocal thunder- 
bolt] It is. Mrs Clandon has adopted another 
name. That is the obvious explanation which 
you feared I could not find out for myself. 
You mistrust my intelligence, Mr Valentine 
— [stopping him as he is about to protest] no: I 
dont want you to answer that: I want you 
to think over it when you feel your next 
impulse to interrupt me. 

VALENTINE [dazed] This is simply breaking 
a butterfly on a wheel. What does it matter? 
[lie sits down again]. 

BOHUN. I will tell you what it matters, sir. 
It matters that if this family difference is to 
be smoothed over as we all hope it may be, 
Mrs Clandon, as a matter of social conveni- 
ence and decency, will have to resume her 
husband’s name [Mrs Clandon assumes an 
expression of the most determined obstinacy] or 
else Mr Crampton will have to call himself 
Mr Clandon. [Crampton looks indomitably 
resolved to do iiothing of the No doubt 

you think that an easy matter, Mr Valen- 
tine. [He looks pointedly at Mrs Clandon^ then 
at Crampton], I differ from you. [He throws 
himself back in his chair yfroivning heavily]. 

m‘ COMAS [timidly] I think, Bohun, we had 
perhaps better dispose of the important 
questions first. 

BOHUN. M‘ Comas: there will be no difficulty 
about the important questions. There never 
is. It is the trifles that will wreck you at the 
harbor mouth. [M' Comas looks as if he con- 
sidered this a paradox]. You dont agree with 
me, eh? 

m‘ COMAS [fatteringly] If I did — 

BOHUN [interruptmg hun] If you did, you 
would be m e, instead of being what you are. 

m‘ COMAS [fawning on him] Of course, Bohun, 
your speciality — 

BOHUN [again interrupting him] My speci- 
ality is being right when other people are 
wrong. If you agreed with me I should be 
no use here. [He nods at him to drive the pomt 
home; then turns suddenly and forcibly on 
Crampton]. Now you, Mr Crampton: what 
point in this business have you most at 
heart? 

CRAMPTON [beginning slowly] I wish to put 


all considerations of self aside in this matter — 

BOHUN [cutting him short] So do we all, Mr 
Crampton. [7b Mrs Clandon] You wish to 
put self aside, Mrs Clandon? 

MRS CLANDON. Yes: I am not consulting my 
own feelings in being here. 

BOHUN. So do you, Miss Clandon? 

GLORIA. Yes. 

BOHUN. I thought so. We all do. 

VALENTINE. Except me. My aims are selfish. 

BOHUN. Thats because you think an affec- 
tation of sincerity will produce a better effect 
on Miss Clandon than an affectation of dis- 
interestedness. [Valentine, utterly dismantled 
and destroyed by this just remark, takes refuge 
in a feeble speechless smile. Bohun, satisfied at 
having now effectually crushed all rebellion, 
again throws himself back in his chair, with an 
air of being prepared to Usteyi tolerantly to their 
grievances]. Now, Mr Crampton, go on. It’s 
understood that self is put aside. Human 
nature always begins by saying that. 

CRAMPTON. But I mean it, sir. 

BOHUN. Quite so. Now for your point. 

CRAMPTON. Every reasonable person will 
admit that it’s an unselfish one. It’s about 
the children. 

BOHUN. Well? What about the children? 

CRAMPTON [with emotion] They have — 

BOHUN [pouncing forward again] Stop. Youre 
going to tell me about your feelings, Mr 
Crampton. Dont. I sympathize with them; 
but theyre not my business. Tell us exactly 
what you want: thats what we have to get at. 

CRAMPTON [uneasily] Its a very difficult 
question to answer, Mr Bohun. 

BOHUN. Come: Til help you out. What do 
you object to in the present circumstances 
of the children? 

CRAMPTON. I object to the way they have 
been brought up. 

Mrs Clando}i s bro7v contracts ominously. 

BOHUN. How do you propose to alter that 
now? 

CRAMPTON. I think they ought to dress 
more quietly. 

VALENTINE. Nonscnsc. 

BOHUN [instantly fiinging himself back in his 
chair, outraged by the inteiruption] When you 
arc done, Mr Valentine: when you are quite 
done. 

VALENTINE. Whats wrong with Miss Clan- 
don's dress? 

CRAMPTON [hotly to Valentine] My opinion 
is as good as yours. 
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GLORIA [/varmnglt/] Father! 

CRAMPTON [subsiding ptieouslj/] I didnt mean 
you, my dear. [Pleading earnestly to Bohun\ 
But the two younger ones! you have not seen 
them, Mr Bohun; and indeed I think you 
would agree with me that there is something 
very noticeable, something almost gay and 
frivolous in their style of dressing. 

MRS CLANDON [impatiently^ Do you suppose 
I choose their clothes for them? Really, this 
is childish. 

CRAMPTON [furious, rising'\ Childish! 

Mrs Clandon rises indignantly. 


M COMAS 


VALENTINE 


GLORIA 


[all ris- 
ing and 
speaking 
together] 


'Crampton, you 
promised — 
Ridiculous. They 
dress charm- 

ingly* 

I Pray let us behave 
reasonably. 

Tumult. Suddenly they hear a warning chime 
of glasses in the room behind them. They turn 
guiltily and find that the waiter has just come 
back from the bar in the garden, and is jingling 
his tray as he comes softly to the table with it. 
Dead silence. 

WAITER [to Crampton, setting a tumbler apart 
on the table] Irish for you, sir. [Crampton sits 
down a little shamefacedly. The waiter sets 
another tumbler and a syphon apart, saying to 
Bohun] Scotch and syphon for you, sir. 
[Bohun waves his hand impatiently. The waiter 
places a large glass jug a?id three tumblers in 
the middle]. And claret cup. [All subside into 
their seats. Peace reigns]. 

MRS CLANDON. I am afraid we interrupted 
you, Mr Bohun. 

BOHUN [calmly] You did. [To the waiter, who 
is going out] Just wait a bit. 

WAITER. Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. [He takes 
his stand behind Bohun s chair], 

MRS CLANDON [to the Waiter] You dont mind 
our detaining you, I hope. Mr Bohun wishes 
it. 


WAITER [now quite at his ease] Oh no, maam, 
not at all, maam. It is a pleasure to me to 
watch the working of his trained and power- 
ful mind: very stimulating, very entertain- 
ing and instructive indeed, maam. 

BOHUN [resuming command of the proceedings] 
Now, Mr Crampton: we are waiting for you. 
Do you give up your objection to the dressing 
or do you stick to it? 

CRAMPTON [pleading] Mr Bohun: consider 
my position for a moment. I havnt got myself 


alone to consider: theres my sister Sophronia 
and my brother-in-law and all their circle. 
They have a great horror of anything that is 
at all — at all — well — 

BOHUN. Out with it. Fast? Loud? Gay? 

CRAMPTON. Not in any unprincipled sense, 
of course; but — but — [blurting it out desper- 
ately] those two children would shock them. 
Theyre not fit to mix with their own people. 
Thats what I complain of. 

MRS CLANDON [with Suppressed anger] Mr 
Valentine: do you think there is anything 
fast or loud about Phil and Dolly? 

VALENTINE. Certainly not. It’s utter bosh. 
Nothing can be in better taste. 

CRAMPTON. Oh yes: of course you say so. 

MRS CLANDON. William*, you see a great deal 
of good English society. Are my children 
overdressed? 

WAITER [reassuringly] Oh dear no, maam. 
[Persuasively] Oh no, sir, not at all. A little 
pretty and tasty no doubt, but very choice 
and classy, very genteel and high toned 
indeed. Might be the son and daughter of a 
Dean, sir, I assure you, sir. You have only 
to look at them, sir, to — 

At this moment a harlequin and columbine, 
waltzing to the band in the garden, whirl one 
another into the room. The harlequin s dress is 
made of lozenges, an inch square, of turquoise 
blue silk and gold alternately. His bat is gilt and 
his mask turned up. The columbine^ s petticoats 
are the epitome of a harvest field, golden orange 
and poppy crimson, with a tiny velvet jacket for 
the poppy stamens. They pass, an exquisite and 
dazzling apparition, between M' Comas and 
Bohun, and then back in a circle to the end of 
the table, where, as the final chord of the rvaltz is 
struck, they make a tableau in the middle of the 
company, the harlequin down on his left knee, 
and the columbine standing on his right knee, 
with her arms curved over her head. Unlike their 
dancing, which is charmingly graceful, their 
attitudinizing is hardly a success, and threatens 
to end in a catastrophe. 

THE COLUMBINE [screaming] Lift me down, 

somebody: I’m going to fall. Papa: lift me 
down. 

CRAMPTON [anxiously running to her and 
taking her hands] My child! 

noun [jumping do7vn,with his help] Thanks: 
so nice of you. [Phil sits on the edge of the table 
and pours out some claret cup. Crampton returns 
to the ottoman in great perplexity]. Oh, what 
fun! Oh dear! [<SAe seats herself with a vault on 
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the front edge of the table, paniingl. Oh, claret 
cup! [5/!e drinks]* 

BOHUN [in powerful tones] This is the younger 
lady, is it? 

DOLLY [slipping down off the table in alarm at 
his formidable voice ayid manner] Yes, sir. 
Please, who are you? 

MRS cLANDON. This is Mr Bohun, Dolly, who 
has very kindly come to help us this evening. 

DOLLY. Oh, then he comes as a boon and a 
blessing — 

PHILIP. Sh! 

CRAMPTON. Mr Bohun — M'Comas: I appeal 
to you. Is this right? Would you blame my 
sister s family for objecting to it? 

DOLLY flushing ominously] Have you begun 
again? 

CRAMPTON [propitiating her] No, no. Its 
perhaps natural at your age. 

DOLLY [obstinately] Never mind my age. Is 
it pretty? 

CRAMPTON. Yes, dear, yes. [He sits down in 
token of submission], 

DOLLY [insistently] Do you like it? 

CRAMPTON. My child: how can you expect 
me to like it or to approve of it? 

DOLLY [determined not to let him off] How can 
you think it pretty and not like it? 

m'comas [rising, scandalized] Really I must 
say— 

Bohun, who has listened to Dolly with the 
highest approval, is down on him instantly, 

BOHUN. No: dont interrupt, M‘Comas. The 
young lady’s method is right. [7b Dolly, with 
tremendous emphasis] Press your questions. 
Miss Clandon: press your questions. 

DOLLY [turning to Bohun] Oh dear, you are 
a regular overwhelmer! Do you always go 
on like this? 

BOHUN [rising Yes. Dont you try to put 
me out of countenance, young lady: yourc 
too young to do it. [He takes M'Comas^s chair 
from beside Mrs Claridons, and sets it beside 
his own]. Sit down. [Dolly, fascinated, obeys; 
and Bohun sits down again, M* Comas, robbed 
of his seat, takes a chair on the other side, 
between the table and the ottomari]. Now, Mr 
Crampton, the facts are before you: both of 
them. You think youd like to have your two 
youngest children to live with you. Well, you 
wouldnt — [Crampton tries to protest; but Bohun 
will not have it on any terms] no you wouldnt: 
you think you would; but I know better than 
you. Youd want this young lady here to give 
up dressing like a stage columbine in the 


evening and like a fashionable columbine in 
the morning. Well, she wont: never. She 
tliinks she will; but — 

DOLLY [interrupting him] No I dont. [Reso- 
lutely] ril never give up dressing prettily. 
Never. As Gloria said to that man in Madeira, 
never, never, never! while grass grows or 
water runs. 

VALENTINE [rising in the wildest agitation] 
What! What! [Beginning to speak very fas{] 
When did she say that? Who did she say that 
to? 

BOHUN [throwing himself back with massive 
pitying remonstrance] Mr Valentine — 

VALENTINE [pepperily] Dont you interrupt 
me, sir: this is something really serious. I 
insist on knowing who Miss Clandon said 
that to. 

DOLLY. Perhaps Phil remembers. Which 
was it, Phil? number three or number five? 

VALENTINE. Number five!!! 

PHILIP. Courage, Valentine! It wasnt 
number five: it was only a tame naval lieu- 
tenant who was always on hand: the most 
patient and harmless of mortals. 

GLORIA [coldly] What are we discussing 
now, pray? 

VALENTINE [vcry red] Excuse me: I am 
sorry I interrupted. I shall intrude no 
further, Mrs Clandon. [He bows to Mrs Clan- 
do7i and marches away into the garden, boiling 
nith suppressed rage], 

DOLLY. Hmhm! 

PHILIP. Ahah! 

GLORIA. Please go on, Mr Bohun. 

DOLLY [striking in as Bohun, frowning for- 
midably, collects himself for a fresh grapple with 
the case] Youre going to bully us, Mr Bohun. 

BOHUN. I — 

DOLLY [interrupting him] Oh yes you are: 
you think youre not; but you are. I know by 
your eyebrows. 

BOHUN [capitulating Mrs Clandon: these 
are clever children: clear headed well brought 
up children. I make that admission deliber- 
ately. Can you, in return, point out to me 
any way of inducing them to hold their 
tongues? 

MRS CLANDON. Dolly, dearest — ! 

PHILIP. Our old failing, Dolly. Silence! 

Dolly holds her mouth, 

MRS CLANDON. Now, Mr Bohun, before they 
begin again — 

WAITER [softly] Be quick, sir: be quick. 

DOLLY [beaming ai him] Dear William I 
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PHILIP. Sh! 

BOHUN [unexpectedly beginning by hurling a 
question straight at Dolly"] Have you any in- 
tention of getting married? 

DOLLY. I! Well, Finch calls me by my 
Christian name. 

M* COMAS [starting violently] I will not have 
this. Mr Bohun: I use the young lady*s 
Christian name naturally as an old friend of 
her mother’s. 

DOLLY. Yes, you call me Dolly as an old 
friend of my mother’s. But what about 
Dorothee-ee-a? 

M' Comas rises indignantly, 

CRAMPTON [anxiouslyy rising to restrain him] 
Keep your temper, M‘Comas. Dont let us 
quarrel. Be patient. 

m’comas. I will not be patient. You are 
shewing the most wretched weakness of 
character, Crampton. I say this is monstrous. 

DOLLY. Mr Bohun: please bully Finch for 
us. 

BOHUN. I will. M'Comas: youre making 
yourself ridiculous. Sit down. 

m‘ COMAS. I — 

BOHUN [rvaving him dorvn imperiously] No: 
sit down, sit down. 

M' Comas sits down sulkily; and Crampton^ 
much relieved y follows his example, 

DOLLY [to Bohuuy meekly] Thank you. 

BOHUN. Now listen to me, all of you. I give 
no opinion, M'Comas, as to how far you may 
or may not have committed yourself in the 
direction indicated by this young lady. 
[M* Comas is about to protest]. No: dont inter- 
rupt me: if she doesnt marry you she will 
marry somebody else. That is the solution of 
the difficulty as to her not bearing her 
father’s name. The other lady intends to get 
married. 

GLORIA [fusking] Mr Bohun! 

BOHUN. Oh yes you do: you dont know it; 
but you do. 

GLORIA [rising] Stop. I warn you, Mr Bohun, 
not to answer for my intentions. 

BOHUN [rising] It’s no use. Miss Clandon: 
you cant put me down. I tell you your name 
will soon be neither Clandon nor Crampton; 
and I could tell you what it will be if I chose. 
[He goes to the table and takes up his domino. 
They all rise; and Phil goes to the rvindorv, 
Bohuny with a gesture, summons the waiter to 
help him to robe], Mr Crampton: your notion 
of going to law is all nonsense: your children 
will be of age before you can get the point 


decided. [Allowing the waiter to put the domino 
on his shoulders] You can do nothing but 
make a friendly arrangement. If you want 
your family more than they want you, youll 
get the worst of the arrangement: if they 
want you more than you want them youll 
get the better of it. [He shakes the domino 
into becoming folds and takes up the false nose, 
Dolly gazes admiringly at hirr^. The strength 
of their position lies in their being very agree- 
able people personally. The strength of your 
position lies in your income. [He claps on the 
false nose, and is again grotesquely transfigured], 

DOLLY [running to him] Oh, now you look 
quite like a human being. Maynt I have just 
one dance with you? Can you dance? 

Phil, resuming his part of harlequin, waves 
his bat as if casting a spell on them, 

BOHUN [tinmdcrously] Yes: you think I cant; 
but I can. Allow me. [He seizes her and dances 
off with her through the window in a most porver- 
fill manner, but with studied propriety and 
grace], 

PHILIP. “On with the dance: let joy be 
unconfined.” William. 

WAITER. Yes, sir. 

PHILIP. Can you procure a couple of 
dominos and false noses for my father and 
Mr M‘Comas? 

m’comas. Most certainly not. I protest — 

CRAMPTON. Yes, yes. What harm will it do, 
just for once, M‘ Comas? Dont let us be spoil- 
sports. 

m‘ COMAS. Crampton: you are not the man I 
took you for. [Pointedly] Bullies are always 
cowards. [He goes disgustedly towards the 
window], 

CRAMPTON [following him] Well, never mind. 
We must indulge them a little. Can you get 
us something to wear, waiter? 

WAITER. Certainly, sir. [He precedes them to 
the window, and stands aside there to let them 
pass out before him]. This way, sir. Dominos 
and noses, sir? 

m’comas [angrily, on his way out] I shall 
wear my own nose. 

WAITER [suavely] Oh dear yes, sir: the false 
one will fit over it quite easily, sir: plenty of 
room, sir, plenty of room. [He goes out after 
M' Comas], 

CRAMPTON [Uirning at the window to Phil with 
an attempt at genial fatherliness] Come along, 
my boy. Come along. [He goes], 

PHILIP [cheerily, following him] Coming, 
dad, coming. [On the window threshold he stops; 
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looks after Crampton; then turns fantastically 
with his hat bent into a halo round his head, and 
says with lowered voice to Mrs Clandon and 
Gloria] Did you feel the pathos of that? [He 
vanishes]. 

MRS CLANDON [left alone with Glorici] Why 
did Mr Valentine go away so suddenly, I 
wonder? 

GLORIA [petulantly] I dont know. Yes, I do 
know. Let us go and see the dancing. 

They go towards the window, and are met by 
Valentine, who comes in from the garden walking 
quickly, with his face set and sulky. 

VALENTINE [sUffly] Excuse me. I thought 
the party had quite broken up. 

GLORIA [nagging] Then why did you come 
back? 

VALENTINE. I camc back because I am 
penniless. I cant get out that way without a 
five-shilling ticket. 

MRS CLANDON. Has anything annoyed you, 
Mr Valentine? 

GLORIA. Never mind him, mother. This is a 
fresh insult to me: that is all. 

MRS CLANDON [hardly able to realize that 
Gloria is deliberately provoking an altercation] 
Gloria! 

VALENTINE. Mrs Clandon: have I said any- 
thing insulting? Have I done anything 
insulting? 

GLORIA. You have implied that my past has 
been like yours. That is the worst of insults. 

VALENTINE. I imply nothing of the sort. I 
declare that my past has been blameless in 
comparison with yours. 

MRS CLANDON [iHOst indignantly] Mr Valen- 
tine! 

VALENTINE. Well, what am I to think when 
I learn that Miss Clandon has made exactly 
the same speeches to other men that she has 
made to me? Five former lovers, with a tame 
naval lieutenant thrown in! Oh, it’s too bad. 

MRS CLANDON. But you surely do not believe 
that these affairs — mere jokes of the chil- 
dren’s — were serious, Mr Valentine? 

VALENTINE. Not to you. Not to her, perhaps. 
But I know what the men felt. [With ludi- 
crously genuine earnestness] Have you ever 
thought of the wrecked lives, the unhappy 
marriages contracted in the recklessness of 
despair, the suicides, the — the — the — 

GLORIA \interrupiing him contemptuously] 
Mother; this man is a sentimental idiot. 
sweeps away to the fireplace]. 

MRS GLANDON [sfiocked] Oh, my dearest 


Gloria, Mr Valentine will think that rude. 

VALENTINE. I am not a sentimental idiot. 
I am cured of sentiment for ever. [He turns 
away in dudgeon]. 

MRS CLANDON. Mr Valentine*, you must 
excuse us all. Women have to unlearn the 
false good manners of their slavery before 
they aequire the genuine good manners of 
their freedom. Dont think Gloria vulgar 
[Gloria turns, astonished\. she is not really so. 

GLORIA. Mother! You apologize for me to 
him! 

MRS CLANDON. My dear: you have some of 
the faults of youth as well as its qualities; 
and Mr Valentine seems rather too old 
fashioned in his ideas about his own sex to 
like being ealled an idiot. And now had we 
not better go and see what Dolly is doing? 
goes to7vards the window]. 

GLORIA. Do you go, mother. I wish to 
speak to Mr Valentine alone. 

MRS CLANDON [startled into a remonstrance] 
My dear! [Recollectmg herself] I beg your 
pardon, Gloria. Certainly, if you wish. 
goes out]. 

VALENTINE. Oh, if your mother were only a 
widow! She’s worth six of you. 

GLORIA. That is the first thing I have heard 
you say that does you honor. 

VALENTINE. Stuff! Comc: say what you want 
to say and let me go. 

GLORIA. I have only this to say. You dragged 
me down to your level for a moment this 
afternoon. Do you think, if that had ever 
happened before, that I should not have 
been on my guard? that I should not have 
known what was coming, and known my own 
miserable weakness? 

VALENTINE [scoldingat her passionately]Y)out 
talk of it in that way. What do I care for 
anything in you but your weakness, as you 
call it? You thought yourself very safe, didnt 
you, behind your advanced ideas? I amused 
myself by upsetting them pretty easily. 

GLORIA [insolently, feeling that now she can 
do as she likes with him] Indeed! 

VALENTINE. But why did I do it? Because I 
was being tempted to awaken your heart: to 
stir the depths in you. Why was I tempted? 
Because Nature was in deadly earnest with 
me when I was in jest with her. When the 
great moment came, who was awakened? 
who was stirred? in whom did the depths 
break up? In myself — m y s e 1 f. I was trans- 
ported; you were only offended — shocked. 
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You are just an ordinary young lady, too 
ordinary to allow tame lieutenants to go as 
far as I went. Thats all. I shall not trouble 
you with conventional apologies. Goodbye. 
\He makes resolutely for the door\ 

GLORIA. Stop, [lie hesitaies\ Oh, will you 
understand, if I tell you the truth, that 1 am 
not making advances to you? 

VALENTINE. Pooh! I know what youre going 
to say. You think youre not ordinary: that I 
was right: that you really have those depths 
in your nature. It flatters you to believe it. 
[5'/ie recoils]. Well, I grant that you are not 
ordinary in some ways: you are a clever girl 
[Gloria stifles an exclamation of rage, and takes 
a threatening step towards him]\ but youve not 
been awakened yet. You didnt care: you 
dqnt care. It was my tragedy, not yours. 
Goodbye. [He turns to the ddor. She watches 
him, appalled to see him slipping from her grasp. 
As he turns the handle, he pauses; then turns 
again to her, offering his hand]. Let us part 
kindly. 

GLORIA [enormously relieved, and immediately 
turning her hack on aim deliberately] Goodbye. 
I trust you will soon recover from the wound. 

VALENTINE [brightening up as it flashes on 
him that he is master of the situation after all] 
I shall recover: such wounds heal more than 
they harm. After all, I still have my own 
Gloria. 

GLORIA [facing him quickly] What do you 
mean? 

VALENTINE. The Gloria of my imagination. 

GLORIA [proudly] Keep your own Gloria: 
the Gloria of your imagination. [Her emotion 
begins to break through her pride]. The real 
Gloria: the Gloria who was shocked, offended, 
horrified — oh yes, quite truly — who was 
driven almost mad with shame by the feeling 
that all her power over herself had broken 
down at her first real encounter with — with — 
[2' he color rushes over her face again. She 
covers it with her left hand, and puts her right 
on his left arm to support herself], 

VALENTINE. Take care. Tm losing my senses 
again. [Summoning all her courage, she takes 
away her hand from her face and puts it on his 
right shoulder, turning him towards her and 
looking him straight in the eyes. He begins to 
protest agitatedly], Gloria: be sensible: it’s no 
use: I havnt a penny in the world. 

GLORIA. Cant you earn one? Other people 
do* 

VALENTINE [half delighted, half frightened] 


I never could: youd be unhappy. My dearest 
love: I should be the merest fortune-hunting 
adventurer if — [Her grip of his arms tightens; 
and she kisses him]. Oh Lord! [Breathless] Oh, 
I — [he gasps] I dont know anything about 
women: twelve years experience is not 
enough. [In a gust of jealousy she throws him 
away from her; and he reels back into a chair 
like a leaf before the wind], 

Dolly dances in, waltzing with the waiter, 
followed by Mrs Clayidon and Fhich, also 
waltzing, and Phil pirouetting by himself. 

DOLLY [sinking on the chair at the writing- 
table] Oh, I’m out of breath. How beautifully 
you waltz, William! 

MRS CLANDON [sinking on the saddle-bag seat 
on the hearth] Oh, how could you make me 
do such a silly thing. Finch! I havnt danced 
since the soiree at South Place twenty years 
ago. 

GLORIA [peremptorily to Valentine] Get up. 
[Valeyitme gets up abjectly]. Now let us have 
no false delicacy. Tell my mother that we 
have agreed to marry one another. 

A silence of stupefaction ensues. Valentine, 
dumb with panic, looks at them with an obvious 
impidse to run away. 

DOLLY [breaking the silence] Number Six! 

PHILIP. Sh! 

DOLLY [tumultuously] Oh, my feelings! I 
want to kiss somebody; and we bar it in the 
family. Wheres Finch? 

m‘ COMAS. No, positively. 

Crampton appears at the window. 

DOLLY [rujining to Cramptori] Oh, youre just 
in time. [She kisses him]. Now [leading him 
forward] bless them. 

GLORIA. No. I will have no such thing, even 
in jest. When I need a blessing, I shall ask 
my mother’s. 

CRAMPTON [to Gloria, with deep disappoint- 
ment] Am I to understand that you have 
engaged yourself to this young gentleman? 

GLORIA [resolutely] Yes. Do you intend to 
be our friend or — 

DOLLY. — or our father? 

CRAMPTON. I should like to be both, my 
child. But surely — ! Mr Valentine: I appeal 
to your sense of honor. 

VALENTINE. Youre quite right. It’s perfect 
madness. If we go out to dance together I 
shall have to borrow five shillings from her 
for a ticket. Gloria: dont be rash: youre 
throwing yourself away. I’d much better 
clear straight out of this, and never see any 
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of you again. I shant commit suicide: I 
shant even be unhappy. Itll be a relief to 
me: I — I’m frightened, I’m positively fright- 
ened; and that s the plain truth. 

GLORIA [determinedly] You shall not go. 

VALENTINE [quailing] No, dearest: of course 
not. But — oh, will somebody only talk sense 
for a moment and bring us all to reason! I 
cant. Where’s Bohun? Bohun’s the man. 
Phil: go and summon Bohun. 

PHILIP. From the vasty deep. I go. [He 
makes his hat quiver in the air and darts away 
through the window], 

WAITER [harmoniously to Valentine] If you 
will excuse my putting in a word, sir, do not 
let a matter of five shillings stand between 
you and your happiness, sir. We shall be 
only too pleased to put the ticket down to 
you; and you can settle at your convenience. 
Very glad to meet you in any way, very 
happy and pleased indeed, sir. 

PHILIP [reappearing] He comes. [He waves 
his bat over the window], 

Bohun comes in, taking off his false tiose and 
throwing it on the table in passing as he comes 
between Gloria and Valentine, 

VALENTINE. The poiiit is, Mr Bohun — 

m‘ COMAS [interrupting from the hearthrug] 
Excuse me, sir: the point must be put to 
him by a solicitor. The question is one of 
an engagement between these two young 
people. The lady has some property, and 
[looking at Crampton] will probably have a 
good deal more. 

CRAMPTON. Possibly. I hope so. 

VALENTINE. And the gentleman hasnt a rap. 

BOHUN [nailing Valentine to the point instantly] 
Then insist on a settlement. That shocks 
your delicacy: most sensible precautions do. 
But you ask my advice; and I give it to you. 
Have a settlement. 

GLORIA [proudly] He shall have a settle- 
ment. 

VALENTINE. My good sir, I dont w^ant 
advice for myself. Give her some advice. 

BOHUN. She wont take it. When youre 
married, she wont take yours either — [turn- 
ing suddenly on Gloria] oh no you wont: you 
think you will; but you wont. He’ll set to 
work and earn his living — [turning suddenly 
on Valentine] oh yes you will: you think you 
wont; but you will. She’ll make you. 

CRAMPTON [only half persuaded] Then, Mr 
Bohun, you dont think this match an unwise 
one? 


BOHUN. Yes I do: all matches are unwise. 
It’s unwise to be born; it’s unwise to be 
married; it’s unwise to live; and it’s wise to 
die. 

WAITER [insinuating himself between Cramp- 
ton and Valentine] Then, if I may respectfully 
put a word in, sir, so much the worse for 
wisdom! 

PHILIP. Allow me to remark that if Gloria 
has made up her mind — 

DOLLY. The matter’s settled; and Valen- 
tine’s done for. And we’re missing all the 
dances. 

VALENTINE [/o Gloria, gallantly making the 
best of May I have a dance — 

BOHUN [interposing in his grandest diapason] 
Excuse me: I claim that privilege as counsel’s 
fee. May I have the honor? thank you. [He 
dances away with Gloria, and disappears among 
the lanterns, leaving V alentine gasping], 

VALENTINE [recovering his breath] Dolly: may 
I — [offering himself as her partner]} 

DOLLY. Nonsense! [eluding him and running 
round the table to the fireplace]. Finch: my 
Finch! [5'Ae pounces on M' Comas and makes 
him dance], 

m‘comas [protesting] Pray restrain— really — 
[He is borne off dancing through the windoiv], 
VALENTINE [making a last effort] Mrs Clan- 
don: may I — 

PHILIP [ forestalling him] Come, mother. 
{lie seizes his mother and 7vhirls her away], 

MRS cLANDON [remonstrating] Phil, Phil — 
[5*^6 shares M* Comas’s fate], 

CRAMPTON [follorving them with senile glee] 
Ho! ho! He! he! he! [He goes into the garden 
chuckling], 

VALENTINE [collapsing on the ottoman and 
staring at the ivaiter] I might as well be a 
married man already. 

WAITER [contemplating the defeated Duellist 
of Sex with ineffable benignity] Cheer up, sir, 
cheer up. Every man is frightened of marriage 
when it comes to the point; but it often turns 
out very comfortable, very enjoyable and 
happy indeed, sir — from time to time. I 
never was master in my own house, sir: my 
wife was like your young lady: she was of a 
commanding and masterful disposition, which 
my son has inherited. But if I had my life 
to live twice over. I’d do it again: I’d do it 
again, I assure you. You never can tell, sir; 
you never can tell. 


THE END 
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VIII 

THE DEVIL’S DISCIPLE 

A MELODRAMA ( 1897 ) 

BEING THE FIRST OF THREE PLAYS FOR PURITANS 


ACT I 

At the most wretched hour between a black night 
and a ivintry morning in the year 1777, Mrs 
Dudgeon, of New Hampshire, is sitting up in the 
kitchen and general dwelling room o f her farm 
house on the outskirts of the town offVebsterbridge, 
She is not a prepossessing woman. No woman 
looks her best after sitting up all night; and Mrs 
Dudgeon s face, even at its best, is grimly 
trenched by the channels into which the barren 
forms and observances of a dead Puritanism can 
pen a bitter temper and a fierce pride. She is an 
elderly matron who has worked hard and got 
nothing by it except dominion and detestation in 
her sordid home, and an unquestioned reputation 
for piety and respectability among her neighbors, 
to whom drink and debauchery are still so much 
more tempting than religion and rectitude, that 
they conceive goodness simply as self-denial. This 
conception is easily extended to other s-denial, and 
finally generalized as covering anything disagree- 
able. So Mrs Dudgeon, being exceedingly dis- 
agreeable, is held to be exceedingly good. Short 
of flat felony, she enjoys complete license except 
for amiable weaknesses of any sort, and is conse- 
quently, without knowing it, the most licentious 
woman in the parish on the strength of never hav- 
ing broken the seventh commandment or missed a 
Sunday at the Presbyterian church. 

The year 1777 is the one in which the passions 
roused by the breaking-off of the American colonies 
from England, more by their own weight than their 
own will, boiled up to shooting point, the shooting 
being idealized to the English mind as suppression 
of rebellion and maintenance of British dominion, 
and to the American as defence of liberty, resist- 
ance to tyranny, and self-sacrifice on the altar of 
the Rights of Man. Into the merits of these ideal- 
izations it is not here necessary to inquire: suffice 
it to say, without prejudice, that they have con- 
vinced both Americans and English that the most 
highminded course for them to pursue is to kill as 
many of one another as possible, and that military 
operaiions to that end are in full swing, morally 
supported by confident requests from the clergy of 
both sides for the blessing of God on their arms. 
Under such circumstances many other women 


besides this disagreeable Mrs Dudgeon find them- 
selves sitting up all night 7vaiting for news. Like 
her, too, they fall asleep towards morning at the 
risk of nodding themselves into the kitchen fire. 
Mrs Dudgeon sleeps with a shawl over her head, 
and her feet on a broad fender of iron laths, the 
step of the domestic altar of the fireplace, with 
its huge hobs and boiler, and its hinged arm above 
the smoky mantelshelf for roasting. The plain 
kitchen table is opposite the fire, at her elbow, 
with a candle on it in a tin sconce. Her chair, like 
all the others in the room, is uncushioned and 
unpainted; but as it has a round railed back and a 
seat conventionally moulded to the sitter's curves, 
it is comparatively a chair of state. The room has 
three doors, one on the same side as the fireplace, 
near the corner, leading to the best bedroom; one, 
at the opposite end of the opposite wall, leadhig 
to the scullery and rvashhouse; and the housedoor, 
with its latch, heavy lock, and clumsy wooden bar, 
in the front wall, between the window in its middle 
and the corner next the bedroom door. Between 
the door and the rvindow a rack of pegs suggests 
to the deductive observer that the men of the house 
are all away, as there are no hats or coals on 
them. On the other side of the window the clock 
hangs on a nail, with its white wooden dial, black 
iron weights, and brass pendulum. Between the 
clock and the corner, a big cupboard, locked, 
stands on a dwarf dresser full of common 
crockery. 

On the side opposite the fireplace, between the 
door and the corner, a shamelessly ugly black 
horsehair sofa stands against the wall. An inspec- 
tion of its stridulous surface shews that Mrs 
Dudgeon is not alone. A girl of sixteen or seven- 
teen has fallen asleep on it. She is a wild, timid 
looking creature with black hair and tanned skin. 
Her frock, a scanty garment, is rent, weather- 
stained, berrystained, and by no means scrupu- 
lously clean. It hangs on her with a freedom 
which, taken with her brown legs and bare feet, 
suggests no great stock of underclothing. 

Suddenly there comes a tapping at the door, not 
loud enough to wake the sleepers. Then knocking, 
which disturbs Mrs Dudgeon a little. Finally the 
latch is tried, whereupon she springs up at once. 
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MRS DUDGEON [threateningly] Well, why dont 
you open the door? [She sees that the girl is 
asleep^ and immediately raises a clamor of heart- 
felt vexation]. Well, dear, dear me! Now this 
is — [shaking her] wake up, wake up: do you 
hear? 

THE GIRL [sitting up] What is it? 

MRS DUDGEON. Wake up; and be ashamed 
of yourself, you unfeeling sinful girl, falling 
asleep like that, and your father hardly cold 
in his grave. 

THE GIRL [half asleep still] I didnt mean to. 
I dropped off — 

MRS DUDGEON [cuUiug her short] Oh yes, 
youve plenty of excuses, I daresay. Dropped 
off! [Fiercely, as the knocking recommences] 
Why dont you get up and let your uncle in? 
after me waiting up all night for him! 
pushes her rudely off the sofa]. There: I’ll open 
the door: much good you are to wait up. Go 
and mend that fire a bit. 

The girl, cowed and wretched, goes to the fire 
and puts a log on. Mrs Dudgeon unbars the 
door and opens it, letting into the stuffy kitchen a 
little of the freshness and a great deal of the chill 
of the dawn, also her second son Christy, a 
fattish, stupid, fair-haired, roundfaced man of 
about 22, muffled in a plaid shawl and grey 
overcoat. He hurries, skivering, to the fire, leav- 
ing Mrs Dudgeon to shut the door. 

CHRISTY [at the fire] F — f — f! but it is cold. 
[Seeing the girl, and staring lumpishly at her] 
Why, who are you? 

THE GIRL [shyly] Essie. 

MRS DUDGEON. Oh, you may well ask. [To 
Essie] Go to your room, child, and lie down, 
since you havnt feeling enough to keep you 
awake. Your history isnt fit for your own ears 
to hear. 

ESSIE. I — 

MRS DUDGEON [peremptorily] Dont answer 
me. Miss; but shew your obedience by doing 
what I tell you. [Essie, almost in tears, crosses 
the room to the door near the sofa]. And dont 
forget your prayers. [Essie goes out]. She’d 
have gone to bed last night just as if no- 
thing had happened if I’d let her. 

CHRISTY [phlegmatically] Well, she cant be 
expected to feel Uncle Peter’s death like 
one of the family. 

MRS DUDGEON. What are you talking about, 
child? Isnt she his daughter — the punishment 
of his wickedness and shame? [5/te assaults 
her chair by sitting down]. 

CHRISTY [stanng] Uncle Peter’s daughter! 


MRS DUDGEON. Why elsc should she be here? 
D’ye think Ive not had enough trouble and 
care put upon me bringing up my own girls, 
let alone you and your good-for-nothing 
brother, without having your uncle’s bas- 
tards — 

CHRISTY [interrupting her with an apprehen- 
sive glance at the door by which Essie went out] 
Sh! She may hear you. 

MRS DUDGEON [raising her voice] Let her hear 
me. People who fear God dont fear to give 
the devil’s work its right name. [Christy, 
soullessly indifferent to the strife of Good and 
Evil, stares at the fire, warming himself]. Well, 
how long are you going to stare there like a 
stuck pig? What news have you for me? 

CHRISTY [taking off his hat and shawl and 
going to the rack to hang them up] The minister 
is to break the news to you. He’ll be here 
presently. 

MRS DUDGEON. Break what news? 

CHRISTY [standing on tiptoe, from boyish 
habit, to hang his hat up, though he ts quite tall 
enough to reach the peg, and speaking with 
callous placidity, considering the nature of the 
announcement] Father’s dead too. 

MRS DUDGEON [stupent] Your father! 

CHRISTY [sulkily, coming hack to the fire and 
warming himself again, attending much more to 
the fire than to his mother] Well, it’s not my 
fault. When we got to Nevinstown we found 
him ill in bed. He didnt know us at first. 
The minister sat up with him and sent me 
away. He died in the night. 

MRS DUDGEON [bursting into dry angry tears] 
Well, I do think this is hard on me — very 
hard on me. His brother, that was a disgrace 
to us all his life, gets hanged on the public 
gallows as a rebel; and your father, instead 
of staying at home where his duty was, with 
his own family, goes after him and dies, 
leaving everything on my shoulders. After 
sending this girl to me to take care of, too! 

plucks her shatvl vexedly over her ears]. 
It’s sinful, so it is: downright sinful. 

CHRISTY [with a slow, bovine cheerfulness, 
after a pause] I think it’s going to be a fine 
morning, after all. 

MRS DUDGEON [railing at him] A fine morning! 
And your father newly dead! Wheres your 
feelings, child? 

CHRISTY [obstinately] Well, I didnt mean 
any harm. I suppose a man may make a 
remark about the weather even if his father’s 
dead. 



990 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


MRS DUDGEON [hiUerly] A nice comfort my 
children are to me! One son a fool, and the 
other a lost sinner thats left his home to live 
with smugglers and gypsies and villains, the 
scum of the earth! 

Someone knocks. 

cuKi^TY [rvithout moving] Thats the minister. 

MRS DUDGEON [sharply] Well, arnt you going 
to let Mr Anderson in? 

Christy goes sheepishly to the door. Mrs Dud- 
geon buries her face vi her hands, as it is her 
duty as a widow to he overcome with grief. 
Christy opens the door, and admits the minister, 
Anthony Anderson, a shrewd, genial, ready 
Presbyterian divine of about 50, with something 
of the authority of his profession in his hear^ 
ing. But it is an altogether secular authority, 
sweetened by a conciliatory, sensible manner not 
at all suggestive of a quite thoroughgoing other- 
worldliness. lie is a strong, healthy man too, 
with a thick sanguine neck; and his keen, cheerful 
mouth cuts into somewhat fleshy corners. No 
doubt an excellent parson, but still a man capable 
of making the most of this world, and perhaps a 
little apologetically conscious of getting on better 
with it than a sound Presbyterian ought. 

ANDERSON \to Christy, at the door, looking at 
Mrs Dudgeon whilst he takes off his cloak] Have 
you told her? 

CHRISTY, She made me. \Ile shuts the door; 
yawns; and loafs across to the sofa, where he 
sits down and presently drops off to sleep]. 

Anderson looks compassionately at Mrs Dud- 
geon. Then he hangs his cloak and hat on the 
rack. Mrs Dudgeon dries her eyes and looks up 
at him. 

ANDERSON. Sister: the Lord has laid his 
hand very heavily upon you. 

MRS DUDGEON [witk intensely recalcitrant 
resignation] It’s His will, I suppose; and I 
must bow to it. But I do think it hard. What 
call had Timothy to go to Springtown, and 
remind everybody that he belonged to a 
man that was being hanged? — and [spitefully] 
that deserved it, if ever a man did. 

ANDERSON [gently] They were brothers, Mrs 
Dudgeon. 

MRS DUDGEON. Timothy never acknow- 
ledged him as his brother after we were 
married: he had too much respect for me to 
insult me with such a brother. Would such a 
selfish wretch as Peter have come thirty 
miles to see Timothy hanged, do you think? 
Not thirty yards, not he. However, I must 
bear my cross as best 1 may: least said is 


soonest mended. 

ANDERSON [very grave, coming down to the 
fire to stand with his back to it] Your eldest son 
was present at the execution, Mrs Dudgeon. 

MRS DUDGEON [disagreeably surprised] 
Richard? 

ANDERSON [nodding] Yes. 

MRS DUDGEON [vindictively] Let it be a warn- 
ing to him. He may end that way himself, 
the wicked, dissolute, godless — [she suddenly 
stops; her voice fails; and she asks, with evident 
dread] Did Timothy see him? 

ANDERSON. YeS. 

MRS DUDGEON [holding her breath] Well? 

ANDERSON. He Only saw him in the crowd: 
they did not speak. [Mrs Dudgeon, greatly 
relieved, exhales the pent up breath and sits at her 
ease again]. Your husband was greatly touched 
and impressed by his brother’s awful death. 
[Mrs Dudgeon sneers. Anderson breaks off to 
demand with some indignation] Well, wasnt it 
only natural, Mrs Dudgeon? He softened 
towards his prodigal son in that moment. 
He sent for him to come to see him. 

MRS DUDGEON [her alarm renewed] Sent for 
Richard! 

ANDERSON. Y cs; butRichard would not come. 
He sent his father a message; but I’m sorry 
to say it was a wicked message — an awful 
message. 

MRS DUDGEON. What was it? 

ANDERSON. That he would stand by his 
wicked uncle and stand against his good 
parents, in this world and the next. 

MRS DUDGEON [implacably] He will be 
punished for it. He will be punished for it — 
in both worlds. 

ANDERSON. That is not in our hands, Mrs 
Dudgeon. 

MRS DUDGEON. Did I say it was, Mr Ander- 
son? We are told that the wicked shall be 
punished. Why should we do our duty and 
keep God’s law if there is to be no difference 
made between us and those who follow their 
own likings and dislikings, and make a jest 
of us and of their Maker’s word? 

ANDERSON. Well, Richard ’s earthly father 
has been merciful to him; and his heavenly 
judge is the father of us all. 

MRS DUDGEON [forgetting herself] Richard’s 
earthly father was a softheaded — 

ANDERSON [shocked] Oh! 

MRS DUDGEON [with a touch of shame] Well, 
I am Richard’s mother. If I am against him 
who has any right to be for him? [Trying to 
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conciliate him] Wont you sit down, Mr Ander- 
son? I should have asked you before; but Tm 
so troubled. 

ANDERSON. Thank you. [He takes a chair 
from beside the fireplace, and turns it so that he 
can sit comfortably at the fire. When he is seated 
he adds, in the tone of a man who knojvs that he 
is opening a difficult subject] Has Christy told 
you about the new will? 

MRS DUDGEON [all her fear s returning] The 
new will! Did Timothy — ? [She breaks ojf, 
gasping, unable to complete the question], 

ANDERSON. Ycs. In his last hours he changed 
his mind. 

MRS DUDGEON [white With intense rage] And 
you let him rob me? 

ANDERSON. I had no power to prevent him 
giving what was his to his own son. 

MRS DUDGEON. He had nothing of his own. 
His money was the money I brought him as 
my marriage portion. It was for me to deal 
with my own money and my own son. He 
dare not have done it if I had been with 
him; and well he knew it. That was why he 
stole away like a thief to take advantage of 
the law to rob me by making a new will 
behind my back. The more shame on you, 
Mr Anderson, — you, a minister of the gospel 
— to act as his accomplice in such a crime. 

ANDERSON I will take no offence at 

what you say in the first bitterness of your 
grief. 

MRS DUDGEON [contemptuously] Grief! 

ANDERSON. Well, of your disappointment, 
if you can find it in your heart to think that 
the better word. 

MRS DUDGEON. My heart! My heart! And 
since when, pray, have you begun to hold up 
our hearts as trustworthy guides for us? 

ANDERSON [rather guiltily] I — er — 

MRS DUDGEON [vehemently] Dont lie, Mr 
Anderson. We are told that the heart of man 
is deceitful above all things, and desperately 
wicked. My heart belonged, not to Timothy, 
but to that poor wretched brother of his that 
has just ended his days with a rope round his 
neck — aye, to Peter Dudgeon. You know it: 
old Eli Hawkins, the man to whose pulpit 
you succeeded, though you are not worthy 
to loose his shoe latchet, told it you when he 
gave over our souls into your charge. He 
warned me and strengthened me against my 
heart, and made me marry a Godfearing man 
— as he thought. What else but that discipline 
has made me the woman I am? And you. 


you, who followed your heart in your mar- 
riage, you talk to me of what I find in my 
heart. Go home to your pretty wife, man; and 
leave me to my prayers. [S/ze turns from him 
and leans ivith her elboivs on the table, brooding 
over her tvrongs and taking no further notice cf 
him], 

ANDERSON [ivilUng cnough to escape] The 
Lord forbid that I should come between you 
and the source of all comfort! [He goes to the 
rack for his coat and hat], 

MRS DUDGEON [without looking at him] The 
Lord will know what to forbid and what to 
allow without your help. 

ANDERSON. And whom to forgive, I hope — 
Eli Hawkins and myself, if we have ever set 
up our preaching against His law. [He fastens 
his cloak, and is now ready to go]. Just one 
word — on necessary business, Mrs Dudgeon. 
There is the reading of the will to be gone 
through; and Richard has a right to be pre- 
sent. He is in the town; but he has the grace 
to say that he does not want to force himself 
in here. 

MRS DUDGEON. He shall come here. Does he 
expect us to leave his father’s house for his 
convenience? Let them all come, and come 
quickly, and go quickly. They shall not make 
the will an excuse to shirk half their day’s 
work. I shall be ready, never fear. 

ANDERSON [coming back a step or two] Mrs 
Dudgeon: I used to have some little influence 
with you. When did I lose it? 

MRS DUDGEON [still without turning to him] 
When you married for love. Now youre 
answered. 

ANDERSON. Ycs: I am answered. [He goes 
out, musing], 

MRS DUDGEON [to her Self, thinking of her 
husband] Thief! Thief!! [S'/te shakes herself 
angrily out of her chair; throjvs back the shawl 
from her head; and sets to work to prepare the 
room for the reading of the mil, beginning by 
replacing Anderso?is chair against the 7vall, and 
pushing back her oivn to the window. Then she 
calls, in her hard, driving, rvrathful way] 
Christy. [No answer: he is fast asleep], Christy. 
[.SAe shakes him roughly]. Get up out of that; 
and be ashamed of yourself — sleeping, and 
your father dead! returns to the table; puts 
the candle on the mantelshelf; and takes from 
the table drawer a red table cloth which she 
spreads], 

CHRISTY [rising reluctantly] Well, do you 
suppose we are never going to sleep until we 
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a^e out of mourning? 

MRS DUDGEON. I Want nonc of your sulks. 
Here: help me to set this table. [TAei/ place 
the table in the middle of the room, with Christy* s 
end towards the fireplace and Mrs Dudgeons 
towards the sofa, Christy drops the table as soon 
as possible, and goes to the fire, leaving his mother 
to make the final adjustments of its position\ 
We shall have the minister back here with 
the lawyer and all the family to read the will 
before you have done toasting yourself. Go 
and wake that girl; and then light the stove 
in the shed: you cant have your breakfast 
here. And mind you wash yourself, and make 
yourself fit to receive the company. [She 
punctuates these orders by going to the cupboard; 
unlocking it; and producing a decanter of wine, 
which has no doubt stood there untouched since 
the last state occasion in the family , and soyne 
glasses, which she sets on the table. Also two 
green ware plates, on one of which she puts a 
barnbrack with a knife beside it. On the other 
she shakes some biscuits out of a tin, putting back 
one or two, and counting the rest]. Now mind: 
there are ten biscuits there: let there be ten 
there when I come back after dressing my- 
self. And keep your fingers off the raisins in 
that cake. And tell Essie the same. I suppose 
I can trust you to bring in the case of stuffed 
birds without breaking the glass? [5Ae replaces 
the tin in the cupboard, which she locks, pocketing 
the key carefully]. 

CHRISTY [lingering at the fire] Youd better 
put the inkstand instead, for the lawyer. 

MRS DUDGEON. Thats no answer to make to 
me, sir. Go and do as youre told. [Christy 
turns sullenly to obey]. Stop: take down that 
shutter before you go, and let the daylight 
in: you cant expect me to do all the heavy 
work of the house with a great lout like you 
idling about. 

Christy takes the window bar out of its 
clamps, and puts it aside; then opens the shutter, 
shewing the grey morning. Mrs Dudgeon takes 
the sconce from the mantelshelf; blows out the 
candle; extinguishes the snuff by pinching it with 
her fingers, first licking them for the purpose; 
and replaces the sconce on the shelf. 

CHRISTY [looking through the mndow] Heres 
the minister’s wife. 

MRS DUDGEON [displeased] What! Is she 
coming here? 

CHRISTY. Yes. 

MRS DUDGEON. What does she want troub- 
ling me at this hour, before 1 am properly 


dressed to receive people? 

CHRISTY. Youd better ask her. 

MRS DUDGEON [threateningly] Youd better 
keep a civil tongue in your head, [lie goes 
sulkily towards the door. She comes after him, 
plying him with instructioris]. Tell that girl to 
come to me as soon as she’s had her break- 
fast. And tell her to make herself fit to be 
seen before the people. [Christy goes out and 
slams the door in her face]. Nice manners, that! 
[Someone knocks at the house door: she turns 
and cries inhospitably] Come in. [Judith Ander- 
son, the minister s wife, comes in. Judith is more 
than twenty years younger than her husband, 
though she will never be as young as he in 
vitality. She is pretty and proper and ladylike, 
and has been admired and petted hito an opinion 
of herself sufficiently favorable to give her a 
self-assurance which serves her instead of 
strength. Sfie has a pretty taste in dress, and in 
her face the pretty lines of a sentimental char- 
acter formed by dreams. Even her little self- 
complacency is pretty, like a child* s vanity. 
Rather a pathetic creature to any sympathetic 
observer who knows how rough a place the 
world is. One feels, on the whole, that Anderson 
might have chosen worse, and that she, needing 
protection, could not have chosen better]. Oh, it’s 
you, is it, Mrs Anderson? 

JUDITH [very politely — almost patronizingly] 
Yes. Can I do anything for you, Mrs Dud- 
geon? Can I help to get the place ready 
before they come to read the will? 

MRS DUDGEON [stijfly] Thank you, Mrs 
Anderson, my house is always ready for 
anyone to come into. 

MRS ANDERSON [with complttcent amiability] 
Yes, indeed it is. Perhaps you had rather I 
did not intrude on you just now. 

MRS DUDGEON. Oh, onc more or less will 
make no difference this morning, Mrs Ander- 
son. Now that youre here, youd better stay. 
If you wouldnt mind shutting the door! 
[Judith smiles, implying **IIow stupid of me!** 
and shuts it with an exasperating air of doing 
something pretty and becoming], Thats better. 
I must go and tidy myself a bit. I suppose 
you dont mind stopping here to receive 
anyone that comes until I’m ready. 

JUDITH [graciously giving her leave] Oh yes, 
certainly. Leave that to me, Mrs Dudgeon; 
and take your time. hangs her cloak and 
bonnet on the rack]. 

MRS DUDGEON [half Sneering] I thought that 
would be more in your way than getting the 
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house ready. [Essie comes hack\ Oh, here you 
are! [Severely^ Come here: let me see you. 
[Essie timidly goes to her. Mrs Dudgeon takes 
her roughly by the arm and pulls her round to 
inspect the results of her attempt to clean and 
tidy herself — results which shew little practice 
and less conviction^. Mm! Thats what you call 
doing your hair properly, I suppose. It s 
easy to see what you are, and how you were 
brought up. throws her arm away^ and 
goes on, peremptorily^ Now you listen to me 
and do as youre told. You sit down there in 
the corner by the fire; and when the com- 
pany comes dont dare to speak until youre 
spoken to. creeps away to the f replace]. 

Your father’s people had better see you and 
know youre there: theyre as much bound to 
keep you from starvation as I am. At any 
rate they might help. But let me have no 
chattering and making free with them, as if 
you were their equal. Do you hear? 

ESSIE. Yes. 

MRS DUDGEON. Well, then go and do as 
youre told. [Essie sits dotvn miserably on the 
corner of the fender furthest from the door]. 
Never mind her, Mrs Anderson: you know 
who she is and what she is. If she gives you 
any trouble, just tell me; and I’ll settle 
accounts with her. [Mrs Dudgeon goes into the 
bedroom, shutting the door sharply behind her as 
if even it had to be made do its duty with a ruth- 
less hand]. 

JUDITH [patronizing Essie, and arranging the 
cake and wine on the table more becommgly] You 
must not mind if your aunt is strict with you. 
She is a very good woman, and desires your 
good too. 

ESSIE [in listless misery] Yes. 

JUDITH [annoyed with Essie for her failure to 
be consoled and edifed, and to appreciate the 
kindly condescension of the remark] You are not 
going to be sullen, I hope, Essie. 

ESSIE. No. 

JUDITH. Thats a good girl! places a 
couple of chairs at the table with their backs to 
the window, with a pleasant sense of being a 
more thoughtful housekeeper than Mrs Dtidgeon]. 
Do you know any of your father’s relatives? 

ESSIE. No. They wouldnt have anything to 
do with him: they were too religious. Father 
used to talk about Dick Dudgeon; but I 
never saw him. 

JUDITH [ostentatiously shocked] Dick Dud- 
geon! Essie: do you wish to be a really 
respectable and grateful girl, and to make 


a place for yourself here by steady good 
conduct? 

ESSIE [very half-heartedly] Yes. 

JUDITH. Then you must never mention the 
name of Richard Dudgeon — never even 
think about him. He is a bad man. 

ESSIE. What has he done? 

JUDITH. You must not ask questions 
about him, Essie. You are too young to 
know what it is to be a bad man. But he is a 
smuggler; and he lives with gypsies; and he 
has no love for his mother and his family; 
and he wrestles and plays games on Sunday 
instead of going to church. Never let him 
into your presence, if you can help it, Essie; 
and try to keep yourself and all womanhood 
unspotted by contact with such men. 

ESSIE. Yes. 

JUDITH [again displeased] I am afraid you 
say Yes and No without thinking very 
deeply. 

ESSIE. Yes. At least I mean — 

JUDITH [severely] What do you mean? 

ESSIE [almost crying] Only — my father was 
a smuggler; and — [Someone knocks]. 

JUDITH. They are beginning to come. Now 
remember your aunt’s directions, Essie; and 
be a good girl. [Christy comes back with the 
stand of stuffed birds xnider a glass case, and 
an ifikstand, which he places on the table]. Good 
morning, Mr Dudgeon. Will you open the 
door, please: the people have come. 

CHRISTY. Good morning. [He opens the house 
door]. 

The morning is now fairly bright and warm; 
and Anderson, who is the first to enter, has left 
his cloak at home. He is accompanied by Lawyer 
Hawkins, a brisk, middkaged man in brown 
riding gaiters and yellow breeches, looking as 
much squire as solicitor. He a?id Anderson are 
allowed precedence as representing the learned 
professions. After them comes the family, headed 
by the senior uncle, William Dudgeon, a large, 
shapeless man, bottle-nosed and evidently no 
ascetic at table. His clothes are not the clothes, nor 
his anxious wife the wife, of a prosperous man. 
The junior uncle, Titus Dudgeon, is a wiry 
little terrier of a man, nith an immense and 
visibly pur.seproud rvife, both free from the cares 
of the William household, 

Hawkins at once goes briskly to the table and 
takes the chair nearest the sofa, Christy having 
left the inkstand there. He puts his hat on the 
fioor beside him, and produces the will. Uncle 
William comes to the fire and stands on the 
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hearth warming his coat tails, leaving Mrs 
William derelict near the door. U^icle Titus, who 
is the lady's man of the family, rescues her by 
giving her his disengaged arm and bringing her 
to the sofa, where he sits down warmly hetfveen 
his own lady and his brother s. Anderson hangs 
up his hat and waits for a word with Judith, 

JUDITH. She will be here in a moment. Ask 
them to wait. [SAe taps at the bedroom door. 
Receiving an answer from within, she opens it 
and passes through^. 

ANDERSON [taking his place at the table at the 
opposite end to Hawkins^ Our poor afflicted 
sister will be with us in a moment. Are w'e 
all here? 

CHRISTY [at the house door, which he has just 
shut] All except Dick. 

The callousness with which Christy names the 
reprobate jars on the moral sense of the family. 
Uncle William shakes his head slowly and 
repeatedly. Mrs 7'iius catches her breath convul- 
sively through her nose. Her husband speaks. 

UNCLE TITUS. Well. I hope he will have the 
grace not to come. I hope so. 

The Dudgeons all murmur assent, except 
Christy, who goes to the window and posts him- 
self there, looking out. Hawkins smiles secretively 
as if he knew something that would change their 
tune if they knew it, Anderson is uneasy: the 
love of solemn family councils, especially funeral 
ones, is not in his nature, Judith appears at the 
bedroom door. 

JUDITH [with gentle impressiveness] Friends, 
Mrs Dudgeon. takes the chair from beside 
the fireplace; and places it for Mrs Dudgeon, 
who comes from the bedroom in black, with a 
clean handkerchief to her eyes. All rise, except 
Essie. Mrs Titus and Mrs William produce 
equally clean handkerchiefs and weep. It is an 
affecting moment], 

UNCLE WILLIAM. Would it comfort you, 
sister, if we were to offer up a prayer? 

UNCLE TITUS. Or sing a hymn? 

ANDERSON [rather hastily] I have been with 
our sister this morning already, friends. In 
our hearts we ask a blessing. 

ALL [except Essie] Amen. 

They all sit dorm, except Judith, who stands 
behind Mrs Dudgeons chair. 

JUDITH [to Essie] Essie: did you say Amen? 

ESSIE [scaredly] No. 

JUDITH. Then say it, like a good girl. 

ESSIE. Amen. 

UNCLE WILLIAM [encouragiugly] Thais right; 
thats right. We know who you are; but we 


are willing to be kind to you if you are a good 
girl and deserve it. We are all equal before 
the Throne. 

7'his republican sentiment does not please the 
women, who are convinced that the Throne is pre- 
cisely the place where their superiority, often 
questioned in this world, will be recognized and 
rewarded. 

CHRISTY [at the window] Heres Dick. 

Anderson and Hawkins look round sociably. 
Essie, with a gleam of interest breaking through 
her misery, looks up. Christy grins and gapes 
expectantly at the door. The rest are petrified 
with the intensity of their sense of Virtue men- 
aced with outrage by the approach of Jiauniing 
Vice, 'The reprobate appears in the doorway, 
graced beyond his alleged merits by the morning 
sunlight. He is certainly the best looking member 
of the family; but his expression is reckless and 
sardonic, his manner defiant and satirical, his 
dress picturesquely careless. Only, his forehead 
and mouth betray an extraordinary steadfast- 
ness; and his eyes are the eyes of a fanatic. 

RICHARD [on ike threshold, taking off his hat] 
Ladies and gentlemen: your servant, your 
very humble servant. [With this comprehensive 
insult, he throtvs his hat to Christy with a sudden- 
ness that makes him jump like a negligent wicket 
keeper, and comes into the middle of the room, 
where he turns and deliberately surveys the com- 
pany], How happy you all look! how glad to 
see me! [He turjis toivards Mrs Dudgeons 
chair; and his lip rolls up horribly from his dog 
tooth as he meets her look of undisguised hatf'ed]. 
Well, mother: keeping up appearances as 
usual? thats right, thats right. [Judith point- 
edly 77ioves away from his neighborhood to the 
other side of the kitchen, holding her skirt in- 
stinctively as if to save it from contamination. 
Uncle J'itus promptly marks his approval of her 
action by rising from the sofa, and placing a 
chair for her to sit dorvn upon]. What! Uncle 
William! I havnt seen you since you gave up 
drinking. [Poor Uncle William, shamed, would 
protest; but Richard claps him heartily on his 
shoulder, adding] you have given it up, havnt 
you? [releasing him with a playful push] of 
course you have: quite right too: you overdid 
it. [He turns away from Uncle William and 
makes for the sofa]. And now, where is that 
upright horsedealer Uncle Titus? Uncle 
Titus: come forth. [He comes upon him holding 
the chair as Judith sits down]. As usual, looking 
after the ladies! 

UNCLE TITUS [indiguanily] Be ashamed of 
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yourself, sir — 

RICHARD [mterrupiing him and shaking his 
hand in spite of hini\ 1 am: I am; but I am 
proud of my uncle — proud of all my relatives 
— [again surveying iheni] who could look at 
them and not be proud and joyful? [Uncle 
Titus, overborne, resumes his seat on the sofa. 
Richard turns to the table\ Ah, Mr Anderson, 
still at the good work, still shepherding them. 
Keep them up to the mark, minister, keep 
them up to the mark. Come! [ivith a spring he 
seats himself on the table a7id takes up the de- 
canter^ clink a glass with me. Pastor, for the 
sake of old times. 

ANDERSON. You know, I think, Mr Dud- 
geon, that I do not drink before dinner. 

RICHARD. You will, some day, Pastor: 
Uncle William used to drink before break- 
fast. Come: it will give your sermons unction. 
[lie smells the wine and makes a wry face\ But 
do not begin on my mother’s company sherry. 
I stole some when I was six years old; and 
I have been a temperate man ever since. [He 
puts the decanter down and changes the subject\. 
So I hear you are married, Pastor, and that 
your wife has a most ungodly allowance of 
good looks. 

ANDERSON [quietly indicating Judith] Sir: you 
are in the presence of my wife. [Judith rises 
and stands with stony propriety]. 

RICHARD [quickly slipping down from the 
table rvith instinctive good manriers] Your ser- 
vant, madam: no offence. [He looks at her 
earnestly]. You deserve your reputation; but 
I’m sorry to see by your expression that 
youre a good woman. [5'^e looks shocked, and 
sits down amid a murmur of indignant sympathy 
from his relatives. Anderson, sensible enough to 
know that these demonstrations can only gratify 
and encourage a man who is deliberately try- 
ing to provoke them, remains perfectly good- 
humored], Ail the same, Pastor, I respect you 
more than I did before. By the way, did I 
hear, or did I not, that our late lamented 
Uncle Peter, though unmarried, was a 
father? 

UNCLE TITUS. He had only one irregular 
child, sir. 

RICHARD. Only one! He thinks one a mere 
trifle! I blush for you, Uncle Titus. 

ANDERSON. Mr Dudgeon*. you are in the 
presence of your mother and her grief. 

RICHARD. It touches me profoundly. Pastor. 
By the way, what has become of the irregular 
child? 


ANDERSON [pointing to Essie] There, sir, 
listening to you. 

RICHARD [shocked uito sincerity] What! Why 
the devil didnt you tell me that before? 
Children suffer enough in this house with- 
out — [He hurries remorsefully to Essie]. Come, 
little cousin! never mind me: it was not 
meant to hurt you. looks up gratefully at 
him. Her tear stained face affects him violently; 
and he bursts out, in a transport of wrath] Who 
has been making her cry? Who has been ill- 
treating her? By God — 

MRS DUDGEON [risi?ig ajid cojifronting him] 
Silence your blasphemous tongue. 1 will bear 
no more of this. Leave my house. 

RICHARD. How do you know it’s your house 
until the will is read? [They look at one another 
for a moment with intense hatred; and then she 
sinks, checkmated, into her chair. Richard goes 
boldly up past Anderson to the window, where he 
takes the railed chair in his hand]. Ladies and 
gentlemen: as the eldest son of my late 
father, and the unworthy head of this house- 
hold, I bid you welcome. By your leave, 
Minister Anderson: by your leave, Lawyer 
Hawkins. The head of the table for the head 
of the family. [He places the chair at the table 
between the minister and the attorney; sits down 
between them; and addresses the assembly with 
a presideiitial air]. We meet on a melancholy 
occasion: a father dead! an uncle actually 
hanged, and probably damned. [He shakes 
his head deploringly. The relatives freeze with 
horror]. Thats right: pull your longest faces 
voice suddenly sweetens gravely as his glance 
lights on Essie] provided only there is hope 
in the eyes of the child. [Briskly] Now then. 
Lawyer Hawkins: business, business. Get 
on with the will, man. 

TITUS. Do not let yourself be ordered or 
hurried, Mr Hawkins. 

HAWKINS [very politely and 7villingly] Mr 
Dudgeon means no offence, I feel sure. I will 
not keep you one second, Mr Dudgeon. Just 
while I get my glasses — [he fumbles for them. 
The Dudgeons look at one another with mis- 
giving], 

RICHARD. Aha! They notice your civility, 
Mr Hawkins. They are prepared for the 
worst. A glass of wine to clear your voice 
before you begin. [He pours out one J'or him 
and hands k; then pours one for himself], 

HAWKINS. Thank you, Mr Dudgeon. Your 
good he^h, sir. 

RICHARD. Yours, sir. [With the glass half way 
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io his lipSf he checks himself, giving a dubious 
glance at the wine, and adds, with quaint in- 
tensity] Will anyone oblige me with a glass 
of water? 

Essie, who has been hanging on his every word 
and movement, rises stealthily and slips out be- 
hind Mrs Dudgeon through the bedroom door, 
returning presently with a jug and going out of 
the house as quietly as possible, 

HAWKINS. The will is not exactly in proper 
legal phraseology. 

RICHARD. No: my father died without the 
consolations of the law. 

HAWKINS. Good again, Mr Dudgeon, good 
again. [Preparing to read] Are you ready, sir? 

RICHARD, Ready, aye ready. For what we 
are about to receive, may the Lord make us 
truly thankful. Go ahead. 

HAWKINS [reading] “This is the last will and 
testament of me Timothy Dudgeon on my 
deathbed at Nevinstown on the road from 
Springtown to Websterbridge on this twenty- 
fourth day of September, one thousand seven 
hundred and seventy seven. I hereby revoke 
all former wills made by me and declare that 
I am of sound mind and know well what I am 
doing and that this is my real will according 
to my own wish and affections.** 

RICHARD [glancing at his mother] Aha! 

HAWKINS [shaking his head] Bad phraseo- 
logy, sir, wrong phraseology. “I give and be- 
queath a hundred pounds to my younger son 
Christopher Dudgeon, fifty pounds to be 
paid to him on the day of his marriage to 
Sarah Wilkins if she will have him, and ten 
pounds on the birth of each of his children 
up to the number of five.** 

RICHARD. How if she wont have him? 

CHRISTY. She will if I have fifty pounds. 

RICHARD. Good, my brother. Proceed. 

HAWKINS. “I give and bequeath to my wife 
Annie Dudgeon, born Annie Primrose” — 
you see he did not know the law, Mr Dud- 
geon; your mother was not born Annie; she 
was christened so — “an annuity of fifty- two 
pounds a year for life [Mrs Dudgeon, with all 
eyes on her, holds herself convulsively rigid] to 
be paid out of the interest on her own 
money” — there *s a way to put it, Mr Dud- 
geon! Her own money! 

MRS DUDGEON. A Very good way to put 
God’s truth. It was every penny my own. 
Fifty-two pounds a year! 

HAWKINS. “And I recommend her for her 
goodness and piety to the forgiving care of 


her children, having stood between them and 
her as far as I could to the best of my ability.” 

MRS DUDGEON. And this is my reward! [Rag- 
ing inwardly] You know what I think, Mr 
Anderson: you know the word I gave to it. 

ANDERSON. It cannot be helped, Mrs Dud- 
geon. We must take what comes to us. [To 
Hawkins], Go on, sir. 

HAWKINS. “I give and bequeath my house 
at Websterbridge with the land belonging 
to it and all the rest of my property soever to 
my eldest son and heir, Richard Dudgeon.” 

RICHARD. Oho! The fatted calf. Minister, 
the fatted calf. 

HAWKINS. “On these conditions — ** 

RICHARD. The devil! Are there conditions? 

HAWKINS. “To wit; first, that he shall not 
let my brother Peter’s natural child starve 
or be driven by want to an evil life.” 

RICHARD [emphatically, striking his fist on the 
table] Agreed. 

Mrs Dudgeon, turning to look malignantly at 
Essie, misses her and looks quickly round to see 
where she has moved to; then, seeing that she has 
left the room without leave, closes her lips venge- 
fully. 

HAWKINS. “Second, that he shall be a good 
friend to my old horse Jim” — [again shaking 
his head] he should have written James, sir. 

RICHARD. James shall live in clover. Go on. 

HAWKINS. — “and keep my deaf farm 
labourer Prodger Feston in his service.” 

RICHARD. Prodger Feston shall get drunk 
every Saturday. 

HAWKINS. “Third, that he make Christy a 
present on his marriage out of the ornaments 
in the best room.” 

RICHARD [holding up the stuffed birds] Here 
you are, Christy. 

CHRISTY [disappointed] I’d rather have the 
china peacocks. 

RICHARD. You shall have both. [Christy is 
greatly pleased]. Go on. 

HAWKINS. “Fourthly and lastly, that he try 
to live at peace with his mother as far as she 
will consent to it.” 

RICHARD [dubiously] Hml Anything more, 
Mr Hawkins? 

HAWKINS [solemnly] “Finally I give and be- 
queath my soul into my Maker’s hands, 
humbly asking forgiveness for all my sins and 
mistakes, and hoping that He will so guide 
my son that it may not be said that I have 
done wrong in trusting to him rather than 
to others in the perplexity of my last hour in 
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this strange place/’ 

ANDERSON. Amen. 

THE UNCLES AND AUNTS. Amen. 

RICHARD. My mother does not say Amen. 

MRS DUDGEON [risings unable to give up her 
property without a struggle^ Mr Hawkins; is 
that a proper will? Remember, I have his 
rightful, legal will, drawn up by yourself, 
leaving all to me. 

HAWKINS. This is a very wrongly and 
irregularly worded will, Mrs Dudgeon; 
though [turning politely to Richard] it contains 
in my judgment an excellent disposal of his 
property. 

ANDERSON [interposing before Mrs Dudgeon 
can retort] That is not what you are asked, 
Mr Hawkins. Is it a legal will? 

HAWKINS. Tlie courts will sustain it against 
the other. 

ANDERSON. But why, if the other is more 
lawfully worded? 

HAWKINS. Because, sir, the courts will sus- 
tain the claim of a man — and that man the 
eldest son — against any woman, if they can. 
I warned you, Mrs Dudgeon, when you got 
me to draw that other will, that it was not a 
wise will, and that though you might make 
him sign it, he would never be easy until he 
revoked it. But you wouldnt take advice; and 
now Mr Richard is cock of the walk. [He 
takes his hat from the foor; rises; and begins 
pocketing his papers and spectacles]. 

This is the signal for the breaking-up of the 
party, Anderson takes his hat from the rack and 
joins Uncle William at the fire, Titus fetches 
Judith her things from the rack. The three on the 
sofa rise and chat with Hawkins, Mrs Dudgeon^ 
now an intruder in her own house^ stands inerty 
crushed by the weight of the law on women, ac- 
cepting it, as she has been trained to accept all 
monstrous calamities, as proofs of the greatness 
of the power that injiicts them, and of her own 
wormlike insignificance. For at this time, remem- 
ber, Mary Wollstonecraft is as yet only a girl of 
eighteen, and her Vindication of the Rights of 
Women is still fourteen years off, Mrs Dudgeon 
is rescued from her apathy by Essie, who comes 
hack with the jug full of water. She is taking it 
to Richard when Mrs Dudgeon stops her, 

MRS DUDGEON [threatening her] Where have 
you been? [Essie, appalled, tries to answer, but 
cannot]. How dare you go out by yourself after 
the orders I gave you? 

ESSIE. He asked for a drink — [she stops, her 
iimg;ue cleaving to her palate with terror]. 


JUDITH [with gentler severity] Who asked for 
a drink? [Essie, speechless, points to Richard], 

RICHARD. What! I! 

JUDITH [shocked] Oh Essie, Essie! 

RICHARD. I believe I did. [He takes a glass 
and holds it to Essie to be filled. Her hand 
shakes]. What! afraid of me? 

ESSIE [quickly] No. I — pours out the 

water], 

RICHARD [tasting it] Ah, youve been up the 
street to the market gate spring to get that. 
[He takes a draught], Delicious! Thank you. 
[Unfortunately, at this moment he chances to 
catch sight of Judith* s face, which expresses the 
most prudish disapproval of his evident attraction 
for Essie, who is devouring him with her grateful 
eyes. His mocking expression returns instantly. 
He puts down the glass; deliberately winds his 
arm round Essie* s shoulders; and brings her into 
the middle of the company, Mrs Dudgeon being 
in Essie* s way as they come past the table, he says] 
By your leave, mother [and compels her to make 
way for them]. What do they call you? Bessie? 

ESSIE. Essie. 

RICHARD. Essie, to be sure. Are you a good 
girl, Essie? 

ESSIE [greatly disappointed that he, of all 
people, should begin at her in this way] Yes. [SAe 
looks doubtfully at Judith], I think so. I mean 
I — I hope so. 

RICHARD. Essie: did you ever hear of a 
person called the devil? 

ANDERSON [revolted] Shame on you, sir, with 
a mere child — 

RICHARD. By your leave. Minister: I do not 
interfere with your sermons: do not you in- 
terrupt mine. [To Essie] Do you know what 
they call me, Essie? 

ESSIE. Dick. 

RICHARD [amused: patting her on the shoulder] 
Yes, Dick; but something else too. They call 
me the DeviPs Disciple. 

ESSIE. Why do you let them? 

RICHARD [seriously] Beeause it’s true. I was 
brought up in the other service; but I knew 
from the first that the Devil was my natural 
master and captain and friend. I saw that he 
was in the right, and that the world cringed 
to his conqueror only through fear. I prayed 
secretly to him; and he comforted me, and 
saved me from having my spirit broken in 
this house of children’s tears. I promised him 
my soul, and swore an oath that I would 
stand up for him in this world and stand by 
him in the next. [Solemnly] That promise and 
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that oath made a man of me. From this day 
this house is his home; and no child shall cry 
in it: this hearth is his altar; and no soul shall 
ever cower over it in the dark evenings and 
be afraid. Now [turning forcibly on the rest] 
which of you good men will take this child 
and rescue her from the house of the devil? 

JUDITH [coming to Essie and throwing a pro- 
tecting arm about her] I will. You should be 
burnt alive. 

ESSIE. But I dont want to. [iSAe shrinks back, 
leaving Richard and Judith face to face], 

RICHARD [to Judith] Actually doesnt want 
to, most virtuous lady! 

UNCLE TITUS. Have a care, Richard Dud- 
geon. The law — 

RICHARD [turning threatenmgly on him] Have 
a care, you. In an hour from this there will 
be no law here but martial law. I passed the 
soldiers within six miles on my way here: 
before noon Major Swindon’s gallows for 
rebels will be up in the market place. 

ANDERSON [calmlf] What have we to fear 
from that, sir? 

RICHARD. More than you think. He hanged 
the wrong man at Springtown: he thought 
Uncle Peter was respectable, because the 
Dudgeons had a good name. But his next 
example will be the best man in the town to 
whom he can bring home a rebellious word. 
Well, we’re all rebels; and you know it. 

ALL THE MEN [except Anderson] No, no, no! 

RICHARD. Yes, you are. You havnt damned 
King George up hill and down dale as I have; 
but youve prayed for his defeat; and you, 
Anthony Anderson, have conducted the ser- 
vice, and sold your family bible to buy a pair 
of pistols. They maynt hang me, perhaps; 
because the moral effect of the Devil’s 
Disciple dancing on nothing wouldnt help 
them. But a minister! [Judith, dismayed, 
clings to Anderson] or a lawyer! [Hawkins 
smiles like a man able to take care of himself] 
or an upright horsedealer! [Uncle Titus snarls 
at him in rage and terror] or a reformed 
drunkard! [Uncle William, utterly unnerved, 
moans and wobbles with fear] eh? Would that 
shew that King George meant business — ha? 

ANDERSON [perfectly self-possessed] Come, 
my dear: he is only trying to frighten you. 
There is no danger. [He takes her out of the 
house. The rest crowd to the door to follow him, 
except Essie, who remains near Richard], 

RICHARD [boisterously derisive] Now then: 
how many of you will stay with me; run up 


the American flag on the devil’s house; and 
make a fight for freedom? [They scramble 
out, Christy among them, hustling one another in 
their haste] Ha ha! Long live the devil! [To 
Mrs Dudgeon, who is following them] What, 
mother! Are you off too? 

MRS DUDGEON [deadly pale, with her hand on 
her heart as if she had received a deathblow] My 
curse on you! My dying curse! [She goes out], 

RICHARD [calling after her] It will bring me 
luck. Ha ha ha! 

ESSIE [anxiously] Maynt I stay? 

RICHARD [turning to her] What! Have they 
forgotten to save your soul in their anxiety 
about their own bodies? Oh yes: you may 
stay. [He turns excitedly away again and 
shakes his fist after them. His left fist, also 
clenched, hangs down, Essie seizes it and kisses 
it, her tears falling on it. He starts and looks at 
if]. Tears! The devil’s baptism! [She falls on 
her knees, sobbing. He stoops goodnaturedly to 
raise her, saying Oh yes, you may cry that 
way, Essie, if you like. 

ACT II 

Minister Anderson s house is in the main 
street of Webster bridge, not far from the town 
hall. To the eye of the eighteenth century New 
Englander, it is much grander than the plain 
farmhouse of the Dudgeons; but it is so plam 
itself that a modern house agent would let both 
at about the same rent. The chief drvelling room 
has the same sort of kitchen fireplace, with boiler, 
toaster hanging on the bars, movable iron griddle 
socketed to the hob, hook above for roasting, and 
broad fender, on which stand a kettle and a plate 
of buttered toast. The door, between the fireplace 
and the corner, has neither panels, fingerplates 
nor handles: it is made of plain boards, and 
fastens with a latch. The table is a kitchen table, 
with a treacle colored cover of American cloth, 
chapped at the comers by draping. The tea ser- 
vice on it consists of two thick cups and saucers of 
the plainest ware, with milk jug and bowl to 
match, each large enough to contain nearly a 
quart, on a black japanned tray, and, in the 
middle of the table, a wooden trencher with a big 
loaf upon it, and a square half pound block of 
butter in a crock. The big oak press facing the 
fire from the opposite side of the room, is for use 
and storage, not for ornament; and the minister $ 
house coat hangs on a peg from its door, shewing 
that he is out; for when he is in, it is his best 
coat that hangs there. His big riding boots stand 
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beside the press , evidently in their usualplace^ and 
rather proud o f themselves » In fact^ the evolution 
of the minister s kitchen, dining room and draw- 
ing room into three separate apartments has not 
yet taken place; and so, from the point of view of 
our pampered period, he is no better off than the 
Dudgeons. 

But there is a difference, for all that. To begin 
with, Mrs Anderson is a pleasanter person to live 
with than Mrs Dudgeon. To which Mrs Dud- 
geon would at once reply, with reason, that Mrs 
Anderson has no children to look after; no 
poultry, pigs nor cattle; a steady and sufficient 
income not directly dependent on harvests and 
prices at fairs; an affectionate husband who is a 
tower of strength to her: in short, that life is as 
easy at the minister s house as it is hard at the 
farm. This is true; but to explain a fact is not to 
alter it; and however little credit Mrs Anderson 
may deserve for making her home happier, she 
has certainly succeeded in doing it. The outward 
and visible signs of her superior social preten- 
sions are, a drugget on the floor, a plaster ceiling 
between the timbers, and chairs which, though 
not upholstered, are stained and polished. The 
fine arts are represented by a mezzotint portrait 
of some Presbyterian divine, a copperplate of 
Raphaels St Paul preaching at Athens, a rococo 
presentation clock on the mantelshelf, flanked by 
a couple of miniatures, a pair of crockery dogs 
with baskets in their mouths, and, at the corners, 
two large cowrie shells. A pretty feature of the 
room is the low wide latticed 7vindow, nearly its 
whole width, with little red curtains running on a 
rod halfway up it to serve as a blind. There is no 
sofa; but one of the seats, standing near the 
press, has a railed back and is long enough to 
accommodate two people easily. On the 7vhole, it 
is rather the sort of room that the nineteenth cen- 
tury has ended in struggling to get back to under 
the leadership of Mr Philip Webb and his dis- 
ciples in domestic architecture, though no genteel 
clergyman would have tolerated it fifty years ago. 

The evening has closed in; and the room is 
dark except for the cosy firelight and the dim oil 
lamps seen through the window in the wet street, 
where there is a quiet, steady, warm, windless 
downpour of rain. As the town clock strikes the 
quarter, Judith comes in 7vith a couple of candles 
in earthenware ca?idlesticks, and sets thein on the 
table. Her self-conscious airs of the morning are 
gone: she is anxious and frightened. She goes to 
the windo7c and peers into the street. The first 
thing she sees there is her husband, hurrying 
home through the rain. She gives a little gasp of 


relief, not very far removed fro7n a sob, and turns 
to the door. Anderson comes in, wrapped in a very 
wet cloak. 

JUDITH [running to him"] Oh, here you are at 
last, at last! attempts to embrace him]. 

ANDERSON [keeping her ojf] Take care, my 
love: I’m wet. Wait till 1 get my cloak off. 
[He places a chair Tvith its back to the fire; hangs 
his cloak on it to dry; shakes the rain from his 
hat and puts it on the fender; and at last turns 
7vith his hands outstretched to Judith]. Now! [*S^e 
flies into his arins]. I am not late, am I? The 
town clock struck the quarter as I came in 
at the front door. And the town clock is 
always fast. 

JUDITH. I’m sure it’s slow this evening. I’m 
so glad youre back. 

ANDERSON [taking her more closely in his arms] 
Anxious, my dear.^ 

JUDITH. A little. 

ANDERSON. Why, youvc been crying. 

JUDITH. Only a little. Never mind: it’s all 
over now. [A bugle call is heard in the distance. 
She starts in terror and retreats to the long seat, 
listening]. Whats that? 

ANDERSON [following her tenderly to the seat 
and making her sit down 7vith him] Only King 
George, my dear. He’s returning to barracks, 
or having his roll called, or getting ready for 
tea, or booting or saddling or something. 
Soldiers dont ring the bell or call over the 
banisters when they want anything: they 
send a boy out with a bugle to disturb the 
whole town. 

JUDITH. Do you think there is really any 
danger? 

ANDERSON. Not the least in the world. 

JUDITH. You say that to comfort me, not 
because you believe it. 

ANDERSON. My dear*, in this world there is 
always danger for those who are afraid of it. 
Theres a danger that the house will catch 
fire in the night; but we shant sleep any the 
less soundly for that. 

JUDITH. Yes, I know what you always say; 
and youre quite right. Oh, quite right: I 
know it. But — I suppose I’m not brave: thats 
all. My heart shrinks every time I think of 
the soldiers. 

ANDERSON. Ncvcr mind that, dear: bravery 
is none the worse for costing a little pain. 

JUDITH. Yes, I suppose so. [E77ibracing him 
again] Oh how brave you are, my dear! [With 
tears in her eyes] Well, I’ll be brave too: you 
shant be ashamed of your wife. 
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ANDERSON. Thats right. Now you make me 
[lappy. Well, well! [He rises and goes cheerily 
!o the fire to dry his shoes], I called on Richard 
Dudgeon on my way back; but he wasnt in. 

JUDITH [rising in consternation] You called 
m that man! 

ANDERSON [reassuring her] Oh, nothing hap- 
pened, dearie. He was out. 

JUDITH [almost in tears ^ as if the visit were a 
oersonal humiliation to her] But why did you 
^o there? 

ANDERSON [gravely] Well, it is all the talk 
that Major Swindon is going to do what he 
iid in Springtown — make an example of 
some notorious rebel, as he calls us. He 
pounced on Peter Dudgeon as the worst 
character there; and it is the general belief 
that he will pounce on Richard as the worst 
here. 

JUDITH. But Richard said — 

ANDERSON [goodhumoredly cutting her short] 
Pooh! Richard said! He said what he thought 
would frighten you and frighten me, my dear. 
He said what perhaps (God forgive him!) he 
would like to believe. It’s a terrible thing to 
think of what death must mean for a man 
like that. I felt that I must warn him. I left 
a message for him. 

JUDITH [querulously] What message? 

ANDERSON. Only that I should be glad to 
see him for a moment on a matter of import- 
ance to himself, and that if he would look in 
here when he was passing he would be wel- 
come. 

JUDITH [aghast] You asked that man to 
come here! 

ANDERSON. I did. 

JUDITH [sinking on the seat and clasping her 
hands] I hope he wont come! Oh, I pray that 
he may not come! 

ANDERSON. Why? Dont you want him to be 
warned? 

JUDITH. He must know his danger. Oh, 
Tony, is it wrong to hate a blasphemer and a 
villain? I do hate him. I cant get him out of 
my mind: I know he will bring harm with 
him. He insulted you; he insulted me; he in- 
sulted his mother. 

ANDERSON [quaintly] Well, dear, lets forgive 
him; and then it wont matter. 

JUDITH. Oh, I know it’s wrong to hate any- 
body; but — 

ANDERSON [gotng ovcT to her with humorous 
tenderness] Come, dear, youre not so wicked 
as you Aink. The worst sin towards our 


fellow creatures is not to hate them, but to 
be indifferent to them; thats the essence of 
inhumanity. After all, my dear, if you watch 
people carefully, youll be surprised to find 
how like hate is to love. starts^ strangely 
touched — even appalled. He is amused at her]. 
Yes: I’m quite in earnest. Think of how some 
of our married friends worry one another, 
tax one another, are jealous of one another, 
cant bear to let one another out of sight for 
a day, are more like jailers and slave-owners 
than lovers. Think of those very same people 
with their enemies, scrupulous, lofty, self- 
respecting, determined to be independent 
of one another, careful of how they speak of 
one another — pooh! havnt you often thought 
that if they only knew it, they were better 
friends to their enemies than to their own 
husbands and wives? Come: depend on it, my 
dear, you are really fonder of Richard than 
you are of me, if you only knew it. Eh! 

JUDITH. Oh, dont say that: dont say that, 
Tony, even in jest. You dont know what a 
horrible feeling it gives me. 

ANDERSON [laughing Well, well: never mind, 
pet. He’s a bad man; and you hate him as he 
deserves. And youre going to make the tea, 
arnt you? 

JUDITH [remorsefdly] Oh yes, I forgot. Ive 
been keeping you waiting all this time. [5'^e 
goes to the fire and puts on the kettle], 

ANDERSON [going to the press and taking his 
coat off] Have you stitched up the shoulder 
of my old coat? 

JUDITH. Yes, dear. [She goes to the table, and 
sets about putting the tea into the teapot from the 
caddy], 

ANDERSON [flj he changes his coat for the older 
one hanging on the press, and replaces it by the 
one he has just taken off] Did anyone call when 
I was out? 

JUDITH. No, only — [Someone knocks at the 
door. With a start which betrays her intense 
nervousness, she retreats to the further end of the 
table with the tea caddy and spoon in her hands 
exclaiming Who’s that? 

ANDERSON [going to her and patting her en- 
couragingly on the shoulder] All right, pet, all 
right. He wont eat you, whoever he is. [SAc 
tries to smile, and nearly makes herself cry. He 
goes to the door and opens it. Bichard is thercy 
without overcoat or chak]. You might have 
raised the latch and come in, Mr Dudgeon. 
Nobody stands on much ceremony with us. 
[Hospitably] Come in. [Bichard comes in care^ 
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lessly and stands at the table, looking round the 
room with a slight pucker of his nose at the 
mezzotinted divine on the wall. Judith keeps her 
eyes on the tea caddy\ Is it still raining? [He 
shuts the door]. 

RICHARD. Raining like the very [his eye 
catches Judith's as she looks quickly and haughtily 
up] — I beg your pardon; but [shewing that his 
coat is wet] you see — ! 

ANDERSON. Take it off, sir; and let it hang 
before the fire a while : my wife will excuse 
your shirtsleeves. Judith: put in another 
spoonful of tea for Mr Dudgeon. 

RICHARD [eyeing him cynically] The magic 
of property, Pastor! Are even you civil to me 
now that I have succeeded to my father’s 
estate? 

Judith throws down the spoon indignantly. 

ANDERSON [quite unruffled, and helping 
Richard off with his coni] I think, sir, that 
since you accept my hospitality, you cannot 
have so bad an opinion of it. Sit down. [With 
the coat in his hand, he points to the railed seat. 
Rickard, in his shirtsleeves, looks at him half 
quarrelsomely for a moment; then, with a nod, 
acknowledges that the minister has got the better 
of him, and sits down on the seat. Anderson 
pushes his cloak into a heap on the seat of the 
chair at the fire, and hangs Richard's coat on the 
back in its place]. 

RICHARD. I come, sir, on your own invitation. 
You left word you had something important 
to tell me. 

ANDERSON. I have a warning which it is my 
duty to give you. 

RICHARD [quickly rising] You want to preach 
to me. Excuse me: I prefer a walk in the 
rain [he makes for his coat]. 

ANDERSON [stopping him] Dont be alarmed, 
sir: I am no great preacher. You are quite 
safe. [Richard smiles in spite of himself. His 
glance softens: he even makes a gesture of ex- 
cuse. Anderson, seeing that he has tamed him, 
now addresses him earnestly], Mr Dudgeon: 
you are in danger in this town. 

RICHARD. What danger? 

ANDERSON. Your uncle’s danger. Major 
Swindon’s gallows. 

RICHARD. It is you who are in danger. I 
warned you — 

ANDERSON [interrupting him goodhumoredly 
but authoritatively] Yes, yes, Mr Dudgeon; 
but they do not think so in the town. And 
even if I were in danger, I have duties here 
which I must not forsake. But you are a free 


man. Why should you run any risk? 

RICHARD. Do you think I should be any 
great loss, Minister? 

ANDERSON. I think that a man’s life is worth 
saving, whoever it belongs to. [Richard makes 
him an ironical bow. Anderson returns the bow 
humorously]. Come: youll have a cup of tea, 
to prevent you catching cold? 

RICHARD. I observe that Mrs Anderson is 
not quite so pressing as you are. Pastor. 

JUDITH [almost stified with resentment, which 
she has been expecting her husband to share and 
express for her at every insult of Richard's] 
You are welcome for my husband’s sake. 
[SAc brings the teapot to the fireplace and sets it 
on the hob]. 

RICHARD. I know I am not welcome for my 
own, madam. [He n^e^]. But I think I will 
not break bread here, Minister. 

ANDERSON [cheerily] Give me a good reason 
for that. 

RICHARD. Because there is something in 
you that 1 respect, and that makes me desire 
to have you for my enemy. 

ANDERSON. Thats well said. On those terms, 
sir, I will accept your enmity or any man’s. 
Judith: Mr Dudgeon will stay to tea. Sit 
down: it will take a few minutes to draw by 
the fire. [Richard glances at him with a troubled 
face; then sits down with his head bent, to hide a 
convulsive swelling of his throat]. I was just say- 
ing to my wife, Mr Dudgeon, that enmity — 
[She grasps his hand and looks imploringly at 
him, doing both with an intensity that checks him 
at once]. Well, well, I mustnt tell you, I see; 
but it w'as nothing that need leave us w^orse 
friend — enemies, I mean. Judith is a great 
enemy of yours. 

RICHARD. If all my enemies were like Mrs 
Anderson, I should be the best Christian in 
America. 

ANDERSON [gratified, patting her hand] You 
hear that, Judith? Mr Dudgeon knows how 
to turn a compliment. 

The latch is lifted from without. 

JUDITH [starting] Who is that? 

Christy comes in. 

CHRISTY [stopping and staring at Richard] 
Oh, are you here? 

RICHARD. Yes. Begone, you fool: Mrs 
Anderson doesnt want the whole family to 
tea at once. 

CHRISTY [coming further in] Mother’s very ill. 

RICHARD. Well, does she want to see me? 

CHRISTY. No. 
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RICHARD. I thought not. 

CHRISTY. She wants to see the minister — 
at once. 

JUDITH \to Anderson\ Oh, not before youve 
had some tea. 

ANDERSON. I shall cnjoy it more when I 
come back, dear. [He is about to take up his 
cloak]. 

CHRISTY. The rain s over. 

ANDERSON [dropping the cloak and picking up 
his hat from the fender] Where is your mother, 
Christy? 

CHRISTY. At Uncle Titus’s. 

ANDERSON. Have you fetched the doctor? 

CHRISTY. No: she didnt tell me to. 

ANDERSON. Go on there at once: I’ll over- 
take you on his doorstep. [Christy turns to go]. 
Wait a moment. Your brother must be 
anxious to know the particulars. 

RICHARD. Psha! not 1: he doesnt know; and 
I dont care. [Violently] Be off, you oaf. [Christy 
runs out. Richard adds, a little shamefacedly] 
We shall know soon enough. 

ANDERSON. Well, perhaps you will let me 
bring you the news myself. Judith: will you 
give Mr Dudgeon his tea, and keep him here 
until I return. 

JUDITH [white and trembling] Must I — 

ANDERSON [taking her hands and interrupting 
her to cover her agitation] My dear: I can de- 
pend on you ? 

JUDITH [with a piteous effort to be worthy of 
his trust] Yes. 

ANDERSON [pressing her hand against his 
cheek] You will not mind two old people like 
us, Mr Dudgeon. [Going] I shall not say good 
evening: you will be here when I come back. 
[He goes out]. 

They watch him pass the window, and then 
look at each other dumbly, quite disconcerted. 
Richard, noting the quiver of her lips, is the first 
to pull himself together. 

RICHARD. Mrs Anderson: I am perfectly 
aware of the nature of your sentiments to- 
wards me. I shall not intrude on you. Good 
evening. [Again he starts for the fireplace to get 
his coat]. 

JUDITH [getting between him and the coat] No, 
no. Dont go: please dont go. 

RICHARD [roughly] Why? You dont want 
me here. 

JUDITH. Yes, I — [Wringing her hands in 
despair] Oh, if I tell you the truth, you will 
use it to torment me. 

RICHARD [indignantly] Torment! What 


right have you to say that? Do you expect 
me to stay after that? 

JUDITH. I want you to stay; but [suddenly 
raging at him like an angry child] it is not be- 
cause I like you. 

RICHARD. Indeed! 

JUDITH. Yes: I had rather you did go than 
mistake me about that. I hate and dread 
you; and my husband knows it. If you are 
not here when he comes back, he will believe 
that I disobeyed him and drove you away. 

RICHARD [ironically] Whereas, of course, 
you have really been so kind and hospitable 
and charming to me that I only want to go 
away out of mere contrariness, eh? 

Judith, unable to bear it, sinks on the chair 
and bursts mto tears. 

RICHARD. Stop, stop, stop, I tell you. Dont 
do that. [Piiiting his hand to his breast as if 
to a wound] He wrung my heart by being a 
man. Need you tear it by being a woman? 
Has he not raised you above my insults, like 
himself? stops crying, and recovers herself 
somewhat, looking at him with a scared curiosity] 
There: thais right. [Sympathetically] Youre 
better now, arnt you? [He puts his hand en- 
couragingly on her shoulder. She instantly rises 
haughtily, and stares at him defiantly. He at 
once drops into his usual sardonic tone]. Ah, 
thats better. You are yourself again: so is 
Richard. Well, shall we go to tea like a quiet 
respectable couple, and wait for your hus- 
band’s return? 

JUDITH [rather ashamed of herself] If you 
please. I — I am sorry to have been so foolish. 

stoops to take up the plate of toast from the 
fender]. 

RICHARD. I am sorry, for your sake, that I 
am — what I am. Allow me. [He takes the plate 
from her and goes with it to the table]. 

JUDITH [following with the teapot] Will you 
sit down? [He sits down at the end of the table 
nearest the press. There is a plate and knife laid 
there. The other plate is laid near it: but Judith 
stays at the opposite end of the table, next the fire, 
and takes her place there, drawing the tray to- 
wards her]. Do you take sugar? 

RICHARD. No: but plenty of milk. Let me 
give you some toast. [He puts some on the 
second plate, and hands it to her, with the knife. 
The action shews quickly how well he Jenows that 
she has avoided her usual place so as to be as far 
from him as possible]. 

JUDITH [consciously] Thanks. gives him 
his ted]. Wont you help yourself? 
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RICHARD. Thanks. [He puts apiece of toast on 
his own plate; and she pours out tea for herself], 

JUDITH [observing that he tastes nothing] 
Dont you like it? You are not eating any- 
thing. 

RICHARD. Neither are you 

JUDITH [nervously] I never care much for 
my tea. Please dont mind me. 

RICHARD [looking dreamily round] I am 
thinking. It is all so strange to me. I can see 
the beauty and peace of this home; I think 
I have never been more at rest in my life 
than at this moment; and yet I know quite 
well I could never live here. It's not in my 
nature, I suppose, to be domesticated. But 
it's very beautiful: it’s almost holy. [He muses 
a moment^ and then laughs softly], 

JUDITH [quickly] Why do you laugh? 

RICHARD. I was thinking that if any stranger 
came in here now, he would take us for man 
and wife. 

JUDITH [taking oJfence]Y ou mean, I suppose, 
that you are more my age than he is. 

RICHARD [staring at this unexpected turn] I 
never thought of suchathing. [Sardonic again], 
I see there is another side to domestic joy. 

JUDITH [angrily] I would rather have a 
husband whom everybody respects than — 
than — 

RICHARD. Than the devil’s disciple. You 
are right; but I daresay your love helps him 
to be a good man, just as your hate helps me 
to be a bad one. 

JUDITH. My husband has been very good 
to you. He has forgiven you for insulting him, 
and is trying to save you. Can you not for- 
give him for being so much better than you 
are? How dare you belittle him by putting 
yourself in his place? 

RICHARD. Did I? 

JUDITH. Yes, you did. You said that if any- 
body came in they would take us for man 
and — [•S'Ae stops, terror stricken, as a squad of 
soldiers tramps past the window]. The English 
soldiers! Oh, what do they — 

RICHARD [listeiiing] Sh! 

A VOICE [outside] Halt! Four outside: two 
in with me. 

Judith half rises, listening and looking with 
dilated eyes at Richard, who takes up his cup 
prosaically, and is drinking his tea when the 
latch goes up with a sharp click, and an English 
sergeant walks into the room with Uvo privates, 
who post themselves at the door. He comes 
promptly to the table between them. 


THE SERGEANT. Sorry to disturb you, mum. 
Duty! Anthony Anderson: I arrest you in 
King George’s name as a rebel. 

JUDITH [pointing at Richard] But that is 
not — [He looks up quickly at her, with a face 
of iron. She stops her mouth hastily with the 
hand she has raised to indicate him, and stands 
staring affrightedly], 

THE SERGEANT. Come, parson*. put your 
coat on and come along. 

RICHARD. Yes: I’ll come. [lie rises and takes 
a step towards his own coat; then recollects him- 
self, and, with his hack to the sergeant, moves 
his gaze slowly round the room without turning 
his head until he sees Anderson s black coat 
hanging up on the press. He goes composedly to 
it; takes it do?vn; and puts it on. The idea of 
himself as a parson tickles him: he looks down 
at the black sleeve on his arm, and then smiles 
slyly at Judith, whose white face shews hi?n that 
7vhat she is painfully struggling to grasp is not 
the humor of the situation but its horror. He 
turns to the sergeant, who is approaching him 
with a pair of handcuffs hidden behind him, and 
says Ughtly] Did you ever arrest a man of my 
cloth before, Sergeant? 

THE SERGEANT [insluiciively respectful, half 
to the black coat, half to Richard's good breed- 
Well, no sir. At least, only an army 
chaplain. [Shewing the handcuffs]. I’m sorry 
sir; but duty — 

RICHARD. Just so. Sergeant. Well, I’m not 
ashamed of them: thank you kindly for the 
apology. [He holds out his hands]. 

SERGEANT [not availing himself of the offer] 
One gentleman to another, sir. Wouldnt 
you like to say a word to your missis, sir, 
before you go? 

RICHARD [smiling] Oh, we shall meet again 
before — eh? [meaning before you hang me"]. 

SERGEANT [loudly, with ostentatious cheerful- 
ness] Oh, of course, of course. No call for the 
lady to distress herself. Still — [in a lower 
voice, intended for Richard alone] your last 
chance, sir. 

They look at one another significantly for a 
moment. Then Richard exhales a deep breath 
and turns tojvards Judith. 

RICHARD [very distinctly] My love. [iSAe looks 
at him, pitiably pale, and tries to answer, but 
cannot — tries also to come to him, but cannot 
trust herself to stand without the support of the 
table]. This gallant gentleman is good enough 
to allow us a moment of leavetaking. [The 
sergeant retires delicately and joins his men Tiear 

It 
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ike door]. He is trying to spare you the truth; 
but you had better know it. Are you listening 
to me? [SAe signifies assent]. Do you under- 
stand that I am going to my death? [5Ae 
signifies that she understands]. Remember, 
you must find our friend who was with us 
just now. Do you understand? [SAe signifies 
yes]. See that you get him safely out of harm’s 
way. Dont for your life let him know of my 
danger; but if he finds it out, tell him that 
he cannot save me: they would hang him; 
and they would not spare me. And tell him 
that I am steadfast in my religion as he is in 
his, and that he may depend on me to the 
death. [He turns to go, and meets the eye of the 
sergeanty who looks a little suspicious. He con- 
siders a moment y and theny turning roguishly 
to Judith with something of a smile breaking 
through his earnestnessy says] And now, my 
dear, I am afraid the sergeant will not believe 
that you love me like a wife unless you give 
one kiss before I go. 

He approaches her and holds out his arms. 
She quits the table and almost falls into them. 

JUDITH [the words choking her] I ought to — 
it’s murder — 

RICHARD. No; only a kiss [softly to her] for 
his sake. 

JUDITH. I cant. You must — 

RICHARD [folding her in his arms with an 
impulse of compassion for her My poor 

girl! 

Judith, with a sudden effort, throws her arms 
round him; kisses him; and swoons aivay, drop- 
ping from his arms to the ground as if the kiss had 
killed her, 

RICHARD [going quickly to the sergeant] Now, 
Sergeant: quick, before she comes to. The 
handcuffs. [He puts out his hands], 

SERGEANT [pockcting them] Never mind, sir: 
I’ll trust you. Youre a game one. You ought 
to a bin a soldier, sir. Between them two, 
please. [The soldiers place themselves one before 
Richard and one behind him. The sergeant opens 
the door], 

RICHARD [taking a last look round him] Good- 
bye, wife: goodbye, home. Muffle the drums, 
and quick march! 

The sergeant signs to the leading soldier to 
march. They file out quickly, *****^^**** 
****** Anderson returns from Mrs 
Dudgeon s, he is astonished to find the room 
apparently empty and almost in darkness except 
for the glow from the fire; for one of the candles 
has bund out, and the other is at its last flicker. 


ANDERSON. Why, what on earth — ? [Calling 
Judith, Judith! [He listens: there is no answer], 
Hm! [He goes to the cupboard; takes a candle 
from the drawer; lights it at the flicker of the 
expiring one on the table; and looks wonderingly 
at the untasted meal by its light. Then he sticks it 
in the candlestick; takes off his hat; and scratches 
his head, much puzzled. This action causes him 
to look at the floor for the first time; and there he 
sees Judith lying motionless with her eyes closed. 
He runs to her and stoops beside her, lifting her 
head]. Judith. 

JUDITH [waking; for her swoon has passed 
into the sleep of exhaustion after suffering] Yes. 
Did you call? Whats the matter? 

ANDERSON. Ive just come in and found you 
lying here with the candles burnt out and 
the tea poured out and cold. What has 
happened? 

JUDITH [still astray] I dont know. Have I 
been asleep? I suppose — [5^Ae stops blankly], 
I dont know. 

ANDERSON [groaning] Heaven forgive me, 
I left you alone with that seoundrel. [Judith 
remembers. With an agonized cry, she clutches 
his shoulders and drags herself to her feet as he 
rises with her. He clasps her tenderly in his 
arms]. My poor pet! 

JUDITH [frantically clinging to him] What 
shall I do? Oh my God, what shall I do? 

ANDERSON. Never mind, never mind, my 
dearest dear: it was my fault. Come: youre 
safe now; and youre not hurt, are you? [He 
takes his arms from her to see whether she can 
stand]. There: thats right, thats right. If only 
you are not hurt, nothing else matters. 

JUDITH. No, no, no: I’m not hurt. 

ANDERSON. Thank Heaven for that! Come 
now: [leading her to the railed seat and making 
her sit down beside him] sit down and rest: you 
can tell me about it tomorrow. Or [misunder- 
standing her distress] you shall not tell me at 
all if it worries you. There, there! [Cheerfully] 
I’ll make you some fresh tea: that will set 
I you up again. [He goes to the table, and empties 
the teapot into the slop bowl], 

JUDITH [in a strained tone] Tony. 

ANDERSON. Yes, dear? 

JUDITH. Do you think we are only in a 
dream now? 

ANDERSON [glancing round at her for a 
moment with a pang of anxiety, though he goes 
on steadily and cheerfully putting fresh tea into 
the pot] Perhaps so, pet. But you may as well 
dream a cup of tea when youre about it. 
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JUDITH. Oh stop, stop. You dont know — 
[Distracted, she buries her face in her knotted 
ha7id8\ 

ANDERSON [breaking down and coming to her^ 
My dear, what is it? I cant bear it any longer: 
you must tell me. It was all my fault: I was 
mad to trust him. 

JUDITH. No: dont say that. You mustnt 
say that. He — oh no, no: I cant. Tony: dont 
speak to me. Take my hands — both my 
hands, [lie takes them, wondering]. Make me 
think of you, not of him. Theres danger, 
frightful danger; but it is your danger; and 
I cant keep thinking of it: I cant, I cant: my 
mind goes back to his danger. He must be 
saved — no: you must be saved: you, you, 
you. [SAe springs up as if to do something or go 
somewhere, exclaiming Oh, Heaven help me! 

ANDERSON [keeping his seat and holding her 
hands with resolute composure] Calmly, calmly, 
my pet. Youre quite distracted. 

JUDITH. I may well be. I dont know what 
to do. I dont know what to do. [Tearing her 
hands away], I must save him. [Anderson 
rises in alarm as she runs wildly to the door. It 
is opened in her face by Essie, who hurries in 
full of anxiety. The surprise is so disagreeable 
to Judith that it brings her to her senses. Her 
tone is sharp and angry as she demands] What 
do you want? 

ESSIE. I was to come to you. 

ANDERSON. Who told you to? 

ESSIE [staring at him, as if his presence as- 
tonished her] Are you here? 

JUDITH. Of course. Dont be foolish, child. 

ANDERSON. Gently, dearest: youll frighten 
her. [Going between them]. Come here, Essie. 
comes to him]. Who sent you? 

ESSIE. Dick. He sent me word by a soldier. 
I was to come here at once and do whatever 
Mrs Anderson told me. 

ANDERSON [enlightened] A soldier! Ah, I see 
it all now! They have arrested Richard. 
[Judith makes a gesture of despair]. 

ESSIE. No. I asked the soldier. Dick’s safe. 
But the soldier said you had been taken. 

ANDERSON. I! [Bewildered, he turns to Judith 
for an explanation]. 

JUDITH [coaxingly] All right, dear: I under- 
stand. [To Essie] Thank you, Essie, for com- 
ing; but I dont need you now. You may go 
home. 

ESSIE [suspicious] Are you sure Dick has 
not been touched? Perhaps he told the soldier 
to say it was the minister. [Anxiously] Mrs 


Anderson: do you think it can have been 
that? 

ANDERSON. Tell her the truth if it is so, 
Judith. She will learn it from the first neigh- 
bor she meets in the street. [Judith turns 
away and covers her eyes with her hands]. 

ESSIE [wailing] But what will they do to 
him? Oh, what will they do to him? Will they 
hang him? [Judith shudders convulsively, and 
throws herself into the chair in which Richard 
sat at the tea table], 

ANDERSON [patting Essie* s shoulder and trying 
to comfort her] I hope not. I hope not. Per- 
haps if youre very quiet and patient, we may 
be able to help him in some way. 

ESSIE. Yes — help him — yes, yes, yes. I’ll 
be good. 

ANDERSON. I must go to him at once, J udith. 

JUDITH [springing up] Oh no. You must go 
away — far away, to some place of safety. 

ANDERSON. Pooh! 

JUDITH [passionately] Do you w'ant to kill 
me? Do you think I can bear to live for days 
and days with every knock at the door — 
every footstep — giving me a spasm of terror? 
to lie awake for nights and nights in an agony 
of dread, listening for them to come and 
arrest you? 

ANDERSON. Do you think it would be better 
to know that I had run away from my post 
at the first sign of danger? 

JUDITH [bitterly] Oh, you wont go. I know 
it. Youll stay; and I shall go mad. 

ANDERSON. My dear, your duty — 

JUDITH [fercely] What do I care about my 
duty? 

ANDERSON [shockedC] Judith! 

JUDITH. 1 am doing my duty. I am clinging 
to my duty. My duty is to get you away, to 
save you, to leave him to liis fate [Essie utters 
a cry of distress and sinks on the chair at the fire, 
sobbing silently]. My instinct is the same as 
hers — to save him above all things, though 
it would be so much better for him to die! so 
much greater! But I know you will take your 
own way as he took it. I have no power. [5Ae 
sits down sullenly on the railed seat] I’m only a 
woman: I can do nothing but sit here and 
suffer. Only, tell him I tried to save you — 
that I did my best to save you. 

ANDERSON. My dear, I am afraid he will be 
thinking more of his own danger than of 
mine. 

JUDITH. Stop; or I shall hate you. 

ANDERSON [remonstroiing] Come, come. 
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come! How am I to leave you if you talk like 
this? You are quite out of your senses. \He 
turns to Essie] Essie. 

ESSIE \eagerly rising and drying her eyes] 
Yes? 

ANDERSON. Just Wait outsidc a moment, 
like a good girl; Mrs Anderson is not well. 

looks doubtful]. Never fear; I’ll come 
to you presently; and I'll go to Dick. 

ESSIE. You are sure you will go to him? 
\Whisj>erm^, You wont let her prevent you? 

ANDERSON [smiling] No, no; it’s all right. 
All right. [iSAe goes]. Thats a good girl. [He 
closes the door, and returns to Judith]. 

JUDITH [seated — rigid] You are going to 
your death. 

ANDERSON [quaintly] Then I shall go in my 
best coat, dear. [He turns to the press, begin- 
ning to take off his coat]. Where — ? [He stares 
at the empty nail for a moment; then looks 
quickly round to the f re; strides across to it; and 
lifts Richard's coat]. Why, my dear, it seems 
that he has gone in my best coat. 

JUDITH [still motionless] Yes. 

ANDERSON. Did the soldiers make a mistake? 

JUDITH. Yes; they made a mistake. 

ANDERSON. He might have told them. Poor 
fellow, he was too upset, I suppose. 

JUDITH. Yes; he might have told them. So 
might I. 

ANDERSON. Well, it’s all very puzzling — 
almost funny. It’s curious how these little 
things strike us even in the most — [He breaks 
off and begins putting on Richard's coat]. I’d 
better take him his own coat. I know what 
he ’ll say — [imitating Richard's sardonic manner] 
“Anxious about my soul. Pastor, and also 
about your best coat.” Eh? 

JUDITH. Yes, that is just what he will say 
to you. [Vacantly] It doesnt matter; I shall 
never see either of you again. 

ANDERSON [rallying her] Oh pooh, pooh, 
pooh! [He sits donm beside her]. Is this how 
you keep your promise that I shant be 
ashamed of my brave wife? 

JUDITH. No; this is how I break it. I cannot 
keep my promises to him: why should I keep 
my promises to you? 

ANDERSON. Dont spcak so strangely, my 
love. It sounds insincere to me. [She looks 
unutterable reproach at him]. Yes, dear, non- 
sense is always insincere; and my dearest is 
talking nonsense. Just nonsense. [Her face 
darkens into dumb obstinacy. She stares straight 
before her, and does not look at him again. 


absorbed in Richard's fate. He scans her face; 
sees that his rallying has produced no effect; and 
gives it up, making no further effort to conceal 
his anxiety]. Iwishiknew what hasfrightened 
you so. Was there a struggle? Did he fight? 

JUDITH. No. He smiled. 

ANDERSON. Did he realize his danger, do 
you think? 

JUDITH. He realized yours. 

ANDERSON. Mine! 

JUDITH [monotonously] He said “See that 
you get him safely out of harm’s way,” I 
promised; I cant keep my promise. He said, 
“Dont for your life let him know of my 
danger.” Ive told you of it. Pie said that if 
you found it out, you could not save him — - 
that they will hang him and not spare you. 

ANDERSON [rishig in generous indignation] 
And you think that I will let a man with that 
much good in him die like a dog, when a few 
words might make him die like a Christian. 
Tm ashamed of you, Judith, 

JUDITH. He will be steadfast in his religion 
as you are in yours; and you may depend on 
him to the death. He said so. 

ANDERSON. God forgivc him! What else did 
he say? 

JUDITH. He said goodbye. 

ANDERSON [fidgeting nervously to and fro in 
great concert^ Poor fellow, poor fellow! You 
said goodbye to him in all kindness and 
charity, Judith, I hope. 

JUDITH. I kissed him. 

ANDERSON. What! Judith! 

JUDITH. Are you angry? 

ANDERSON. No, no. You were right: you 
were right. Poor fellow, poor fellow! [Greatly 
distressed] To be hanged like that at his age! 
And then did they take him away? 

JUDITH [wearily] Then you were here; thats 
the next thing I remember, I suppose I 
fainted. Now bid me goodbye, Tony. Per- 
haps I shall faint again. I wish I could die. 

ANDERSON. No, no, my dear: you must pull 
yourself together and be sensible. I am in no 
danger — not the least in the world. 

JUDITH [solemnly] You are going to your 
death, Tony — your sure death, if God will 
let innocent men be murdered. They w ill not 
let you see him: they will arrest you the 
moment you give your name. It was for you 
the soldiers came. 

ANDERSON [thunder struck] For me!!l [His 
fists clinch; his neck thickens; his face reddens; 
the Jkshy purses under his eyes become injected 
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with hot hlood; the man of peace vanishes, trans- 
figured into a choleric arid formidable man of 
war. Still, she does not come out of her absorp- 
tion to look at him: her eyes are steadfast with a 
mechanical reflection of Richard' s steadfastness\ 

JUDITH. He took your place: he is dying 
to save you. That is why he went in your 
coat. That is why I kissed him. 

ANDERSON [exploding^ Blood an* owns! [liis 
voice is rough and dominant, his gesture full of 
brute energy\ Here! Essie, Essie! 

ESSIE [running in\ Yes. 

ANDERSON [impetuously^ Off with you as 
hard as you can run, to the inn. Tell them to 
saddle the fastest and strongest horse they 
have [Judith rises breathless, and stares at him 
incredulously'\ — the chestnut mare, if she’s 
fresh — without a moment’s delay. Go into 
the stable yard and tell the black man there 
that I’ll give him a silver dollar if the horse is 
waiting for me when I come, and that I am 
close on your heels. Away with you. [His 
energy sends Essie Jiying from the room. He 
pounces on his riding boots; rushes with them to 
the chair at the fire; and begins pulling them on]. 

JUDITH [unable to believe such a thing of him^ 
You are not going to him! 

ANDERSON [busy with the boots'] Going to him! 
What good would that do? [Growling to him- 
self as he gets the first boot on with a nrench] I’ll 
go to them, so I will. [2b Judith peremptorily] 
Get me the pistols: I want them. And money, 
money: I want money — all the money in the 
house. [He stoops over the other boot, grumbling 
A great satisfaction it would be to him to 
have my company on the gallows. [He pulls 
on the boot]. 

JUDITH. You are deserting him, then? 

ANDERSON. Hold your tongue, woman; and 
get me the pistols, goes to the press and 
takes from it a leather belt 7vith two pistols, a 
powder horn, and a bag of bullets attached to it. 
She throws it on the table. Then she unlocks a 
drawer in the press and takes out a purse. Ander- 
son grabs the belt and buckles it on, saying] If 
they took him for me in my coat, perhaps 
they 11 take me for him in his. [Hitching the 
belt into its place] Do I look like him? 

JUDITH [turning with the purse in her hand] 
Horribly unlike him. 

ANDERSON [snatching the purse from her and 
emptying it on the table] Hml We shall see. 

JUDITH [sitting dofim helplessly] Is it of any 
use to pray, do you think, Tony? 

ANDERSON [counting the money] Pray! Can 
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we pray Swindon’s rope off Richard’s neck? 

JUDITH. God may soften Major Swindon’s 
heart. 

ANDERSON [contcmptuously — pocketing a 
handful of money] Let him, then. I am not 
God; and I must go to work another way. 
[Judith gasps at the blasphemy. He throws the 
purse on the table]. Keep that. Ive taken 25 
dollars. 

JUDITH. Have you forgotten even that you 
are a minister? 

ANDERSON. Minister be — faugh! My hat: 
wheres my hat? [He snatches up hat and cloak, 
and puts both on in hot haste] Now listen, you. 
If you can get a word with him by pretending 
youre his wife, tell him to hold his tongue 
until morning: that will give me all the start 
I need. 

JUDITH [solemnly] You may depend on him 
to the death. 

ANDERSON. Youre a fool, a fool, Judith. 
[For a 7nome?it checking the torrent of his haste, 
and speaking with something of his old quiet 
and impressive conviction] You dont know the 
man youre married to. returns. He 

sivoops at her at once]. Well: is the horse ready? 

ESSIE [breathless] It will be ready when you 
come. 

ANDERSON. Good. [He makes for the door]. 

JUDITH [rishig and stretching out her arms 
after him involuntarily] Wont you say good- 
bye? 

ANDERSON. And waste another half minute! 
Psha! [He rushes out like an avalanche]. 

ESSIE [hurryhig to Judith] He has gone to 
save Richard, hasnt he? 

JUDITH. To save Richard! No: Richard has 
saved him. He has gone to save himself. 
Richard must die. 

Essie screams ivith terror and falls on her 
knees, hidmg her face. Judith, without heeding 
her, looks rigidly straight in front of her, at the 
vision of Richard, dying. 

ACT III 

Early next morning the sergeant, at the 
British headquarters in the Town Hall, unlocks 
the door of a little empty panelled waiting room, 
and invites Judith to enter. She has had a bad 
night, probably a rather delirious one; for even 
in the reality of the raw morning, her fixed gaze 
comes back at moments when her attention is 
wot strongly held. 

The sergeant considers that her feelings do her 
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crediU o.nd is sympathetic in an encouraging 
military way. Being a fine figure of a man^ vain 
of his uniform and of his rank^ he feels specially 
qualified^ in a respectful way^ to console her, 

SERGEANT. You Can havc a quiet word with 
him here, mum. 

JUDITH. Shall I have long to wait? 

SERGEANT. No, mum, not a minute. We kep 
him in the Bridewell for the night; and he’s 
just been brought over here for the court 
martial. Don’t fret, mum: he slep like a child, 
and has made a rare good breakfast. 

JUDITH [incredulously^ He is in good spirits! 

SERGEANT. Tip top, mum. The chaplain 
looked in to see him last night; and he won 
seventeen shillings off him at spoil five. He 
spent it among us like the gentleman he is. 
Duty’s duty, mum, of course; but youre 
among friends here. [The tramp of a couple 
of soldiers is heard approaching]. There: I 
think he’s coming. [Richard comes in, without 
a sign of care or captivity in his hearing. The 
sergeant nods to the two soldiers, and sheivs them 
the key of the room in his hand. They withdraw]. 
Your good lady, sir. 

RICHARD [going to her] What! My wife. My 
adored one. [He takes her hand and kisses it 
with a perverse, raffish gallantry]. How long 
do you allow a brokenhearted husband for 
leave-taking. Sergeant? 

SERGEANT. As long as we can, sir. We shall 
not disturb you till the court sits. 

RICHARD. But it has struck the hour. 

SERGEANT. So it has, sir; but there’s a delay. 
General Burgoyne’s just arrived — Gentle- 
manly Johnny we call him, sir — and he wont 
have done finding fault with everything this 
side of half past. I know him, sir: I served 
with him in Portugal. You may count on 
twenty minutes, sir; and by your leave I 
wont waste any more of them, [lie goes out, 
locking the door. Richard immediately drops his 
raffish manner and turns to Judith with con- 
siderate sincerity], 

RICHARD. Mrs Anderson: this visit is very 
kind of you. And how are you after last 
night? I had to leave you before you re- 
covered; but I sent word to Essie to go and 
look after you. Did she understand the 
message? 

JUDITH [breathless and urgent] Oh, dont 
think of me: I havnt come here to talk about 
myself. Are they going to — to — [meaning 
**io hang you']} 

RICHARD [whimsically] At noon, punctually. 


At least, that was when they disposed of 
Uncle Peter. [iSAe shudders]. Is your husband 
safe? Is he on the wing? 

JUDITH. He is no longer my husband. 

RICHARD [opening his eyes wide]. Eh? 

JUDITH. I disobeyed you. I told him every- 
thing. I expected him to come here and save 
you. I wanted him to come here and save 
you. He ran away instead. 

RICHARD. Well, thats what I meant him to 
do. What good would his staying have done? 
Theyd only have hanged us both. 

JUDITH [with reproachful earnestnessfK\(^eir6. 
Dudgeon: on your honor, what would you 
have done in his place? 

RICHARD. Exactly what he has done, of 
course. 

JUDITH. Oh, why will you not be simple 
with me — honest and straightforward? If you 
are so selfish as that, why did you let them 
take you last night? 

RICHARD [gaily] Upon my life, Mrs Ander- 
son, I dont know. Ive been asking myself 
that question ever since; and I can find no 
manner of reason for acting as I did. 

JUDITH. You know you did it for his sake, 
believing he was a more worthy man than 
yourself. 

RICHARD [laughing Oho! No: thats a very 
pretty reason, I must say; but I’m not so 
modest as that. No: it wasrit for his sake. 

JUDITH [after a pause, during which she looks 
shamefacedly at him, blushing painfully] Was it 
for my sake? 

RICHARD [gallantly] Well, you had a hand 
in it. It must have been a little for your sake. 
You let them take me, at all events. 

JUDITH. Oh, do you think I have not been 
telling myself that all night? Your death will 
be at my door. [Impulsively , she gives him her 
hand, and adds, with intense earnestness] If I 
could save you as you saved him, I would do 
it, no matter how cruel the death was. 

RICHARD [holding her hand and smiling, hut 
keeping her almost at arms length] I am very 
sure I shouldnt let you. 

JUDITH. Dont you see that lean save you? 

RICHARD. How? By changing clothes with 
me, eh? 

JUDITH [disengaging her hand to touch his 
lips with i/] Dont [meaning '' Dont jest"]. No: 
by telling the Court who you really are. 

RICHARD [frowning] No use: they wouldnt 
spare me; and it would spoil half his chance 
of escaping. They are determined to cow us 
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by making an example of somebody on that 
gallows today. Well, let us cow them by 
showing that we can stand by one another 
to the death. That is the only force that can 
send Burgoyne back across the Atlantic and 
make America a nation. 

JUDITH [impatiently] Oh, what does all that 
matter? 

RICHARD [laughing] True: what does it 
matter? what does anything matter? You 
see, men have these strange notions, Mrs 
Anderson; and women see the folly of 
them. 

JUDITH. Women have to lose those they 
love through them. 

RICHARD. They can easily get fresh lovers. 

JUDITH [revolted] Oh! [Vehemently] Do you 
realize that you are going to kill yourself? 

RICHARD. The only man I have any right 
to kill, Mrs Anderson. Dont be concerned: 
no woman will lose her lover through my 
death. [Smiling] Bless you, nobody cares for 
me. Have you heard that my mother is dead? 

JUDITH, Dead! 

RICHARD. Of heart disease — in the night. 
Her last word to me was her curse: I dont 
think I could have borne her blessing. My 
other relatives will not grieve much on my 
account. Essie will cry for a day or two; but 
I have provided for her: I made my own will 
last night. 

JUDITH [stonily f after a moment's silence] 
And I! 

RICHARD [surprised] You? 

JUDITH. Yes, I, Am I not to care at all? 

RICHARD [gaily and bluntly] Not a scrap. Oh, 
you expressed your feelings towards me very 
frankly yesterday. What happened may have 
softened you for the moment; but believe 
me, Mrs Anderson, you dont like a bone in 
my skin or a hair on my head. I shall be as 
good a riddance at 12 today as I should have 
been at 12 yesterday. 

JUDITH [her voice trembling] What can I do 
to shew you that you are mistaken? 

RICHARD. Dont trouble. I’ll give you credit 
for liking me a little better than you did. 
All I say is that my death will not break your 
heart. 

JUDITH [almost in a whisper] How do you 
know? puts her hands on his shoulders and 
looks intently at hirri], 

RICHARD [amazed — divining the truth] Mrs 
Anderson! [The bell of the town clock strikes 
the quarter. He collects himself and removes h^r 


hands, saying rather coldly] Excuse me: they 
will be here for me presently. It is too late. 

JUDITH. It is not too late. Call me as 
witness: they will never kill you when they 
know how heroically you have acted. 

RICHARD [with some scorn] Indeed! But if I 
dont go through with it, where will the 
heroism be? I shall simply have tricked them; 
and theyll hang me for that like a dog. 
Serve me right too! 

JUDITH [rvildly] Oh, I believe you want to 
die. 

RICHARD [obstinately] No I dont. 

JUDITH. Then why not try to save yourself? 
I implore you — listen. You said just now that 
you saved him for my sake — yes [clutching 
him as he recoils with a gesture of denial] a 
little for my sake. Well, save yourself for my 
sake. And I will go with you to the end of 
the world. 

RICHARD [taking her by the wrists and holding 
her a little way from him, looking steadily at her] 
Judith. 

JUDITH [breathless — delighted at the name] 
Yes. 

RICHARD. If I said — to please you — that I 
did what I did ever so little for your sake, I 
lied as men always lie to women. You know 
how much I have lived with worthless men — 
aye, and worthless women too. Well, they 
could all rise to some sort of goodness and 
kindness when they were in love [the word 
love comes from him with true Puritan scorn]. 
That has taught me to set very little store 
by the goodness that only comes out red hot. 
What I did last night, I did in cold blood, 
caring not half so much for your husband, or 
[ruthlessly] for you [she droops, stricken] as I do 
for myself. I had no motive and no interest: 
all I can tell you is that when it came to the 
point whether I would take my neck out of 
the noose and put another man’s into it, I 
could not do it. I dont know why not: I see 
myself as a fool for my pains; but I could not 
and I cannot. I have been brought up stand- 
ing by the law of my own nature; and I may 
not go against it, gallows or no gallows. [iS/ie 
has slo7vly raised her head and is now looking 
full at him], I should have done the same for 
any other man in the town, or any other 
man’s wife. [Releasing her] Do you understand 
that? 

JUDITH. Yes: you mean that you do not 
love me. 

RICHARD [revolted — rvith fierce contempt] I« 
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that all it means to you? 

JUDITH. What more — what worse — can it 
mean to me? [The sergeant knocks. The blow 
on the door jars on her heart]. Oh, one moment 
more. [-S/ie throws herself on her knees], I pray 
to you — 

RICHARD. Hush! [Calling] Come in. [The 
sergeant unlocks the door and opens it. The 
guard is with him], 

SERGEANT [coming in] Time’s up, sir. 

RICHARD. Quite ready, Sergeant. Now, my 
dear. [He attempts to raise her], 

JUDITH [clinging to him] Only one thing 
more — I entreat, I implore you. Let me be 
present in the court. I have seen Major 
Swindon: he said I should be allowed if you 
asked it. You will ask it. It is my last request: 
I shall never ask you anything again. 
clasps his knee], I beg and pray it of you. 

RICHARD. If I do, will you be silent? 

JUDITH. Yes. 

RICHARD. You will keep faith? 

JUDITH. I will keep — [She breaks down^ 
sobbing], 

RICHARD [taking her arm to lift her] Just — 
her other arm. Sergeant. 

They go out^ she sobbing convulsively^ sup- 
ported by the ttvo men. 

Meanwhile, the Council Chamber is ready for 
the court martial. It is a large, lofty room, with 
a chair of state in the middle under a tall canopy 
with a gilt crown, and maroon curtains with the 
royal monogram G, R, In front of the chair is a 
table, also draped in maroon, with a hell, a heavy 
inkstand, and writing materials on it. Several 
chairs are set at the table. The door is at the right 
hand of the occupant of the chair of state when 
it has an occupant: at present it is empty. Major 
Swindon, a pale, sandy-haired, very conscientious 
looking man of about 45, sits at the end of the 
table with his hack to the door, writing. He is 
alone until the sergeant announces the General in 
a subdued manner which suggests that Gentle- 
manly Johnny has been making his presence felt 
rather heavily, 

SERGEANT. The General, sir. 

Swindon rises hastily. The general comes in: 
the sergeant goes out. General Burgoyne is 55, 
and very well preserved. He is a man of fashion, 
gallant enough to have made a distinguished 
marriage by an elopement, witty enough to write 
successful comedies, aristocratically-connected 
enough to have had opportunities of high military 
distinction. His eyes, large, brilliant, apprehen- 
sive, and intelligent, are his most remarkable 


feature: without them his fine nose and small 
mouth would suggest rather more fastidiousness 
and less force than go to the making of a first 
rate general. Just now the eyes are angry and 
tragic, and the mouth and nostrils tense. 

BURGOYNE. Major Swindon, I presume, 

SWINDON. Yes. General Burgoyne, if I 
mistake not. [They bow to one another cere- 
moniously], I am glad to have the support of 
your presence this morning. It is not par- 
ticularly lively business, hanging this poor 
devil of a minister. 

BURGOYNE [throwing himself into Swindon's 
chair] No, sir, it is not. It is making too 
much of the fellow to execute him: what 
more could you have done if he had been a 
member of the Church of England? Martyr- 
dom, sir, is what these people like: it is the 
only way in which a man can become famous 
without ability. However, you have com- 
mitted us to hanging him; and the sooner he 
is hanged the better. 

SWINDON. We have arranged it for 12 
o’clock. Nothing remains to be done except 
to try him. 

BURGOYNE [looking at him with suppressed 
anger] Nothing — except to save your own 
necks, perhaps. Have you heard the news 
from Springtown? 

SWINDON. Nothing special. The latest re- 
ports are satisfactory. 

BURGOYNE [rising in amazement] Satisfac- 
tory, sir! Satisfactory!! [He stares at him for a 
moment, and then adds, with grim intensity] I 
am glad you take that view of them. 

SWINDON [puzzled] Do 1 understand that in 
your opinion — 

BURGOYNE. I do not cxpress my opinion. I 
never stoop to that habit of profane language 
which unfortunately coarsens our profession. 
If I did, sir, perhaps I should be able to 
express my opinion of the news from Spring- 
town — the news which you [severely] have 
apparently not heard. How soon do you get 
news from your supports here? — in the 
course of a month, eh? 

SWINDON [turning sulky] I suppose the re- 
ports have been taken to you, sir, instead of 
to me. Is there anything serious? 

BURGOYNE [taking a report from his pocket 
and holding it up] Springtowm’s in the hands 
of the rebels. [He throws the report on the 
table], 

SWINDON [aghast] Since yesterday I 

BURGOYNE. Since two o’clock this morning. 
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Perhaps w e shall be in their hands before two 
o’clock tomorrow morning. Flave you thought 
of that? 

SWINDON [confidently^ As to that, General, 
the British soldier will give a good account of 
himself. 

BURGOYNE [bitterly^ And therefore, I sup- 
pose, sir, the British officer need not know 
his business: the British soldier will get him 
out of all his blunders with the bayonet. In 
future, sir, I must ask you to be a little less 
generous with the blood of your men, and a 
little more generous with your own brains. 

SWINDON. I am sorry I cannot pretend to 
your intellectual eminence, sir. I can only 
do my best, and rely on the devotion of my 
countrymen. 

BURGOYNE [suddenly becoming suavely sar- 
castic] May I ask are you writing a melo- 
drama, Major Swindon? 

SWINDON [fushing] No, sir. 

BURGOYNE. What a pity! What a pity! 
[Dropping his sarcastic tone and facing him 
suddenly and seriously] Do you at all realize, 
sir, that we have nothing standing between 
us and destruction but our own bluff and the 
sheepishness of these colonists? They are 
men of the same English stock as ourselves: 
six to one of us [repeating it emphatically] six 
to one, sir; and nearly half our troops are 
Hessians, Brunswickers, German dragoons, 
and Indians with scalping knives. These are 
the countrymen on whose devotion you rely! 
Suppose the colonists find a leader! Suppose 
the news from Springtown should turn out 
to mean that they have already found a 
leader! What shall we do then? Eh? 

SWINDON [sullenly] Our duty, sir, I presume. 

BURGOYNE [again sarcastic — giving him up as 
a fool] Quite so, quite so. Thank you. Major 
Swindon, thank you. Now youve settled the 
question, sir — thrown a flood of light on the 
situation. What a comfort to me to feel that 
I have at my side so devoted and able an 
officer to support me in this emergency! I 
think, sir, it will probably relieve both our 
feelings if we proceed to hang this dissenter 
without further delay [he strikes the bell] 
especially as I am debarred by my principles 
from the customary military vent for my feel- 
ings. [The sergeant appears]. Bring your man 
in. 

SERGEANT. Yes, sir. 

BURGOYNE. And mention to any officer you 
may meet that the court cannot wait any 


longer for him. 

SWINDON [keeping his temper with difficulty'] 
The staff is perfectly ready, sir. They have 
been waiting your convenience for fully half 
an hour. Perfectly ready, sir. 

BURGOYNE [blandly] So am I. [Several officers 
come in and take their seats. One of them sits at 
the end of the table furthest from the door^ and 
acts throughout as clerk of the court, making 
notes of the proceedings. The uniforms are those 
of the Qtk, mh, 2] St, Q^tk, ¥Jth, 5Srd, and 62nd 
British Infantry. One officer is a Major General 
of the Royal Artillery, There are also German 
officers of the Hessian Rifles, and of German 
dragoon and Brunsnneker regiments]. Oh, good 
morning, gentlemen. Sorry to disturb you, 
I am sure. Very good of you to spare us a few 
moments. 

SWINDON. Will you preside, sir? 

BURGOYNE [becoming additionally polished, 
lofty, sarcastic, aiid urbane now that he is in 
public] No, sir: I feel my own deficiencies too 
keenly to presume so far. If you will kindly 
allow me, I will sit at the feet of Gamaliel. 
[He takes the chair at the end of the table next the 
door, and motions Swindon to the chair of state, 
waiting for him to be seated before sitting down 
himself], 

SWINDON [greatly annoyed] As you please, 
sir. I am only trying to do my duty under 
excessively trying circumstances. [He takes 
his place in the chair of state], 

Burgoyne, relaxing his studied demeanor for 
the moment, sits down and begins to read the 
report with knitted brows and careworn looks, 
refecting on his desperate situation and Swindon s 
uselessness. Richard is brought in, Judith walks 
beside him. Two soldiers precede and tiro follow 
him, with the sergeant in command. They cross 
the room to the ivall opposite the door; but when 
Richard has just passed before the chair of slate 
the sergeant stops him with a touch on the arm, 
and posts himself behind him, at his elbow, 
Judith stands timidly at the wall. The four 
soldiers place themselves in a squad near her, 

BURGOYNE [looking up and seeing Judith] Who 
is that woman? 

SERGEANT. Prisoner’s wife, sir. 

SWINDON [nervously] She begged me to 
allow her to be present; and I thought — 

BURGOYNE [completing the sentence for him 
ironically] You thought it would be a pleasure 
for her. Quite so, quite so. [Blandly] Give the 
lady a chair; and make her thoroughly com- 
fortable. 
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TAe sergeant fetches a chair and places it 
near Richard. 

JUDITH. Thank you, sir. [SAe sits down after 
an awestricken curtsy to Burgoyne, which he 
acknowledges by a dignified bend of his head]. 

SWINDON [to Richard, sharply] Your name, 
sir? 

RICHARD [affable, hut obstinate] Come: you 
dont mean to say that youve brought me 
here without knowing who I am? 

SWINDON. As a matter of form, sir, give your 
name. 

RICHARD. As a matter of form then, my 
name is Anthony Anderson, Presbyterian 
minister in this town. 

BURGOYNE [interested] Indeed! Pray, Mr 
Anderson, what do you gentlemen believe? 

RICHARD. I shall be happy to explain if 
time is allowed me. I cannot undertake to 
complete your conversion in less than a 
fortnight. 

SWINDON [snubbing him] We are not here to 
discuss your views. 

BURGOYNE [rvith an elaborate bow to the un- 
fortunate Swindon] I stand rebuked. 

SWINDON [embarrassed] Oh, not you, I as — 

BURGOYNE. Dont mention it. [To Richard, 
very politely] Any political views, Mr Ander- 
son? 

RICHARD. I understand that that is just 
what we are here to find out. 

SWINDON [severely] Do you mean to deny 
that you are a rebel? 

RICHARD. I am an American, sir. 

SWINDON. What do you expect me to think 
of that speech, Mr Anderson? 

RICHARD. I never expect a soldier to think, 
sir. 

Burgoyne is boundlessly delighted by this 
retort, which almost reconciles him to the loss of 
America. 

SWINDON [whitening with anger] I advise you 
not to be insolent, prisoner. 

RICHARD. You cant help yourself. General. 
When you make up your mind to hang a 
man, you put yourself at a disadvantage with 
him. Why should I be civil to you? I may 
as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb. 

SWINDON. You have no right to assume that 
the court has made up its mind without a 
fair trial. And you will please not address me 
as General. I am Major Swindon. 

RICHARD. A thousand pardons. I thought 
I had the honor of addressing Gentlemanly 
Johnny. 


Sensation among the officers. The sergeant has 
a narrow escape from a guffaw. 

BURGOYNE [with extreme suavity] I believe I 
am Gentlemanly Johnny, sir, at your service. 
My more intimate friends call me General 
Burgoyne. [Richard bows with perfect polite- 
ness]. You will understand, sir, I hope, since 
you seem to be a gentleman and a man of 
some spirit in spite of your calling, that if 
we should have the misfortune to hang you, 
we shall do so as a mere matter of political 
necessity and military duty, without any 
personal ill-feeling. 

RICHARD. Oh, quite so. That makes all the 
difference in the world, of course. 

They all smile in spite of themselves; and 
some of the younger officers burst out laughing. 

JUDITH [her dread and horror deepening at 
every one of these jests and compliments] How 
can you? 

RICHARD. You promised to be silent. 

BURGOYNE [to Judith, with studied courtesy] 
Believe me, Madam, your husband is placing 
us under the greatest obligation by taking 
this very disagreeable business so thoroughly 
in the spirit of a gentleman. Sergeant: give 
Mr Anderson a chair. [The sergeant does so. 
Richard sits down]. Now, Major Swindon: we 
are waiting for you. 

SWINDON. You are aware, I presume, Mr 
Anderson, of your obligations as a subject of 
His Majesty King George the Third. 

RICHARD. I am aware, sir, that His 
Majesty King George the Third is about to 
hang me because I object to Lord North’s 
robbing me. 

SWINDON. That is a treasonable speech, sir. 

RICHARD [briefiy] Yes. I meant it to be. 

BURGOYNE [strongly deprecating this line of 
defence, but still polite] Dont you think, Mr 
Anderson, that this is rather — if you will 
excuse the word — a vulgar line to take? Why 
should you cry out robbery because of a 
stamp duty and a tea duty and so forth? 
After all, it is the essence of your position 
as a gentleman that you pay with a good grace. 

RICHARD. It is not the money. General. 
But to be swindled by a pig-headed lunatic 
like King George — 

SWINDON [scandalized] Chut, sir — silence! 

SERGEANT [in Stentorian tones, greatly shocked] 
Silence! 

BURGOYNE [untuffUd] Ah, that is another 
point of view. My position does not allow of 
my going into that, except in private. But 
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[9kruggi7^ his shoulders] of course, Mr Ander- 
son, if you are determined to be hanged 
[Judith Jiinches] there’s nothing more to be 
said. An unusual taste! however [with a Jinal 
shrug ] — ! 

SWINDON [To Burgoyne] Shall we call 
witnesses? 

RICHARD. What need is there of witnesses? 
If the townspeople here had listened to me, 
you would have found the streets barricaded, 
the houses loopholed, and the people in arms 
to hold the town against you to the last man. 
But you arrived, unfortunately, before we 
had got out of the talking stage; and then it 
was too late. 

SWINDON [severely] Well, sir, we shall teach 
you and your townspeople a lesson they will 
not forget. Have you anything more to say? 

RICHARD. I think you might have the 
decency to treat me as a prisoner of war, and 
shoot me like a man instead of hanging me 
like a dog. 

BURGOYNE [sympathetically] Now there, Mr 
Anderson, you talk like a civilian, if you will 
excuse my saying so. Have you any idea of 
the average marksmanship of the army of 
His Majesty King George the Third? If we 
make you up a firing party, what will happen? 
Half of them will miss you: the rest will make 
a mess of the business and leave you to the 
provo-marshal’s pistol. Whereas we can hang 
you in a perfectly workmanlike and agree- 
able way. [Kindly] Let me persuade you to 
be hanged, Mr Anderson? 

JUDITH with horror] My God! 

RICHARD [To Judith] Your promise! [To 
Burgoyne] Thank you. General: that view of 
the case did not occur to me before. To oblige 
you, I withdraw my objection to the rope. 
Hang me, by all means. 

BURGOYNE [smoothly] Will 12 o’clock suit 
you, Mr Anderson? 

RICHARD. I shall be at your disposal then. 
General. 

BURGOYNE [rising] Nothing more to be said, 
gentlemen. [They all me]. 

JUDITH [rushing to the table] Oh, you are not 
going to murder a man like that, without 
a proper trial — without thinking of what you 
are doing — without — [she cannot find words\ 

RICHARD. Is this how you keep your pro- 
mise? 

JUDITH. If I am not to speak, you must. 
Defend yourself: save yourself: tell them the 
truth. 


RICHARD [worriedly] I have told them truth 
enough to hang me ten times over. If you say 
another w'ord you will risk other lives; but 
you will not save mine. 

BURGOYNE. My good lady, our only desire 
is to save unpleasantness. What satisfaction 
would it give you to have a solemn fuss 
made, with my friend Swindon in a black cap 
and so forth? I am sure we are greatly in- 
debted to the admirable tact and gentlemanly 
feeling shewn by your husband. 

JUDITH [thronijig the words in his face] Oh, 
you are mad. Is it nothing to you what wicked 
thing you do if only you do it like a gentle- 
man? Is it nothing to you whether you are a 
murderer or not, if only you murder in a red 
coat? [Desperately] You shall not hang him: 
that man is not my husband. 

The officers look at one another, and whisper: 
some of the Germajts asking their neighbors to 
explain what the woman had said. Burgoyne, 
who has been visibly shaken by Judith's reproach, 
recovers himself promptly at this new develop^ 
ment. Richard meanwhile raises his voice above 
the buzz. 

RICHARD. I appeal to you, gentlemen, to 
put an end to this. She will not believe that 
she cannot save me. Break up the court. 

BURGOYNE [m a voice so quiet and firm that it 
restores silence at once] One moment, Mr 
Anderson. One moment, gentlemen. [He 
resumes his seat. Swindon and the officers follow 
his example]. Let me understand you clearly, 
madam. Do you mean that this gentleman 
is not your husband, or merely — I wish to 
put this with all delicacy — that you are not 
his wife? 

JUDITH. I dont know what you mean, I say 
that he is not my husband — that my husband 
has escaped. This man took his place to save 
him. Ask anyone in the town— send out into 
the street for the first person you find there, 
and bring him in as a witness. He will tell 
you that the prisoner is not Anthony Ander- 
son. 

BURGOYNE [quietly, as before] Sergeant. 

SERGEANT. Yes, sir. 

BURGOYNE. Go out into the street and bring 
in the first townsman you see there. 

SERGEANT [making for the door] Yes sir. 

BURGOYNE [as the sergeant The first 

clean, sober townsman you see. 

SERGEANT. Y es sir. [He goes out], 

BURGOYNE. Sit down, Mr Anderson — if I 
may call you so for the present. [Richard sits 
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down\ Sit down, madam, whilst we wait. 
Give the lady a newspaper. 

RICHARD [indignanlly] Shame! 

BURGOYNE [keenly^ fviih a half smile] If you 
are not her husband, sir, the case is not a 
serious one — for her. [Richard bites his lip, 
silenced], 

JUDITH [to Richard^ as she returns to her seat] 
I couldnt help it. [He shakes his head. She sits 
down], 

BURGOYNE. You will Understand of course, 
Mr Anderson, that you must not build on 
this little ineident. We are bound to make an 
example of somebody. 

RICHARD. I quite understand. I suppose 
there’s no use in my explaining. 

BURGOYNE. I think we should prefer inde- 
pendent testimony, if you dont mind. 

The sergeant y with a packet of papers in his 
handy returns conducting Christy y fvho is much 
tcared, 

SERGEANT [giving Burgoyne the packet] Dis- 
patches, sir. Delivered by a corporal of the 
33rd. Dead beat with hard riding, sir. 

Burgoyne opens the dispatches, and presently 
becomes absorbed in thein. They are so serious as 
to take his attention completely from the court 
martial, 

THE SERGEANT [to Christy] Now then. Atten- 
tion, and take your hat off. [He posts himself 
in charge of Christy, who stands on Burgoyne' s 
side of the court], 

RICHARD [in his usual bullying tone to Christy] 
Dont be frightened, you fool; youre only 
wanted as a witness. Theyre not going to 
hang you. 

SWINDON. What’s your name? 

CHRISTY. Christy. 

RicuAnD[impatienily] Christopher Dudgeon, 
you blatant idiot. Give your full name. 

SWINDON. Be silent, prisoner. You must not 
prompt the witness. 

RICHARD. Very well. But I warn you youll 
get nothing out of him unless you shake it 
out of him. He has been too well brought up 
by a pious mother to have any sense or man- 
hood left in him. 

BURGOYNE [springing up and speaking to the 
sergeant in a startling voice] Where is the man 
who brought these? 

SERGEANT. In the guard-room, sir. 

Burgoyne goes out with a haste that sets the 
officers exchanging looks, 

SWINDON [to Christy] Do you know Anthony 
Anderson, the Presbyterian minister? 


CHRISTY. Of course I do [imp^ing that 
Swindon must be an ass not to know it], 

SWINDON. Is he here? 

CHRISTY [staring round] I dont know. 

SWINDON. Do you see him? 

CHRISTY. No. 

SWINDON. You seem to know the prisoner? 

CHRISTY. Do you mean Dick? 

SWINDON. Which is Dick? 

CHRISTY [pointing to Richard] Him. 

SWINDON. What is his name? 

CHRISTY. Dick. 

RICHARD. Answer properly, you jumping 
jackass. What do they know about Dick? 

CHRISTY. Well, you are Dick, aint you? 
What am I to say? 

SWINDON. Address me, sir; and do you, 
prisoner, be silent. Tell us who the prisoner 
is. 

CHRISTY. He’s my brother Dick — Richard 
— Richard Dudgeon. 

SWINDON. Your brother! 

CHRISTY. Yes. 

SWINDON. You are sure he is not Anderson. 

CHRISTY. Who? 

RICHARD [exasperatedly] Me, me, me, you — 

SWINDON. Silence, sir. 

SERGEANT [shouting] Silence. 

RICHARD [impatiently] Yah! [7b Christy] He 
wants to know am I Minister Anderson. Tell 
him, and stop grinning like a zany. 

CHRISTY [grinning more thanever] You Pastor 
Anderson! [7b Swindon] Why, Mr Anderson’s 
a minister — a very good man; and Dick’s a 
bad character: the respectable people wont 
speak to him. He’s the bad brother: I’m the 
good one, [The officers laugh outright. The 
soldiers grin], 

SWINDON. Who arrested this man? 

SERGEANT. I did, sir, I found him in the 
minister’s house, sitting at tea with the lady 
with his coat off, quite at home. If he isnt 
married to her, he ought to be. 

SWINDON. Did he answer to the minister’s 
name? 

SERGEANT. Yes, sir, but not to a minister’s 
nature. You ask the chaplain, sir. 

SWINDON [/o Richard, threateningly] So, sir, 
you have attempted to cheat us. And your 
name is Richard Dudgeon? 

RICHARD. Youve found it out at last, have 
you? 

SWINDON. Dudgeon is a name well known 
to us, eh? 

RICHARD. Yes: Peter Dudgeon, whom you 
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murdered, was my uncle. 

SWINDON. Hm! \JIe compresses his lips, and 
looks at Richard with vindictive graviiy\ 

CHRISTY. Are they going to hang you, 
Dick? 

RICHARD. Yes, Get out: theyve done with 
you. 

CHRISTY. And I may keep the china pea- 
cocks? 

RICHARD [jumping wp] Get out. Get out, 
you blithering baboon, you. [Christy Jiies^ 
panicstricken\ 

SWINDON [rising — all me] Since you have 
taken the minister’s place, Richard Dudgeon, 
you shall go through with it. The execution 
will take place at 12 o’clock as arranged; and 
unless Anderson surrenders before then, you 
shall take his place on the gallows. Sergeant: 
take your man out. 

JUDITH [distracted^ No, no — 

SWINDON [jiercely, dreading a renewal of her 
entreaties] Take that woman away. 

RICHARD [springing across the table with a 
iigerAike hounds and seizing Swindon by the 
throat] You infernal scoundrel — 

The sergeant rushes to the rescue from one 
side^ the soldiers from the other. They seize 
Richard and drag him back to his place, Swindon^ 
who has been thrown supine on the table, rises, 
arranging his stock. He is about to speak, when 
he is anticipated by Burgoyne, who has just 
appeared at the door with two papers in his hand: 
a white letter and a blue dispatch, 

BURGOYNE [advancing to the table, elaborately 
cool] What is this? Whats happening? Mr 
Anderson: I’m astonished at you. 

RICHARD. I am sorry I disturbed you, 
General. I merely wanted to strangle your 
understrapper there. [Breaking out violently 
at Swindon] Why do you raise the devil in me 
by bullying the woman like that? You oat- 
meal faced dog. I’d twist your cursed head 
off with the greatest satisfaction. [He puts otit 
his hands to the sergeant] Here: handcuff me, 
will you: or I’ll not undertake to keep my 
fingers off him. 

The sergeant takes out a pair of handcuffs 
and looks to Burgoyne for instructions, 

BURGOYNE. Havc you addressed profane 
language to the lady. Major Swindon? 

SWINDON [very angry] No, sir, certainly not. 
That question should not have been put to 
me. I ordered the woman to be removed, as 
she was disorderly; and the fellow sprang 
at me. Put away those handcuffs. I am per- 


fectly able to take care of myself. 

RICHARD. Now you talk like a man, I have 
no quarrel with you. 

BURGOYNE. Mr. Andcrsou — 

SWINDON. His name is Dudgeon, sir, 
Richard Dudgeon. He is an impostor. 

BURGOYNE [brusquely] Nonsense, sir: you 
hanged Dudgeon at Springtown. 

RICHARD. It was my uncle. General. 

BURGOYNE. Oh, your uncle. [To Swindon, 
handsomely] I beg your pardon. Major 
Swindon. [Swindon acknowledges the apology 
stiffiy. Burgoyne turns to Richard], We are 
somewhat unfortunate in our relations with 
your family. Well, Mr Dudgeon, what I 
wanted to ask you is this. Who is [reading 
the name from the letter] William Maindeck 
Parshotter? 

RICHARD. He is the Mayor of Springtowm. 

BURGOYNE. Is William — Maindeck and so 
on — a man of his word? 

RICHARD. Is he selling you anything? 

BURGOYNE. No. 

RICHARD. Then you may depend on him. 

BURGOYNE. Thank you, Mr — 'm Dudgeon. 
By the way, since you are not Mr Anderson, 
do we still — eh. Major Swindon? [meaning 
“do we still hang Am?’’] 

RICHARD. The arrangements are unaltered. 
General. 

BURGOYNE. Ah, indeed. I am sorry. Good 
morning, Mr Dudgeon. Good morning, 
madam. 

RICHARD [interrupting Judith almost fiercely 
as she is about to make some wild appeal, and 
taking her arm resolutely] Not one word more. 
Come. 

She looks imploringly at him, but is overborne 
by his determination. They are marched out by 
the four soldiers: the sergeant, very sulky, walk’ 
ing between Sfvindon and Richard, whom he 
watches as if he were a dangerous animal. 

BURGOYNE. Gentlemen: we need not detain 
you. Major Swindon: a word with you. [The 
officers go out. Burgoyne waits with unruffied 
serenity until the last of them disappears. Then 
he becomes very grave, and addresses Swindon 
for the first time without his title]. Swindon: do 
you know what this is [shewing him the letter]} 

SWINDON. What? 

BURGOYNE. A demand for a safe-conduct 
for an officer of their militia to come here and 
arrange terms with us. 

SWINDON. Oh, they are giving in. 

BURGOYNE. They add that they are sending 
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the man who raised Springtown last night 
and drove us out; so that we may know that 
we are dealing with an officer of importance. 

SWINDON. Pooh! 

BURooYNE. He will be fully empowered to 
arrange the terms of — guess what. 

SWINDON. Their surrender, I hope. 

BUROOYNE. No: our evacuation of the town. 
They offer us just six hours to clear out. 

SWINDON. What monstrous impudence! 

BUROOYNE. What shall we do, eh? 

SWINDON. March on Springtown and strike 
a decisive blow at once. 

BUROOYNE [quietly] Hm! [Turning to the door] 
Come to the adjutant’s office. 

SWINDON. What for? 

BUROOYNE. To write out that safe-conduct. 
[He puts his hand to the door knob to open it]. 

SWINDON [who has not budged] General 
Burgoyne. 

BUROOYNE [returning] Sir? 

SWINDON. It is my duty to tell you, sir, that 
I do not consider the threats of a mob of 
rebellious tradesmen a sufficient reason for 
our giving way. 

BUROOYNE [imperturbable] Suppose I resign 
my command to you, what will you do? 

SWINDON. I will undertake to do what we 
have marched south from Quebec to do, 
and what General Howe has marched north 
from New York to do: effect a junction at 
Albany and wipe out the rebel army with 
our united forces. 

BUROOYNE [enigmatically] And will you 
wipe out our enemies in London, too? 

SWINDON. In London! What enemies? 

BUROOYNE [forcibly] Jobbery and snobbery, 
incompetence and Red Tape. [He holds up 
the dispatch and adds, with despair in his face 
and voice] I have just learnt, sir, that General 
Howe is still in New York. 

SWINDON [thunderstruck] Good God! He has 
disobeyed orders! 

BUROOYNE [fvith sardonic calm] He has 
received no orders, sir. Some gentleman 
in London forgot to dispatch them: he was 
leaving town for his holiday, I believe. To 
avoid upsetting his arrangements, England 
will lose her American colonies; and in a few 
days you and I will be at Saratoga with 
5,000 men to face 18,000 rebels in an im- 
pregnable position. 

SWINDON [appalled] Impossible? 

BURGOYNE [coldly] I beg your pardon? 

SWINDON. I cant believe it! What will 


History say? 

BURGOYNE. History, sir, will tell lies, as 
usual. Come; we must send the safe-conduct. 
[He goes out]. 

SWINDON [following distractedly] My God, 
my God! We shall be wiped out. 

As noon approaches there is excitement in the 
market place. The gallows which ha?igs there 
permanently for the terror of evildoers, with such 
minor advertizers and examples of crime as the 
pillory, the whipping post, and the stocks, has a 
new rope attached, with the noose hitched up to 
one of the uprights, out of reach of the boys. Its 
ladder, too, has been brought out and placed in 
position by the town beadle, who stands by to 
guard it from unauthorized climbing. The 
JVebsterbridge townsfolk are present in force, 
and in high spirits; for the news has spread that 
it is the deeds disciple and not the minister that 
King George and his terrible general are about 
to hang: consequently the execution can be en- 
joyed without any misgiving as to its righteous- 
ness, or to the coivardice of alloning it to take 
place without a struggle. There is even some fear 
of a disappointment as midday approaches and 
the arrival of the beadle with the ladder remains 
the only sign of preparation. But at last reassur- 
ing shouts of Here they come: Here they are, are 
heard; and a company of soldiers with fixed 
bayonets, half British infantry, half Hessians, 
tramp quickly into the middle of the market place, 
driving the crowd to the sides. 

THE SERGEANT. Halt. Front. Dress. [The 
soldiers change their column into a square en- 
closing the gallows, their petty officers, energetic- 
ally led by the sergeant, hustling the persons 
who find themselves inside the square out at the 
comers]. Now then* Out of it with you: out 
of it. Some o youll get strung up yourselves 
presently. Form that square there, will you, 
you damned Hoosians. No use talkin German 
to them: talk to their toes with the butt ends 
of your muskets; theyll understand that. 
Get out of it, will you. [He comes upon Judith, 
standing near the gallows]. Now then; y ouve 
no call here. 

JUDITH. May I not stay? What harm am I 
doing? 

SERGEANT. I Want none of your argufying. 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself, run- 
ning to see a man hanged thats not your 
husband. And he’s no better than yourself. 
I told my major he was a gentleman; and 
then he goes and tries to strangle him, and 
calls his blessed Majesty a lunatic. So out 
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of it with you, double quick. 

JUDITH. Will you take these two silver 
dollars and let me stay? 

The sergeant, without an instants hesitation, 
looks quickly and furtively round as he shoots 
the money dexterously into his pocket Then he 
raises his voice in virtuous indignation, 

THE SERGEANT. Me take money in the 
execution of my duty! Certainly not. Now 
ril tell you what I’ll do, to teach you to 
corrupt the King’s officer. I’ll put you under 
arrest until the execution’s over. You just 
stand there; and dont let me see you as much 
as move from that spot until youre let. [ With 
a swift wink at her he points to the corner of the 
square behind the gallows on his right, and turns 
noisily away, shouting Now then, dress up 
and keep em back, will you. 

Cries of Hush and Silence are heard among 
the townsfolk; and the sound of a military hand, 
playing the Dead March from Saul, is heard. 
The crowd becomes quiet at once; and the ser- 
geant and petty officers, hurrying to the hack of 
the square, with a few whispered orders and 
some stealthy hustling cause it to open and admit 
the funeral procession, which is protected from 
the crowd by a double file of soldiers. First come 
Burgoyne and Swindon, who, on entering the 
square, glance with distaste at the gallows, and 
avoid passing under it by wheeling a little to the 
right and stationing themselves on that side. 
Then Mr Brudenell, the chaplain, in his surplice, 
with his prayer book open in his hand, walking 
beside Richard, who is moody and disorderly. 
He walks doggedly through the gallows frame- 
work, and posts himself a little in front of it. 
Behind him comes the executioner, a stalwart 
soldier in his shirtsleeves. Following him, two 
soldiers haul a light military waggon. Finally 
comes the band, which posts itself at the back of 
the square, and finishes the Dead March. Judith, 
watching Richard painfully, steals down to the 
gallofvs, and stands leaning against its right post. 
During the conversation which follows, the two 
soldiers place the cart under the gallows, and 
stand by the shafts, which point backwards. The 
executioner takes a set of steps from the cart and 
places it ready for the prisoner to mount. Then 
he climbs the tall ladder which stands against 
the gallows, and cuts the string by which the rope 
is hitched up; so that the noose drops dangling 
over the cart, into which he steps as he descends. 

RICHARD [with suppressed impatience, to 
Brudenell] Look here, sir: this is no place for 
a man of your profession. Hadnt you better 


go away? 

SWINDON. I appeal to you, prisoner, if you 
have any sense of decency left, to listen to 
the ministrations of the chaplain, and pay 
due heed to the solemnity of the occasion. 

THE CHAPLAIN [gently reproving Richard] Try 
to control yourself, and submit to the divine 
will. [He lifts his book to proceed with the 
service]. 

RICHARD. Answer for your own will, sir, 
and those of your accomplices here [indicating 
Burgoyne and Swindon]'. I see little divinity 
about them or you. You talk to me of Chris- 
tianity when you are in the act of hanging 
your enemies. Was there ever such blas- 
phemous nonsense! [To Swindon, more rudely] 
Youve got up the solemnity of the occasion, 
as you call it, to impress the people with your 
own dignity — Handel’s music and a clergy- 
man to make murder look like piety! Do 
you suppose I am going to help you? Youve 
asked me to choose the rope because you 
dont know your own trade well enough to 
shoot me properly. Well, hang away and 
have done with it. 

SWINDON [to the chaplain] Can you do no- 
thing with him, Mr Brudenell? 

CHAPLAIN. I will try, sir. [Beginning to read] 
Man that is born of woman hath — 

RICHARD [fixing his eyes on him] “Thou shalt 
not kill.’* 

The book drops in Brudenell s hands. 

CHAPLAIN [confessing his embarrassment] 
What am I to say, Mr Dudgeon? 

RICHARD. Let me alone, man, cant you? 

BURGOYNE [with extreme urbanity] I think, 
Mr Brudenell, that as the usual professional 
observations seem to strike Mr Dudgeon as 
incongruous under the circumstances, you 
had better omit them until — er — until Mr 
Dudgeon can no longer be inconvenienced 
by them. [Brudenell, with a shrug, shuts his 
book and retires behind the gallows]. You seem 
in a hurry, Mr Dudgeon. 

RICHARD [with the horror of death upon hint] 
Do you think this is a pleasant sort of thing 
to be kept waiting for? Youve made up your 
mind to commit murder; well, do it and have 
done with it. 

BURGOYNE. Mr Dudgcon*. we are only 
doing this — 

RICHARD. Because youre paid to do it. 

SWINDON. You insolent — [he swallows his 
rage]. 

BUROOYNE \mth much charm of manner'\ Ah, 
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I am really sorry that you should think that, 
Mr Dudgeon. If you knew what my com- 
mission cost me, and what my pay is, you 
would think better of me. I should be glad 
to part from you on friendly terms. 

RICHARD. Hark ye, General Burgoyne. If 
you think that I like being hanged, youre 
mistaken. I dont like it; and I dont mean to 
pretend that I do. And if you think Tm 
obliged to you for hanging me in a gentle- 
manly way, youre wrong there too. I take 
the whole business in devilish bad part; and 
the only satisfaction I have in it is that youll 
feel a good deal meaner than I’ll look when 
it’s over. [He turns away^ and is striding to the 
cart when Judith advances and interposes rviih 
her arms stretched out to him. Richard^ feeling 
that a very little will upset his self-possession^ 
shrinks from her, crying] What are you doing 
here? This is no place for you, makes a 
gesture as if to touch him. He recoils impatiently] 
No; go away, go away: youll unnerve me. 
Take her away, will you. 

JUDITH. Wont you bid me goodbye? 

RICHARD [allowing her to take his hand] Oh 
goodbye, goodbye. Now go — go — quickly. 
[She clings to his hand — will not be put off with 
so cold a last farewell — at last, as he tries to 
disengage himself throws herself on his breast 
in agony]. 

SWINDON [angrily to the sergeant, who, 
alarmed at Judith's movement, has come from 
the back of the square to pull her back, and stopped 
irresolutely on finding that he is too late] How is 
this? Why is she inside the lines? 

SERGEANT [guiltily] I dunno, sir. She’s that 
artful — cant keep her away. 

BURGOYNE, You Were bribed. 

SERGEANT [protesting] No, sir — 

SWINDON [severely] Fall back. [He obeys]. 

RICHARD [imploringly to those around him, 
and finally to Burgoyne, as the least stolid of 
them] Take her away. Do you think I want 
a woman near me now? 

BURGOYNE [going to Judith and taking her 
hand] Here, madam; you had better keep 
inside the lines; but stand here behind us; 
and dont look. 

Richard, with a great sobbing sigh of relief 
as she releases him and turns to Burgoyne, Jlies 
for refuge to the cart and mounts into it. The 
executioner takes off his coat and pinions him. 

JUDITH [resisting Burgoyne quietly and draw- 
her hand away] No: I must stay. I wont look. 
[iS^ goes to the right of the g^lows. She tries 


to look at Richard, but turns away with a fright- 
ful shudder, and falls on her Imees in prayer, 
Brudenell comes towards her from the back of 
the square]. 

BURGOYNE [nodding approvingly as she kneels] 
Ah, quite so. Do not disturb her, Mr Brud- 
enell: that will do very nicely. [Brudenell 
nods also, and withdraws a little, watching her 
sympathetically. Burgoyne resumes his former 
position, ayid takes out a handsome gold chrono- 
meter.] Now then, are those preparations 
made? We must not detain Mr Dudgeon. 

By this time Richard's hands are bound behind 
him; and the noose is round his neck. The tivo 
soldiers take the shafts of the waggon, ready to 
pull it ajvay. The executioner, standing in the 
cart behind Richard, makes a sign to the sergeant. 

SERGEANT [to Burgoync] Ready, sir. 

BURGOYNE. Have you anything more to say, 
Mr. Dudgeon? It wants two minutes of twelve 
still. 

RICHARD [in the strong voice of a man who has 
conquered the bitterness of death] Your watch 
is two minutes slow by the town clock, which 
I can see from here. General. [The town clock 
strikes the first stroke of twelve. Livoluntarily 
the people finch at the sound, and a subdued 
groan breaks from them]. Amen! my life for 
the world's future! 

ANDERSON [shouting as he rushes into the 
marketplace] Amen; and stop the execution. 
[He bursts through the line of soldiers opposite 
Burgoyne, and rushes, panting, to the gallows]. 
I am Anthony Anderson, the man you want. 

The crowd, intensely excited, listens with all 
its ears. Judith, half rising, stares at him; then 
lifts her hands like one whose dearest prayer has 
been granted. 

SWINDON. Indeed. Then you are just in 
time to take your place on the gallows. 
Arrest him. 

At a sign from the sergeant, two soldiers come 
forward to seize Anderson. 

ANDERSON [thrusting a paper under Swindon s 
nose] Theres my safe-conduct, sir. 

SWINDON [taken aback] Safe-conduct! Are 
you — I 

ANDERSON [emphatically] I am. [The two 
soldiers take him by the elbows]. Tell these men 
to take their hands off me. 

SWINDON [to the men] Let him go. 

SERGEANT. Fall back. 

The two men return to their places. The towns- 
folk raise a cheer; and begin to exchange exultant 
looks, with a presentiment of triumph as they see 
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their Pastor speaking with their enemies in ike 
gate. 

ANDERSON [exhaling a deep breath of relief 
and dabbing his perspiring brow with his hand- 
kerchief] Thank God, I was in time! 

BURGOYNE [calm as ever, and still watch in 
hand] Ample time, sir. Plenty of time. I 
should never dream of hanging any gentle- 
man by an American clock. [He puis up his 
watch]. 

ANDERSON. Y cs*. wc are some minutes ahead 
of you already. General. Now tell them to 
take the rope from the neck of that American 
citizen. 

BURGOYNE [to the executioncr in the cart — 
very politely] Kindly undo Mr Dudgeon. 

'Fke executioner takes the rope from Richard* s 
neck, unties his hands, and helps him on with his 
coat. 

JUDITH [stealing timidly to Anderson] Tony. 

ANDERSON [putting liis arm round her shoulders 
a7id bantering her affectionately] Well, what 
do you think of your husband now, eh? — 
eh??— eh??? 

JUDITH. I am ashamed — hides her face 

against his breast]. 

BURGOYNE [io Swindon] You look dis- 
appointed, Major Swindon. 

SWINDON. You look defeated. General 
Burgoyne. 

BURGOYNE. I am, sir; and I am humane 
enough to be glad of it. [Richard jumps do7vn 
from the cart, Brudenell offering his hand to 
help him, and runs to Anderson, whose left hand 
he shakes heartily, the right being occupied by 
Judith]. By the way, Mr Anderson, I do not 
quite understand. The safe-conduct was for 
a commander of the militia. I understand 
you are a — [lie looks as pointedly as his good 
manners permit at the riding boots, the pistols, 
and Richard*s coat, and adds] — a clergyman. 

ANDERSON [between Judith and Richard] Sir: 
it is in the hour of trial that a man finds his 
true profession. This foolish young man 
[placing his hand on Richard* s shoulder] boasted 
himself the Devil’s Disciple; but when the 
hour of trial came to him, he found that it 
was his destiny to suffer and be faithful to 
the death. I thought myself a decent minister 
of the gospel of peace; but when the hour of 
trial came to me, I found that it was my 
destiny to be a man of action, and that my 
place was amid the thunder of the captains 
and the shouting. So I am starting life at 
fifty as Captain Anthony Anderson of the 
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Springtown militia; and the DeviFs Disciple 
here will start presently as the Reverend 
Richard Dudgeon, and wag his pow in my 
old pulpit, and give good advice to this silly 
sentimental little wife of mine [putting his 
other hand on her shoulder. She steals a glance 
at Richard to see how the prospect pleases him]. 
Your mother told me, Richard, that I should 
never have chosen Judith if I’d been born 
for the ministry. I am afraid she was right; 
so, by your leave, you may keep my coat 
and I’ll keep yours. 

RICHARD. Minister — I should say Captain. 

I have behaved like a fool. 

JUDITH. Like a hero. 

RICHARD. Much the same thing, perhaps. 
[With some bitterness towards himself] But no: 
if I had been any good, I should have done 
for you what you did for me, instead of making 
a vain sacrifice. 

ANDERSON. Not vain, my boy. It takes all 
sorts to make a world — saints as well as 
soldiers. [Turning to Burgoyne] And now. 
General, time presses; and America is in a 
hurry. Have you realized that though you 
may oceupy towns and win battles, you can- 
not conquer a nation? 

BURGOYNE. My good sir, without a Conquest 
you cannot have an aristocracy. Come and 
settle Bie matter at my quarters. 

ANDERSON. At your service, sir. [To Richard] 
See Judith home for me, will you, my boy. 
[He hands her over to him]. Now, General. 
[lie goes busily up the market place towards the 
Town Hall, leaving Judith and Richard to- 
gether. Burgoyne follows him a step or Uvo; 
then checks himself and tur?is to Richard], 

BURGOYNE. Oh, by the way, Mr Dudgeon, I 
shall be glad to see you at lunch at half-past 
one. [He pauses a moment and adds, with 
politely veiled slyness] Bring Mrs Anderson, if 
she will be so good. [To Swmdon, who is fum- 
ing] Take it quietly, Major Swindon: your 
friend the British soldier can stand up to 
anything except the British War Office. [He 
follows Anderson]. 

SERGEANT [to Swindoji] What orders, sir? 

SWINDON [savagely] Orders! What use 
are orders now! Theres no army. Back to 
quarters; and be d — [He turns on his heel and 
goes]. 

SERGEANT [pvgnacious and patriotic, repudiat- 
ing the idea of defeat] ’Tent ion. Now then: 
cock up your chins, and shew em you dont 
care a damn for em. Slope arms! Fours! 
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Wheel! Quick inarch! 

The drums mark time with a tremendous hang; 
the band strikes up British Grenadiers; and the 
Sergeant^ Brudenell, and the English troops 
march off defiantly to their quarters. The towns- 
folk press in behind, and follow them up the 
market, jeering at them; and the town band, a 
very primitive affair, brings up the rear, playing 
Yankee Doodle. Essie, who comes in with them, 
runs to Richard. 

ESSIE. Oh, Dick! 

RICHARD [^good-humoredly, but wilfully]^ Now, 
now: come, come! I dont mind being hanged; 
but I will not be cried over. 

ESSIE. No, I promise. I’ll be good. [She tries 


to restrain her tears, hut canno{\. I — I want to 
see where the soldiers are going to. [SAe goes 
a little way up the market, pretending to look 
after the crorvd]. 

JUDITH. Promise me you will never tell 
him. 

RICHARD. Dont be afraid. 

They shake hands on it. 

ESSIE [calling to them^ Theyre coming back. 
They want you. 

Jubilation in the market. The townsfolk surge 
hack again in wild enthusiasm with their band, 
and hoist Richard on their shoulders, cheering 
him. 

THE END 


IX 

C.ESAR AND CLEOPATRA 

A HISTORY ( 1898 ) 

BEING THE SECOND OF THREE PLAYS FOR PURITANS 


PROLOGUE 

In the doorway of the temple of Ra in Mem- 
phis. Deep gloom. An august personage with a 
hawk's head is mysteriously visible by his own 
light in the darkness within the temple. He sur- 
veys the modem audience with great contempt; 
and finally speaks the following words to them. 

Peace! Be silent and hearken unto me, ye 
quaint little islanders. Give ear, ye men with 
white paper on your breasts and nothing 
written thereon (to signify the innocency of 
your minds). Hear me, ye women who adorn 
yourselves alluringly and conceal your 
thoughts from your men, leading them to 
believe that ye deem them wondrous strong 
and masterful whilst in truth ye hold them 
in your hearts as children without j udgment. 
Look upon my hawk’s head; and know that 
I am Ra, who was once in Egypt a mighty 
god. Ye cannot kneel nor prostrate your- 
selves; for ye are packed in rows without 
freedom to move, obstructing one another’s 
vision; neither do any of ye regard it as 
seemly to do ought until ye see all the rest 
do so too; wherefore it commonly happens 
that in great emergencies ye do nothing, 
though each telleth his fellow that something 
must be done. I ask you not for worship, 
but for silence. Let not your men speak nor 
your women cough; for I am come to draw 


you back two thousand years over the graves 
of sixty generations. Ye poor posterity, think 
not that ye are the first. Other fools before 
ye have seen the sun rise and set, and the 
moon change her shape and her hour. As they 
were so ye are; and yet not so great; for the 
pyramids my people built stand to this day; 
whilst the dustheaps on which ye slave, and 
which ye call empires, scatter in the wind 
even as ye pile your dead sons’ bodies on 
them to make yet more dust. 

Hearken to me then, oh ye compulsorily 
educated ones. Know that even as there is 
an old England and a new, and ye stand per- 
plexed between the twain; so in the days 
when I was worshipped was there an old 
Rome and a new, and men standing per- 
plexed between them. And the old Rome 
was poor and little, and greedy and fierce, 
and evil in many ways; but because its mind 
was little and its work was simple, it knew 
its own mind and did its own work; and the 
gods pitied it and helped it and strengthened 
it and shielded it; for the gods are patient 
with littleness. Then the old Rome, like the 
beggar on horseback, presumed on the favor 
of the gods, and said, “Lo! there is neither 
riches nor greatness in our littleness: the 
road to riches and greatness is through 
robbery of the poor and slaughter of the 
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weak/* So they robbed their own poor until 
they became great masters of that art, and 
knew by what laws it could be made to 
appear seemly and honest. And when they 
had squeezed their own poor dry, they robbed 
the poor of other lands, and added those 
lands to Rome until there came a new Rome, 
rich and huge. And I, Ra, laughed; for the 
minds of the Romans remained the same size 
whilst their dominion spread over the earth. 

Now mark me, that ye may understand 
what ye are presently to see. Whilst the 
Romans still stood between the old Rome 
and the new, there arose among them a 
mighty soldier: Pompey the Great. And the 
way of the soldier is the way of death; but 
the way of the gods is the way of life; and so 
it comes that a god at the end of his way is 
wise and a soldier at the end of his way is a 
fool. So Pompey held by the old Rome, in 
which only soldiers could become great; but 
the gods turned to the new Rome, in which 
any man with wit enough could become what 
he would. And Pompey s friend Julius Ca?sar 
was on the side of the gods; for he saw that 
Rome had passed beyond the control of the 
little old Romans. This Caesar was a great 
talker and a politician: he bought men with 
words and with gold, even as ye are bought. 
And when they would not be satisfied with 
words and gold, and demanded also the 
glories of war, Caesar in his middle age turned 
his hand to that trade; and they that were 
against him when he sought their welfare, 
bowed dowm before him when he became a 
slayer and a conqueror; for such is the nature 
of you mortals. And as for Pompey, the gods 
grew tired of his triumphs and his airs of 
being himself a god; for he talked of law and 
duty and other matters that concerned not 
a mere human worm. And the gods smiled 
on Caesar; for he lived the life they had given 
him boldly, and was not forever rebuking us 
for our indecent ways of creation, and hiding 
our handiwork as a shameful thing. Ye know 
well what I mean; for this is one of your own 
sins. 

And thus it fell out between the old Rome 
and the new, that Caesar said, ‘‘Unless I 
break the law of old Rome, I cannot take 
my share in ruling her; and the gift of ruling 
that the gods gave me will perish without 
fruit.** But Pompey said, “The law is above 
all; and if thou break it thou shalt die.** Then 
said Ceesar, “I will break it: kill me who can.** 


And he broke it. And Pompey went for him, 
as ye say, with a great army to slay him and 
uphold the old Rome. So Caesar fled across 
the Adriatic sea; for the high gods had a 
lesson to teach him, which lesson they shall 
also teach you in due time if ye continue to 
forget them and to worship that cad among 
gods, Mammon. Therefore before they 
raised Caesar to be master of the world, they 
were minded to throw him down into the 
dust, even beneath the feet of Pompey, and 
blacken his face before the nations. And 
Pompey they raised higher than ever, he 
and his laws and his high mind that aped 
the gods, so that his fall might be the more 
terrible. And Pompey followed Caesar, and 
overcame him with all the majesty of old 
Rome, and stood over him and over the 
whole world even as ye stand over it with 
your fleet that covers thirty miles of the sea. 
And when Caesar was brought down to utter 
nothingness, he made a last stand to die 
honorably, and did not despair; for he said, 
“Against me there is Pompey, and the old 
Rome, and the law and the legions: all all 
against me; but high above these are the 
gods; and Pompey is a fool.*’ And the gods 
laughed and approved; and on the field of 
Pharsalia the impossible came to pass; the 
blood and iron ye pin your faith on fell before 
the spirit of man; for the spirit of man is 
the will of the gods; and Pompey ’s power 
crumbled in his hand, even as the power of 
imperial Spain crumbled when it was set 
against your fathers in the days when Eng- 
land was little, and knew her own mind, and 
had a mind to know instead of a circulation 
of newspapers. Wherefore look to it, lest 
some little people whom ye would enslave 
rise up and become in the hand of God the 
scourge of your boastings and your injustices 
and your lusts and stupidities. 

And now, would ye know the end of Pom- 
pey, or will ye sleep while a god speaks? 
Heed my words well; for Pompey went where 
ye have gone, even to Egypt, where there 
was a Roman occupation even as there is 
but now a British one. And Caesar pursued 
Pompey to Egypt: a Roman fleeing, and a 
Roman pursuing: dog eating dog. And the 
Egyptians said, “Lo: these Romans which 
have lent money to our kings and levied a 
distraint upon us with their arms, call for 
ever upon us to be loyal to them by betraying 
our own country to them. But now behold 
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two Romes! Pompey’s Rome and Caesar’s 
Rome! To which of the twain shall we pre- 
tend to be loyal?” So they turned in their 
perplexity to a soldier that had once served 
Pompey, and that knew the ways of Rome 
and was full of her lusts. And they said to 
him, ‘‘Lo: in thy country dog eats dog; and 
both dogs are coming to eat us: what counsel 
hast thou to give us?” And this soldier, whose 
name was Lucius Septimius, and whom ye 
shall presently see before ye, replied, ”Ye 
shall diligently consider which is the bigger 
dog of the two; and ye shall kill the other dog 
for his sake and thereby earn his favor.” And 
the Egyptians said, “Thy counsel is ex- 
pedient; but if we kill a man outside the law 
we set ourselves in the place of the gods; and 
this we dare not do. But thou, being a Roman, 
art accustomed to this kind of killing; for 
thou hast imperial instincts. Wilt thou 
therefore kill the lesser dog for us?” And 
he said, ”1 will; for I have made my home 
in Egypt; and I desire consideration and in- 
fluence among you.” And they said, “We 
knew well thou wouldst not do it for nothing: 
thou shalt have thy reward.” Now when 
Pompey came, he came alone in a little 
galley, putting his trust in the law and the 
constitution. And it was plain to the people 
of Egypt that Pompey was now but a very 
small dog. So when he set his foot on the 
shore he was greeted by his old comrade 
Lucius Septimius, who welcomed him with 
one hand and with the other smote off his 
head, and kept it as it were a pickled cabbage 
to make a present to Csesar. And mankind 
shuddered; but the gods laughed; for Sep- 
timius was but a knife that Pompey had 
sharpened; and when it turned against his 
own throat they said that Pompey had better 
have made Septimius a ploughman than so 
brave and readyhanded a slayer. Therefore 
again I bid you beware, ye who would all be 
Pompey s if ye dared; for war is a wolf that 
may come to your own door. 

Are ye impatient with me? Do ye crave for 
a story of an unchaste woman? Hath the 
name of Cleopatra tempted ye hither? Ye 
foolish ones; Cleopatra is as yet but a child 
that is whipped by her nurse. And what I 
am about to shew you for the good of your 
souls is how Caesar, seeking Pompey in 
Egypt, found Cleopatra; and how he received 
that present of a pickled cabbage that was 
once the head.of Pompey; and what things 


happened between the old Ceesar and the 
child queen before he left Egypt and battled 
his way back to Rome to be slain there as 
Pompey was slain, by men in whom the 
spirit of Pompey still lived. All this ye shall 
see; and ye shall marvel, after your ignorant 
manner, that men twenty centuries ago 
were already just such as you, and spoke 
and lived as ye speak and live, no worse and 
no better, no wiser and no sillier. And the 
two thousand years that have past are to me, 
the god Ra, but a moment; nor is this day 
any other than the day in which Csesar set 
foot in the land of my people. And now I 
leave you; for ye are a dull folk, and instruc- 
tion is wasted on you; and I had not spoken 
so much but that it is in the nature of a god 
to struggle for ever with the dust and the 
darkness, and to drag from them, by the 
force of his longing for the divine, more life 
and more light. Settle ye therefore in your 
seats and keep silent; for ye are about to hear 
a man speak, and a great man he was, as ye 
count greatness. And fear not that I shall 
speak to you again: the rest of the story 
must ye learn from them that lived it. Fare- 
well; and do not presume to applaud me. 
[The iemple vanishes in utter darkness\ 

[1912]. 

AN ALTERNATIVE TO THE 
PROLOGUE 

An October night on the Syrian border of 
Egypt towards the end of the XX XIII Dynasty, 
in the year 706 by Roman computation, after- 
wards reckoned by Christian computation as 
48 B.c. A great radiance of silver fire, the dawn 
of a moonlit night, is rising in the east. The stars 
and the cloudless sky are our own contemporaries, 
nineteen and a half centuries younger than we 
know them; hut you would not guess that from 
their appearance. Below them are two notable 
drawbacks of civilization: a palace, and soldiers. 
The palace, an old, low, Syrian building of 
whitened mud, is not so ugly as Buckingham 
Palace; and the officers in the courtyard are 
more highly civilized than modern English 
officers: for exainple, they do not dig up the 
corpses of their dead enemies and mutilate them, 
as we dug up Cromivell and the Mahdi, They are 
in two groups: one intent on the gambling of their 
captam Belzanor, a warrior of fifty, who, with 
his spear on the ground beside his knee, is stoop- 
ing to throw dice with a sly-looking young 
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Persian recruit; the other gathered about a \ 
guardsman who has just finished telling a 
naughty story (still current in English barracks) 
at which they are laughing uproariously. They 
are about a dozen in number^ all highly aristo- 
cratic young Egyptian guardsmen y handsomely 
equipped with weapons and armory very un- 
English in point of not being ashamed of and 
uncomfortable in their professional dress; on the 
contrary, rather ostentatiously and arrogantly 
warlikcy as valuing themselves on their military 
caste, 

Belzanor is a typical veteran y tough and 
wilful; prompt, capable and crafty where brute 
force will serve; helpless and boyish when it will 
not: an effective sergeant, an incompetent general, 
a deplorable dictator. Would, if infiuentially 
connected, be employed in the two last capacities 
by a modern European State on the strength of 
his success in the first. Is rather to he pitied just 
now in view of the fact that Julius Caesar is in- 
vading his country. Not knowing this, is intent on 
his game with the Persian, whom, as a foreigner, 
he considers quite capable of cheating hUn, 

Jlis subalterns are mostly handsome young 
fellows whose interests in the game and the 
story symbolize with tolerable completeness the 
main interests in life of which they are conscious. 
Their spears are leaning against the walls, or 
lying on the ground ready to their hands. The 
corner of the courtyard forms a triangle of which 
one side is the front of the palace, with a doorway, 
the other a wall with a gateway. The storytellers 
are on the palace side: the gamblers, on the gate- 
way side. Close to the gateway, against the wall, 
is a stone block high enough to enable a Nubian 
sentinel, standing on it, to look over the wall. The 
yard is lighted by a torch stuck in the wall. As 
the laughter from the group round the story- 
teller dies away, the kneeling Persian, winning 
the throw, snatches up the stake from the ground, 

BELZANOR. By Apis, Persian, thy gods are 
good to thee. 

THE PERSIAN. Try yet again, O captain. 
Double or quits! 

BELZANOR. No more. I am not in the vein. 

THE SENTINEL [poising hisjavcUn as he peers 
over the wall] Stand. Who goes there? 

They all start, listening. A strange voice re- 
plies from without. 

VOICE. The bearer of evil tidings. 

BELZANOR \calUng to the sentry] Pass him. 

THE SENTINEL [grounding his javelin] Draw 
near, O bearer of evil tidings. 

BELZANOR [pocktting the dice and picking up 
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his spear] Let us receive this man with honor. 
He bears evil tidings. 

The guardsmen seize their spears and gather 
about the gate, leaving a rvay through for the new 
comer. 

PERSIAN [rising from his k?iee] Are evil tid- 
ings, then, so honorable? 

BELZANOR. O barbarous Persian, hear my 
instruction. In Egypt the bearer of good 
tidings is sacrificed to the gods as a thank 
offering; but no god will accept the blood of 
the messenger of evil. When we have good 
tidings, we are careful to send them in the 
mouth of the cheapest slave we can find. 
Evil tidings are borne by young noblemen 
who desire to bring themselves into notice. 
[They join the rest at the gate.] 

THE SENTINEL. Pass, O young captain; and 
bow the head in the House of the Queen. 

VOICE. Go anoint thy javelin with fat of 
swine, O Blackamoor; for before morning the 
Romans will make thee eat it to the very 
butt. 

The owner of the voice, a fair haired dandy, 
dressed in a different fashion from that affected by 
the guardsmen, but no less extravagantly , comes 
through the gateway laughing. He is somewhat 
battlestained ; and his left forearm, bandaged, 
comes through a torn sleeve. In his right hand 
he carries a Roman sword in its sheath. He 
swaggers down the courtyard, the Persian on his 
right, Belzanor on his left, and the guardsmen 
crowding dorvn behind him. 

BELZANOR. Who art thou that laughest in 
the House of Cleopatra the Queen, and in 
the teeth of Belzanor, the captain of her 
guard? 

THE NEW COMER. I am Bel Affris, descended 
from the gods. 

BELZANOR [cevemoniously] Hail, cousin! 

ALL [except the Persian] Hail, cousin! 

PERSIAN. All the Queen’s guards are de- 
scended from the gods, O stranger, save my- 
self. I am Persian, and descended from many 
kings. 

BEL AFFRis [/o the guardsmen] Hail, cousins! 
[7b the Persian, condescendingly] Hail, mortal! 

BELZANOR. You have been in battle, Bel 
Affris; and you are a soldier among soldiers. 
You will not let the Queen’s women have 
the first of your tidings. 

BEL AFFRIS. I havc no tidings, except that 
we shall have our throats cut presently, 
I women, soldiers, and all. 

1 PERSIAN [to Belzanor] I told you so. 
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THE SENTINEL \who has been listemng\ Woe, 
alas! 

BEL AFFRis [ca/lmg to kini] Peace, peace, 
poor Ethiop; destiny is with the gods who 
painted thee black. [To Belzanor] What has 
this mortal [indicating the Persian\ told you? 

BELZANOR. He says that the Roman Julius 
Caesar, who has landed on our shores with 
a handful of followers, will make himself 
master of Egypt. He is afraid of the Roman 
soldiers. [The guardsmen laugh nith boisterous 
scorn\ Peasants, brought up to scare crows 
and follow the plough! Sons of smiths and 
millers and tanners! And we nobles, conse- 
crated to arms, descended from the gods! 

PERSIAN. Belzanor; the gods are not always 
good to their poor relations. 

BELZANOR [hotly^ to the Persian^ Man to man, 
are we worse than the slaves of Caesar? 

BEL AFFRIS [stepping between them^ Listen, 
cousin. Man to man, we Egyptians are as 
gods above the Romans. 

THE GUARDSMEN [exultantly] Aha! 

BEL AFFRIS. But this Caesar does not pit 
man against man; he throws a legion at you 
where you are weakest as he throws a stone 
from a catapult; and that legion is as a man 
with one head, a thousand arms, and no 
religion. I have fought against them; and I 
know. 

BELZANOR [derisively] Were you frightened, 
cousin? 

The guardsmen roar with laughter, their eyes 
sparkling at the wit of their captain. 

BEL AFFRIS. No, cousin; but I was beaten. 
They were frightened (perhaps); but they 
scattered us like chaff. 

The guardsmen, much damped, utter a growl 
of contemptuous disgust. 

BELZANOR. Could you not die? 

BEL AFFRIS. No*. that was too easy to be 
worthy of a descendant of the gods. Besides, 
there was no time: all was over in a moment. 
The attack came just where we least expected 
it. 

BELZANOR. That shcws that the Romans are 
cowards. 

BEL AFFRIS. They care nothing about cow- 
ardice, these Romans: they fight to win. The 
pride and honor of war are nothing to them. 

PERSIAN. Tell us the tale of the battle. 
What befell? 

THE GUARDSMEN [gathering eagerly round Bel 
Affris] Ay: the tale of the battle. 

BEL AFFRIS. Know then, that 1 am a novice 


in the guard of the temple of Ra in Memphis, 
serving neither Cleopatra nor her brother 
Ptolemy, but only the high gods. We went a 
journey to inquire of Ptolemy why he had 
driven Cleopatra into Syria, and how we of 
Egypt should deal with the Roman Pompey, 
newly come to our shores after his defeat 
by Cfiesar at Pharsalia. What, think ye, did 
we learn? Even that Caesar is coming also in 
hot pursuit of his foe, and that Ptolemy has 
slain Pompey, whose severed head he holds 
in readiness to present to the conqueror. 
[Sensation among the guardsmen]. Nay, more: 
we found that Caesar is already come; for we 
had not made half a day’s journey on our 
way back when we came upon a city rabble 
flying from his legions, whose landing they 
had gone out to withstand. 

BELZANOR. And yc, the temple guard! did 
ye not withstand these legions? 

BEL AFFRIS. What man could, that we did. 
But there came the sound of a trumpet w hose 
voice was as the cursing of a black mountain. 
Then saw we a moving wall of shields coming 
towards us. You know how the heart burns 
when you charge a fortified wall; but how if 
the fortified wall w ere to charge you? 

THE PERSIAN [cxulting in having told them ^o] 
Did I not say it? 

BEL AFFRIS. When the wall came nigh, it 
changed into a line of men — common fellows 
enough, with helmets, leather tunics, and 
breastplates. Every man of them flung his 
javelin: the one that came my way drove 
through my shield as through a papyrus — 
lo there! [he points to the bandage on his left 
arm] and would have gone through my neck 
had I not stooped. They were charging at 
the double then, and were upon us with short 
swords almost as soon as their javelins. When 
a man is close to you with such a sword, you 
can do nothing with our weapons: they are 
all too long. 

THE PERSIAN. What did you do? 

BEL AFFRIS. Doubled my fist and smote 
my Roman on the sharpness of his jaw. He 
was but mortal after all: he lay down in a 
stupor; and I took his sword and laid it on. 
[Drawing the sword] Lo! a Roman sword with 
Roman blood on it! 

THE GUARDSMEN [approvingly] Good! [They 
take the sword and hand it round, examining it 
curiously]. 

THE PERSIAN. And your men? 

BEL AFFRIS. Fled. Scattered like sheep. 
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BELZANOR [furi<m8ly\ The cowardly slaves! 
Leaving the descendants of the gods to be 
butchered! 

BEL AFFRis \wiih add coolness] The descend- 
ants of the gods did not stay to be butchered, 
cousin. The battle was not to the strong; but 
the race was to the swift. The Romans, who 
have no chariots, sent a cloud of horsemen 
in pursuit, and slew multitudes. Then our 
high priest’s captain rallied a dozen descend- 
ants of the gods and exhorted us to die fight- 
ing. I said to myself: surely it is safer to stand 
than to lose my breath and be stabbed in the 
back; so I joined our captain and stood. Then 
the Romans treated us with respect; for no 
man attacks a lion when the field is full of 
sheep, except for the pride and honor of 
war, of which these Romans know nothing. 
So we escaped with our lives; and I am come 
to warn you that you must open your gates 
to Caesar; for his advance guard is scarce an 
hour behind me; and not an Egyptian warrior 
is left standing between you and his legions. 

THE SENTINEL. Woe, alas! [lie throws down 
his javelin andjiies into the palace]. 

BELZANOR. Nail him to the door, quick! [The 
guardsmen rush for him with their spears; but 
he is too quick for them]. Now this news will 
run through the palace like fire through 
stubble. 

BEL AFFRIS. What shall we do to save the 
women from the Romans? 

BELZANOR. Why not kill them? 

PERSIAN. Because we should have to pay 
blood money for some of them. Better let the 
Romans kill them: it is cheaper. 

BELZANOR [awestruck at his brain power] O 
subtle one! O serpent! 

BEL AFFRIS. But your Queen? 

BELZANOR. True*, we must carry off Cleo- 
patra. 

BEL AFFRIS. Will ye not await her com- 
mand? 

BELZANOR. Command! a girl of sixteen! Not 
we. At Memphis ye deem her a Queen: here 
we know better. I will take her on the crupper 
of my horse. When we soldiers have carried 
her our of Caesar s reach, then the priests and 
the nurses and the rest of them can pretend 
she is a queen again, and put their commands 
into her mouth. 

PERSIAN. Listen to me, Belzanor. 

BELZANOR. Speak, O subtle beyond thy 
years. 

THE PERSIAN. Clcopatra’s brother Ptolemy 


is at war with her. Let us sell her to him. 

THE GUARDSMEN. O Subtle One! O serpent. 

BELZANOR. We dare not. We are descended 
from the gods; but Cleopatra is descended 
from the river Nile; and the lands of our 
fathers will grow no grain if the Nile rises 
not to water them. Without our father’s gifts 
we should live the lives of dogs. 

PERSIAN. It is true: the Queen’s guard can- 
not live on its pay. But hear me further, O 
ye kinsmen of Osiris. 

THE GUARDSMEN. Speak, O Subtle one. Hear 
the serpent begotten! 

PERSIAN. Have I heretofore spoken truly 
to you of Caesar, when you thought I mocked 
you? 

GUARDSMEN. Truly, truly. 

BELZANOR [reluctantly admitting it] So Bel 
Affris says. 

PERSIAN. Hear more of him, then. This 
Caesar is a great lover of women: he makes 
them his friends and counsellors. 

BELZANOR. Faugh! This rule of women will 
be the ruin of Egypt. 

THE PERSIAN. Let it rather be the ruin of 
Rome! Caesar grows old now: he is past fifty 
and full of labors and battles. He is too old 
for the young women; and the old women 
are too wise to worship him. 

BEL AFFRIS. Take heed, Persian. Caesar is 
by this time almost within earshot. 

PERSIAN. Cleopatra is not yet a woman; 
neither is she wise. But she already troubles 
men’s wisdom. 

BELZANOR. Ay: that is because she is 
descended from the river Nile and a black 
kitten of the sacred White Cat. What then? 

PERSIAN. Why, sell her secretly to Ptolemy, 
and then offer ourselves to Caesar as volun- 
teers to fight for the overthrow of her brother 
and the rescue of our Queen, the Great 
Granddaughter of the Nile. 

THE GUARDSMEN. O serpent! 

PERSIAN. He will listen to us if we come 
with her picture in our mouths. He will 
conquer and kill her brother, and reign in 
Egypt with Cleopatra for his Queen. And we 
shall be her guard. 

GUARDSMEN. O subtlcst of all the serpents! 
O admiration! O wisdom! 

BEL AFFRIS. He will also have arrived before 
you have done talking, O word spinner. 

BELZANOR. Thatistruc. [An affrighted uproar 
in the palace interrupts him]. Quick: the flight 
has begun: guard the door. [They rush to the 
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door and form a cordon before it with their spears. 
A mob of women-servants and nurses surges out. 
Those in front recoil from the spears^ screaming 
to those behind to keep hack, Belzanors voice 
dominates the disturbance as he Back 

there. In again, unprofitable cattle. 

THE GUARDSMEN. Back, Unprofitable cattle. 

BELZANOR. Send us out Ftatateeta, the 
Queen s chief nurse. 

THE WOMEN [calling into the palace'] Ftata- 
teeta, Ftatateeta. Come, come. Speak to 
Belzanor. 

A WOMAN. Oh, keep back. You are thrusting 
me on the spearheads. 

A huge grim woman ^ her face covered with a 
network of tinij wrinkles^ and her eyes old^ large, 
and wise; sinewy handed, very tall, very strong; 
with the mouth of a bloodhound and the jaws of a 
bulldog, appears on the threshold. She is dressed 
like a person of consequence in the palace, and 
confronts the guardsmen insolently. 

FTATATEETA. Make Way for the Queens 
chief nurse. 

BELZANOR [iviih Solemn arrogance] Ftata- 
teeta: I am Belzanor, the captain of the 
Queen’s guard, descended from the gods. 

FTATATEETA [retorting his arrogance with 
interest] Belzanor: I am Ftatateeta, the 
Queen’s chief nurse; and your divine 
ancestors were proud to be painted on the 
wall in the pyramids of the kings whom my 
fathers served. 

The women laugh triumphantly. 

BELZANOR [with grim humor] Ftatateeta: 
daughter of a long-tongued, swivel-eyed 
chameleon, the Romans are at hand. [A cry 
of terror from the women: they would fy but for 
the spears]. Not even the descendants of the 
gods can resist them: for they have each man 
seven arms, each carrying seven spears. The 
blood in their veins is boiling quicksilver; 
and their wives become mothers in three 
hours, and are slain and eaten the next day. 

A shudder of horror from the women. Ftata- 
teeta, despising them and scorning the soldiers, 
pushes her way through the crowd and confronts 
the spear points undismayed. 

FTATATEETA. Then fly and save yourselves, 
O cowardly sons of the cheap clay gods that 
are sold to fish porters; and leave us to shift 
for ourselves. 

BELZANOR. Not Until you have first done 
our bidding, O terror of manhood. Bring out 
Cleopatra the Queen to us; and then go 
whither you will. 


FTATATEETA [with a derisivc laugh] Now I 
know why the gods have taken her out of 
our hands. [The guardsmen start and look at 
one another]. Know, thou foolish soldier, that 
the Queen has been missing since an hour 
past sundown. 

BELZANOR [furiously] Hag: you have hidden 
her to sell to Caesar or her brother. [Fie grasps 
her by the left wrist, and drags her, helped by a 
few of the guard, to the middle of the courtyard, 
where, as they fling her on her knees, he draws a 
murderous looking knife]. Where is she? Where 
is she? or — [he threatens to cut her throat], 

FTATATEETA [savagely] Touch me, dog; and 
the Nile will not rise on your fields for seven 
times seven years of famine. 

BELZANOR [frightened, but desperate] I will 
sacrifice: I will pay. Or stay. [To the Persian] 
You, O subtle one: yolir father’s lands lie far 
from the Nile. Slay her. 

PERSIAN [threatening her with his knife] Persia 
has but one god; yet he loves the blood of 
old women. Where is Cleopatra? 

FTATATEETA. Persian: as Osiris lives, I do 
not know. I chid her for bringing evil days 
upon us by talking to the sacred cats of the 
priests, and carrying them in her arms. I 
told her she would be left alone here when 
the Romans came as a punishment for her 
disobedience. And now she is gone — run 
away — hidden. I speak the truth. I call 
Osiris to witness — 

THE WOMEN [protesting officiously] She speaks 
the truth, Belzanor. 

BELZANOR. You havc frightened the child: 
she is hiding. Search — quick — into the palace 
— search every corner. 

The guards, led by Belzanor, shoulder their 
way into the palace through the flying crowd of 
women, who escape through the courtyard gate. 

FTATATEETA [scrcaming] Sacrilege! Men in 
the Queen’s chambers! Sa — [her voice dies 
away as the Persian puts his knife to her throat], 

BEL AFFRis [laying a hand on Ftatateeta' s left 
shoulder] Forbear her yet a moment, Persian. 
[To Ftatateeta, very significantly] Mother: your 
gods are asleep or away hunting; and the 
sword is at your throat. Bring us to where 
the Queen is hid, and you shall live. 

FTATATEETA [contemptuously] Who shall stay 
the sword in the hand of a fool, if the high 
gods put it there? Listen to me, ye young 
men without understanding. Cleopatra fears 
me; but she fears the Romans more. There 
is but one power greater in her eyes than 
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the wrath of the Queen’s nurse and the 
cruelty of Caesar; and that is the power of 
the Sphinx that sits in the desert watching 
the way to the sea. What she would have it 
know, she tells into the cars of the sacred 
cats; and on her birthday she sacrifices to it 
and decks it with poppies. Go ye therefore 
into the desert and seek Cleopatra in the 
shadow of the Sphinx; and on your heads 
see to it that no harm comes to her. 

BEL AFFRis [to the Persiaii] May we believe 
this, O subtle one? 

PERSIAN. Which way come the Romans? 

BEL AFFRIS. Over the desert, from the sea, 
by this very Sphinx. 

PERSIAN \to Ftatateetd] O mother of guile! 
O aspic’s tongue! You have made up this tale 
so that we two may go into the desert and 
perish on the spears of the Romans. [Lifting 
his knife] Taste death. 

FTATATEETA. Not from thcc, baby. [6/2^ 
snatches his ankle from under him and flies 
stooping along the palace wall^ vanishing in the 
darkness within its precinct. Bel Ajfris roars 
with laughter as the Persian tumbles. The guards- 
men rush out of the palace 7vith Belsanor and a 
mob of fugitives, mostly carrying bundles]. 

PERSIAN. Have you found Cleopatra? 

BELZANOR. She is gone. We have searched 
every corner. 

THE NUBIAN SENTINEL [appearing at the door 
of the palace] Woe! Alas! Fly, fly! 

BELZANOR. What is the matter now? 

THE NUBIAN SENTINEL. The sacred white cat 
has been stolen. 

ALL. Woe! woe! [Ge?ieral pa?iic. They all fly 
ivith cries of consternation. The torch is throfvn 
down and extinguished in the rush. The ?ioise of 
the fugitives dies away. Darkness and dead 
silence]. 

ACT I 

The same darkness into which the temple of 
Ra and the Syrian palace vanished. The same 
silence. Suspense. Then the blackness and stillness 
break softly into silver mist and strange airs as 
the windswept harp of Memnon plays at the 
daivning of the moon. It rises full over the desert; 
and a vast horizon comes into relief broken by a 
huge shape which soon reveals itself in the spread- 
ing radiance as a Sphinx pedestailed on the sands. 
The light still clears, until the upraised eyes of 
the image are distinguished looking straight for- 
ward and upward in infinite fearless vigil, and 
a mass of color between its great paws defines 


itself as a heap of red poppies on which a girl 
lies 7notionless, her silken vest heaving gently 
and regularly 7vith the breathing of a dreamless 
sleeper, and her braided hair glittering in a shaft 
of moonlight like a bird's wing. 

Suddenly there C07nes from afar a vaguely 
fearful sound {it 7night be the bellow of a Mino- 
taur softened by great distance) and Memnon s 
7nusic stops. Silence: then a few faint high- 
rhiging trumpet notes. Then silence again. Then 
a man comes from the south with stealmg steps, 
ravished by the mystery of the night, all 7vonder, 
n7id halts, lost in conte7nplation, opposite the left 
flank of the Sphinx, 7vhose boso7n, with its burden, 
is hidden from him by its 7nassive shoulder. 

THE MAN. Hail, Sphinx: salutation from 
Julius Caesar! I have wandered in many lands, 
seeking the lost regions from which my birth 
into this world exiled me, and the company 
of creatures such as I myself. I have found 
flocks and pastures, men and cities, but no 
other Caesar, no air native to me, no man 
kindred to me, none who can do my day’s 
deed, and think my night's thought. In the 
little world yonder, Sphinx, my place is as 
high as yours in this great desert; only I 
wander, and you sit still; I conquer, and you 
endure; I work and wonder, you watch and 
wait; I look up and am dazzled, look down 
and am darkened, look round and am puzzled, 
whilst your eyes never turn from looking out 
— out of the world — to the lost region — the 
home from which we have strayed. Sphinx, 
you and I, strangers to the race of men, are 
no strangers to one another: have I not been 
conscious of you and of this place since I was 
born? Rome is a madman’s dream: this is my 
Reality. These starry lamps of yours I have 
seen from afar in Gaul, in Britain, in Spain, 
in Thessaly, signalling great secrets to some 
eternal sentinel below, whose post I never 
could find. And here at last is their sentinel 
— an image of the constant and immortal 
part of my life, silent, full of thoughts, alone 
in the silver desert. Sphinx, Sphinx; I have 
climbed mountains at night to hear in the 
distance the stealthy footfall of the winds 
that chase your sands in forbidden play — 
our invisible children, O Sphinx, laughing 
in whispers. My way hither was the way of 
I destiny; for I am he of whose genius you are 
the symbol: part brute, part woman, and 
part god — nothing of man in me at all. Have 
I read your riddle. Sphinx? 

THE GIRL [who hos wokencd, and peeped 
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cautiously from her nest to see who is speaking\ 
Old gentleman. 

Ci£SAR [starting violently, and clutching his 
sword] Immortal gods! 

THE GIRL. Old gentleman: dont run away. 

CiESAR [stupefed] “Old gentleman: dont run 
away “III This! to Julius Caesar! 

THE GIRL [urgently] Old gentleman. 

c^SAR. Sphinx: you presume on your cen- 
turies. I am younger than you, though your 
voice is but a girl’s voice as yet. 

THE GIRL. Climb up here, quickly; or the 
Romans will come and eat you. 

c^SAR [running forward past the Sphinxes 
shoulder, and seeing her] A child at its breast! 
a divine child! 

THE GIRL. Come up quickly. You must get 
up at its side and creep round. 

CiESAR [amazed] Who are you? 

THE GIRL. Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. 

CiESAR. Queen of the Gypsies, you mean. 

CLEOPATRA. You must not be disrespectful 
to me, or the Sphinx will let the Romans 
eat you. Come up. It is quite cosy here. 

CiESAR [to himself] What a dream! What a 
magnificent dream! Only let me not wake, 
and 1 will conquer ten continents to pay for 
dreaming it out to the end. [He climbs to the 
Sphinx's Jlank, and presently reappears to her 
on the pedestal, stepping round its right shoulder]. 

CLEOPATRA. Take care. Thats right. Now 
sit down: you may have its other paw. [iS^e 
seats herself comfortably on its left paw]. It is 
very powerful and will protect us; but [shiver- 
ing, and with plaintive loneliness] it would not 
take any notice of me or keep me company. 
I am glad you have come: I was very lonely. 
Did you happen to see a white cat anywhere? 

CiESAR [sitting slowly down on the right patv in 
extreme wonderment] Have you lost one? 

CLEOPATRA. Yes*. the sacred white cat: is it 
not dreadful? I brought him here to sacrifice 
him to the Sphinx; but when we got a little 
way from the city a black cat called him, and 
he jumped out of my arms and ran away to 
it. Do you think that the black cat can have 
been my great-great-great-grandmother? 

CiESAR [staring at her] Your great-great- 
grcat-grandmother! Well, why not? Nothing 
would surprise me on this night of nights. 

CLEOPATRA. I think it must have been. My 
great-grandmother’s great-grandmother was 
a black kitten of the sacred white cat; and 
the river Nile made her his seventh wife. 
That is why my hair is so wavy. And I always 


want to be let do as I like, no matter whether 
it is the will of the gods or not: that is because 
my blood is made with Nile water. 

CiESAR. What are you doing here at this 
time of night? Do you live here? 

CLEOPATRA. Of course not: I am the Queen; 
and I shall live in the palace at Alexandria 
when I have killed my brother, who drove 
me out of it. When I am old enough I shall 
do just what I like. I shall be able to poison 
the slaves and see them wriggle, and pretend 
to Ftatateeta that she is going to be put 
into the fiery furnace. 

CiESAR. Hm! Meanwhile why are you not 
at home and in bed? 

CLEOPATRA. Bccause the Romans are com- 
ing to eat us all. You are not at home and in 
bed either. 

CiESAR [with conviction] Yes I am. I live in 
a tent; and I am now in that tent, fast asleep 
and dreaming. Do you suppose that I believe 
you are real, you impossible little dream 
witch? 

CLEOPATRA [giggling and leanhig trustfully 
towards him] You are a funny old gentleman. 

I like you. 

CiESAR. Ah, that spoils the dream. Why 
dont you dream that I am young? 

CLEOPATRA. I wish you w^ere; only I think 
I should be more afraid of you. I like men, 
especially young men with round strong 
arms; but I am afraid of them. You are old 
and rather thin and stringy; but you have 
a nice voice; and I like to have somebody to 
talk to, though I think you are a little mad. 
It is the moon that makes you talk to your- 
self in that silly way. 

CiESAR. What! you heard that, did you? I 
was saying my prayers to the great Sphinx. 

CLEOPATRA. But this isut the great Sphinx. 

CiESAR [much disappointed, looking up at the 
statue] What! 

CLEOPATRA. This is only a dear little kitten 
of a Sphinx. Why, the great Sphinx is so big 
that it has a temple between its paws. This 
is my pet Sphinx. Tell me: do you think the 
Romans have any sorcerers who could take 
us away from the Sphinx by magic? 

CiESAR. Why? Are you afraid of the Romans? 

CLEOPATRA [very seriously] Oh, they would 
eat us if they caught us. They are barbarians. 
Their chief is called Julius Caesar. His father 
was a tiger and his mother a burning moun- 
tain; and his nose is like an elephant’s trunk. 
[Cassar involuntarily rubs his nose]. They all 
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have long noses, and ivory tusks, and little 
tails, and seven arms with a hundred arrows 
in each; and they live on human flesh. 

c^SAR. Would you like me to shew you a 
real Roman? 

CLEOPATRA [terrijled] No. You are frighten- 
ing me. 

CiESAR. No matter: this is only a dream — 

CLEOPATRA [excitcdly] It is not a dream: it 
is not a dream. See, see. plucks a pin 
from her hair and jabs it repeatedly into his arm\ 

CiESAR. Ffff — Stop. [Wrathfully] How dare 
you? 

CLEOPATRA [abashed^ You said you were 
dreaming. [}Vhimpering\ I only wanted to 
shew you — 

c^SAR [gently^ Come, come: dont cry. A 
queen mustnt cry. [He rubs his arm^ rvondering 
at the reality of the smart]. Ami awake? [He 
strikes his hand against the Sphinx to test its 
solidity. It feels so real that he begins to be 
alarmed, and says perplexedly] Yes, I — [quite 
panic stricken] no: impossible: madness, mad- 
ness! [Desperately] Back to camp — to camp. 
[He rises to spring do7vn from the pedestal]. 

CLEOPATRA [figging her arms in terror roimd 
him] No: you shant leave me. No, no, no: 
dont go. I’m afraid — afraid of the Romans. 

CiESAR [as the conviction that he is really 
arvake forces itself on him] Cleopatra: can you 
see my face well? 

CLEOPATRA. Yes. It is so white in the moon- 
light. 

C/ESAR. Are you sure it is the moonlight 
that makes me look whiter than an Egyptian? 
[Grimly] Do you notice that I have a rather 
long nose? 

CLEOPATRA [vecoiUng, paralysed by a terrible 
suspicion] Oh! 

C/ESAR. It is a Roman nose, Cleopatra. 

CLEOPATRA. Ah! [With a piercing scream she 
springs up; darts round the left shoulder of the 
Sphinx; scrambles dorvn to the sand; and falls 
on her knees in frantic supplication, shrieking] 
Bite him in two. Sphinx: bite him in two. I 
meant to sacrifice the white cat — I did in- 
deed — I [Caesar, who has slipped down from the 
pedestal, touches her on the shoulder] — Ah! [5"^^ 
buries her head in her arms]. 

c^SAR. Cleopatra: shall I teach you a way 
to prevent Caesar from eating you? 

CLEOPATRA [clhigiiig to him piteously^ Oh do, 
do, do. I will steal Ftatateeta’s jewels and 
give them to you. I will make the river Nile 
water your lands twice a year. 


CiESAR. Peace, peace, my child. Your gods 
are afraid of the Romans: you see the Sphinx 
dare not bite me, nor prevent me carrying 
you off to Julius Caesar. 

CLEOPATRA [in pleading murmurings^ You 
wont, you wont. You said you wouldnt. 

c/ESAR. Caesar never eats women. 

CLEOPATRA [springing up full of hope] What! 

CiESAR [impressively] But he eats girls [^Ae 
relapses] and cats. Now you are a silly little 
girl; and you are descended from the black 
kitten. You are both a girl and a cat. 

CLEOPATRA [trembling] And will he eat me? 

CiESAR. Yes; unless you make him believe 
that you are a woman. 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, you must get a sorcerer to 
make a woman of me. Are you a sorcerer? 

CiESAR. Perhaps. But it will take a long 
time; and this very night you must stand 
face to face with Caesar in the palace of your 
fathers. 

CLEOPATRA. No, no. I darcnt. 

CiESAR. Whatever dread may be in your 
soul — how ever terrible Ca?sar may be to you 
— you must confront him as a brave w'oman 
and a great queen; and you must feel no 
fear. If your hand shakes: if your voice 
quavers; then — night and death! [She moans]. 
But if he thinks you worthy to rule, he will 
set you on the throne by his side and make 
you the real ruler of Egypt. 

CLEOPATRA [despairingly] No: he will find 
me out: he will find me out. 

c/ESAR [rather mour7ifully] He is easily de- 
ceived by women. Their eyes dazzle him; 
and he sees them not as they are, but as he 
wishes them to appear to him. 

CLEOPATRA [hopefully] Then we will cheat 
him. I will put on Ftatateeta’s head-dress; 
and he will think me quite an old woman. 

CiESAR. If you do that he will eat you at 
one mouthful. 

CLEOPATRA. But I will givc him a cake with 
my magic opal and seven hairs of the white 
cat baked in it; and — 

CiESAR [abruptly] Pah! you are a little fool. 
He will eat your cake and you too. [He turns 
contemptuously from her]. 

CLEOPATRA [running after him and clinging to 
him] Oh please, please! I will do whatever 
you tell me. I will be good. I will be your 
slave. [Again the terrible bellowing note sounds 
across the desert, now closer at hand. It is the 
bucina, the Roman war trumpet], 

CiESAR. Hark! 
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CLEOPATRA [trembling] What was that? 

CiGSAR. Caesar s voice. 

CLEOPATRA [pulling at his hand] Let us run 
away. Come. Oh, come. 

CAESAR. You are safe with me until you 
stand on your throne to receive Caesar. Now 
lead me thither. 

CLEOPATRA [only too glad to get away] I will, 
I will. [Again the bucina]. Oh come, come, 
come: the gods are angry. Do you feel the 
earth shaking? 

CAESAR. It is the tread of Caesar’s legions. 

CLEOPATRA [drawing him away] This way, 
quickly. And let us look for the white cat as 
we go. It is he that has turned you into a 
Roman. 

CiESAR. Incorrigible, oh, incorrigible! Away! 
[He follows her^ the hucina sounding louder as 
they steal across the desert. The moonlight wanes: 
the horizon again skorvs black against the sky, 
broken only by the fantastic silhouette of the 
Sphinx. The sky itself vanishes in darkness, 
from which there is no relief until the gleam of a 
distant torch falls on great Egyptian pillars 
supporting the roof of a majestic corridor. At the 
further end of this corridor a Nubian slave 
appears carrying the torch. Coesar, still led by 
Cleopatra, follows him. They come down the 
corridor, Ccesar peering keenly about at the 
strange architecture, and at the pillar shadows 
between which, as the passing torch makes them 
hurry noiselessly backwards, figures of men with 
wings and hawks' heads, and vast black marble 
cats, seem iofiit in and out of ambush. Further 
along, the wall turns a comer and makes a 
spacious transept in which Ccesar sees, on his 
right, a throne, and behind the throne a door. 
On each side of the throne is a slender pillar 
with a lamp on it. 

CiESAR. What place is this? 

CLEOPATRA. This is where I sit on the throne 
when I am allowed to wear my crown and 
robes. [The slave holds his torch to shew the 
throne]. 

CAESAR. Order the slave to light the lamps. 

CLEOPATRA [shyly] Do you think I may? 

c^SAR. Of course. You are the Queen. [-SAe 
hesitates]. Go on. 

CLEOPATRA [timidly, to the slave] Light all 
the lamps. 

FTATATEETA [suddenly coming from behind 
the throne] Stop. [The slave stops. She turns 
sternly to Cleopatra, who quails like a naughty 
child]. Who is this you have with you; and 
how dare you order the lamps to be lighted 


without my permission? [Cleopatra is dumb 
with apprehension]. 

c^SAR. Who is she? 

CLEOPATRA. Ftatatecta. 

FTATATEETA [arrogantly] Chief nurse to — 

CiESAR [cutting her short] I speak to the 
Queen. Be silent. [Zb Cleopatra] Is this how 
your servants know their places? Send her 
away; and do you [to the slave] do as the 
Queen has bidden. [The slave lights the lamps. 
Meanwhile Cleopatra stands hesitating, afraid 
of Ftatateeta]. You are the Queen: send her 
away. 

CLEOPATRA [cojoUng] Ftatateeta, dear: you 
must go away — ^just for a little. 

CASSAR. You are not commanding her to go 
away: you are begging her. You are no 
Queen. You will be eaten. Farewell. [He 
turns to go]. 

CLEOPATRA [clutching him] No, no, no. Dont 
leave me. 

CiESAR. A Roman does not stay with queens 
who are afraid of their slaves. 

CLEOPATRA. I am not afraid. Indeed I am 
not afraid. 

FTATATEETA. Wc shall scc who is afraid 
here. [Menacingly] Cleopatra — 

CiESAR. On your knees, woman: am I also a 
child that you dare trifle with me? [He points 
to the floor at Cleopatra's feet. Ftatateeta, half 
cowed, half savage, hesitates. Ccesar calls to the 
Nubian] Slave. [I'he Nubian comes to him] Can 
you cut off a head? [The Nubian nods and 
grins ecstatically, showing all his teeth. Ccesar 
takes his sword by the scabbard, ready to offer 
the hilt to the Nubian, and turns again to Ftata- 
teeta, repeating his gesture]. Have you remem- 
bered yourself, mistress? 

Ftatateeta, crushed, kneels before Cleopatra, 
who can hardly believe her eyes. 

FTATATEETA [hoarsely] O Queen, forget 
not thy servant in the days of thy greatness. 

CLEOPATRA [blazing with excitement] Go. Be- 
gone. Go away. [Ftatateeta rises with stooped 
head, and moves backwards towards the door. 
Cleopatra watches her submission eagerly, almost 
clapping her hands, which are trembling. Sud- 
denly she cries] Give me something to beat 
her with. snatches a snake-skin from the 
throne and dashes after Ftatateeta, whirling it 
like a scourge in the air. Coesar makes a bound 
and manages to catch her and hold her while 
Ftatateeta escapes]. 

c^sAR. You scratch, kitten, do you? 

CLEOPATRA [breaking froM him] I will beat 
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somebody. I will beat him. [She attacks ike 
slave\ There, there, there! [The slaveries for 
his life up the corridor and vanishes. She throws 
the snake- skin away and jumps on the step of the 
throne with her arms waving, crying^ I am a real 
Queen at last — a real, real Queen! Cleo- 
patra the Queen! [Ccesar shakes his head dubi- 
ously, the advantage of the change seeming open 
to question from the point of view of the general 
welfare of Egypt. She turns and looks at him 
exultantly. Then she jumps down from the steps, 
runs to him, and flings her arms round him 
rapturously, crying] Oh, I love you for making 
me a Queen. 

CiESAR. But queens love only kings. 

CLEOPATRA. I will make all the men I love 
kings. I will make you a king. I will have 
many young kings, with round, strong arms; 
and when I am tired of them I will whip 
them to death; but you shall always be my 
king: my nice, kind, wise, good old king. 

CiESAR. Oh, my wrinkles, my wrinkles! And 
my child’s heart! You will be the most 
dangerous of all Caesar’s conquests. 

CLEOPATRA [appalled] Caesar! 1 forgot Caesar, j 
[Anxiously] You will tell him that I am a 
Queen, will you not? — a real Queen. Listen! 
[stealthily coaxing him]', let us run aw^ay and 
hide until Caesar is gone. 

CiESAR. If you fear Caesar, you are no true 
queen; and though you were to hide beneath 
a pyramid, he would go straight to it and lift 
it with one hand. And then — ! [he chops his 
teeth together]. 

CLEOPATRA [trembling Oh! 

CiESAR. Be afraid if you dare. [The note of 
the bucina resoimds again in the distance. She 
moans nithfear. Ccesar exults in it, exclaiming] 
Aha! Caesar approaches the throne of Cleo- 
patra. Come: take your place. [lie takes her 
hand and leads her to the throne. She is too doimi- 
cast to speak]. Ho, there, Teetatota. How do 
you call your slaves? 

CLEOPATRA [spiritlessly, as she sinks on the 
throne and cowers there, shaking Clap your 
hands. 

He claps his hands. Ftatateeta returns. 

CiESAR. Bring the Queen’s robes, and her 
crown, and her women; and prepare her. 

CLEOPATRA [eagerly — recoveiing herself a 
little] Yes, the crown, Ftatateeta: I shall wear 
the crowm. 

FTATATEETA. For whom must the Queen 
put on her state? 

CJESAR. For a citizen of Rome. A king of 


kings, Totateeta. 

CLEOPATRA [stainping at her] How dare you 
ask questions? Go and do as you are told. 
[Ftatateeta goes out with a grim smile. Cleopatra 
goes on eagerly, to Caesar] Cajsar will know 
that I am a Queen when he sees my crown 
and robes, will he not? 

CiESAR. No. How shall he know that you 
are not a slave dressed up in the Queen’s 
ornaments? 

CLEOPATRA. You must tell him. 

CiESAR. He will not ask me. He will know 
Cleopatra by her pride, her courage, her 
majesty, and her beauty. [S/ie looks very 
doubtftd]. Are you trembling? 

CLEOPATRA [shiveting with dread] No, I — I — 
[in a very sickly voice] No. 

Ftatateeta and three women come in with the 
regalia. 

FTATATEETA. Of all the Queen’s women, 
these three alone are left. The rest are fled. 
[They begin to deck Cleopatra, who submits, pale 
and motionless]. 

CiESAR. Good, good. Three are enough. 
Poor Csesar generally has to dress himself. 

FTATATEETA [contcmptuously] The queen of 
Egypt is not a Roman barbarian. [To Cleo- 
patra] Be brave, my nursling. Hold up your 
head before this stranger. 

CiESAR [admiring Cleopatra, and placing the 
crown on her head] Is it sweet or bitter to be 
a Queen, Cleopatra? 

CLEOPATRA. Bitter. 

CiESAR. Cast out fear; and you will conquer 
Caesar. Tota: are the Romans at hand? 

FTATATEETA. They are at hand; and the 
guard has fled. 

THE WOMEN [7vailing subduedly] Woe to us! 

The Nubian comes running dorvn the hall. 

NUBIAN. The Romans are in the courtyard. 
[He bolts through the door. With a shriek, the 
women fly after him. Ftatateeta' s jaw expresses 
savage resolution: she does not budge. Cleopatra 
can hardly restrain herself from following them. 
Ccesar grips her 7vrist, and looks steadfastly at 
her. She stands like a rnartyr]* 

CiESAR. The Queen must face Caesar alone. 
Answer “So be it.’’ 

CLEOPATRA [white] So be it. 

CiESAR [releasirig her] Good. 

A tramp and tumult of armed men is heard. 
Cleopatra s terror increases. The bucina sounds 
close at hand, followed by a formidable clangor 
of trumpets. This is too much for Cleopatra: she 
utters a cry and dart^ toivards the door. Ftatateeta 
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stops her ruthlessly. 

FTATATEETA. You are my nursling. You 
have said “So be it’*; and if you die for it, you 
must make the Queen’s word good. [She hands 
Cleopatra to Caesar^ who takes her hack^ almost 
beside herself with apprehension , to the throne]. 

CiESAR. Now, if you quail — ! [He seats him- 
self on the throne]. 

She stands on the step, all hut unconscious, 
waiting for death. The Roman soldiers troop in 
tumultuously through the corridor, headed by 
their ensign with his eagle, and their bucinaior, 
a burly fellow with his instrument coiled round 
his body, its brazen bell shaped like the head of 
a howling wolf When they reach the transept, 
they stare in amazement at the throne; dress into 
ordered rank opposite it; draw their swords and 
lift them in the air with a shout q/’Hail,Caesar. 
Cleopatra turns and stares wildly at Caesar; 
grasps the situation; and, with a great sob of 
relief, falls into his arms. 

ACT II 

Alexandria. A hall on the first floor of the 
Palace, ending in a loggia approached by two 
steps. Through the arches of the loggia the 
Mediterranean can be seen, bright in the morning 
sun. The clean lofty walls, painted with a pro- 
cession of the Egyptian theocracy, presented in 
profile as flat ornament, and the absence of 
mirrors, sham perspectives, stuffy upholstery 
and textiles, make the place handsome, whole- 
some, simple and cool, or, as a rich English 
manufacturer would express it, poor, bare, ridicu- 
lous and unhomely. For Tottenham Court 
Road civilization is to this Egyptian civilization 
as glass bead and tattoo civilization is to Totten- 
ham Court Road, 

The young king Ptolemy Dionysus {aged ten) 
is at the top of the steps, on his way in through 
the loggia, led by his guardian Pothinus, who 
has him by the hand. The court is assembled to 
receive him. It is made up of men and women 
{some of the women being officials) of various 
complexions and races, mostly Egyptian; some 
of them, comparatively fair, from lower Egypt, 
some, much darker, from upper Egypt; with a 
few Greeks and Jews. Prominent in a group on 
Ptolemy* s right hand is Theodotus, Ptolemy* s 
tutor. Another group, on Ptolemy* s left, is 
headed by Achillas, the general of Ptole7ny*s 
troops. Theodotus is a little old man, whose 
features are as cramped a?id wizened as his 
Umbst except his tall straight forehead, which 


occupies more space than all the rest of his face. 
He maintains an air of magpie keenness and 
profundity, listening to what the others say with 
the sarcastic vigilance of a philosopher listening 
to the exercises of his disciples. Achillas is detail 
handsome man of thirty-five, with a fine black 
beard curled like the coat of a poodle. Appar- 
ently not a clever man, but distinguished and 
dignified. Pothinus is a vigorous man of fifty, a 
eunuch, passionate, energetic and quick witted, 
but of coynmon mind and character; impatient 
and unable to control his temper. He has fine 
tawny hair, like fur. Ptolemy, the King, looks 
much older than an English boy of ten; but he has 
the childish air, the habit of behig in leading 
strings, the mixture of impotence and petulance, 
the appearance of being excessively washed, 
combed and dressed by other hands, rvhich is 
exhibited by court-bred princes of all ages. 

All receive the King with reverence. He comes 
down the steps to a chair of state which stands a 
little to his right, the only seat in the hall. Taking 
his place before it, he looks nervously for in- 
structions to Pothinus, who places himself at his 
left hand. 

POTHINUS. The king of Egypt has a word 
to speak. 

THEODOTUS [in a squeak which he makes im- 
pressive by sheer self-opinionativeness] Peace 
for the King’s word! 

PTOLEMY [without any vocal inflexions: he is 
evidently repeating a lesson] Take notice of this 
all of you. I am the first-born son of Auletes 
the Flute Blower who was your King. My 
sister Berenice drove him from his throne 
and reigned in his stead but — but — [he hesi- 
tates ] — 

POTHINUS [stealthily prompting] — but the 
gods would not suffer — 

PTOLEMY. Yes — the gods would not suffer 
— not suffer — [He stops; then, crestfallen] I 
forget what the gods would not suffer. 

THEODOTUS. Let Pothinus, the King’s 
guardian, speak for the King. 

POTHINUS [suppressing his impatience with 
difficulty] The King wished to say that the 
gods would not suffer the impiety of his 
sister to go unpunished. 

PTOLEMY [hastily] Yes: I remember the rest 
of it. [He resumes his monotone]. Therefore the 
gods sent a stranger one Mark Antony a 
Roman captain of horsemen across the sands 
of the desert and he set my father again upon 
the throne. And my father took Berenice my 
sister and struck her head off. And nov^ that 
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my father is dead yet another of his daughters 
my sister Cleopatra would snatch the king- 
dom from me and reign in my place. But the 
gods would not suffer — [Poihinus coughs ad- 
monitorily ^ — the gods — the gods would not 
suffer — 

POTHINUS [prompting] — will not maintain — 

PTOLEMY. Oh yes — will not maintain such 
iniquity they will give her head to the axe 
even as her sister’s. But with the help of the 
witch Ftatateeta she hath cast a spell on the 
Roman Julius Caesar to make him uphold her 
false pretence to rule in Egypt. Take notice 
then that I will not suffer — that I will not 
suffer — [pettishly, to Pothinus^ What is it that 
I will not suffer? 

POTHINUS [suddenly exploding with all the 
force and emphasis of political passion^ The 
King will not suffer a foreigner to take from 
him the throne of our Egypt. [A shout of ap- 
plause]. Tell the King, Achillas, how many 
soldiers and horsemen follow the Roman? 

THEODOTUS. Lct the King’s general speak! 

ACHILLAS. But two Roman legions, O King. 
Three thousand soldiers and scarce a thou- 
sand horsemen. 

The court breaks into derisive laughter; and 
a great chattering hegvis, amid which Rufio, a 
Roman officer, appears in the loggia. He is a burly, 
black-bearded man of middle age, very blunt, 
prompt and rough, with small clear eyes, arid 
plump nose and cheeks, which, however, like the 
rest of his fesh, are in iron-hard condition. 

RUFio [from the steps] Peace, ho! [The 
laughter and chatter cease abruptly]. Caesar 
approaches. 

THEODOTUS [with viuch presence of mind] The 
King permits the Roman commander to 
enter! 

Ccesar, plainly dressed, but wearing an oak 
wreath to conceal his baldness, enters from the 
loggia, attended by Britannus, his secretary, a 
Briton, about forty, tall, solemn, and already 
slightly bald, with a heavy, drooping, hazel- 
colored moustache trained so as to lose its ends 
in a pair of trim whiskers. He is carefully 
dressed in blue, with portfolio, inkhorn, and reed 
pen at his girdle. His serious air and sense of the 
importance of the business in hand is in marked 
contrast to the kindly interest of Ccesar, who 
looks at the scene, which is new to him, with the 
frank curiosity of a child, and then turns to the 
king's chair: Britannus and Rufio posting them- 
selves near the steps at the other side. 

c.£SAR [looking at Potkinus and Ptolemy] 


Which is the King? the man or the boy? 

POTHINUS. I am Pothinus, the guardian of 
my lord the King. 

CiESAR [pattmg Ptolemy kindly on the shoulder] 
So you are the King. Dull work at your age, 
eh? [To Pothinus] Your servant, Pothinus. 
[He turns away unconcernedly and comes slowly 
along the middle of the hall, looking from side 
to side at the courtiers until he reaches Achillas], 
And this gentleman? 

THEODOTUS. Achillas, the King’s general. 

CiESAR [to Achillas, very friendly] A general, 
eh? I am a general myself. But I began too 
old, too old. Health and many victories, 
Achillas! 

ACHILLAS. As the gods will, Caesar. 

CiESAR [turning to Theodatus] And you, sir, 
are — ? 

THEODOTUS. Thcodotus, the King’s tutor. 

CiESAR. You teach men how to be kings, 
Theodotus. That is very clever of you. [Look- 
ing at the gods on the walls as he turns away 
from Theodotus and goes up again to Pothinus] 
And this place? 

POTHINUS. The council chamber of the 
chancellors of the King’s treasury, Caesar. 

CASSAR. Ah! that reminds me. 1 want some 
money. 

POTHINUS. The King’s treasury is poor, 
Ctesar. 

CiESAR. Yes; I notice that there is but one 
chair in it. 

RUFIO [shouting gruffly] Bring a chair there, 
some of you, for Caesar. 

PTOLEMY [rising shyly to offer his chair] 

Caesar — 

CiESAR [kindly] No, no, my boy: that is your 
chair of state. Sit down. 

He makes Ptolemy sit down again. Mean- 
while Rufio, looking about him, sees in the nearest 
corner an image of the god Ra, represented as a 
seated man with the head of a hawk. Before the 
image is a bronze tripod, about as large as a 
three-legged stool, with a .Hick of incense burning 
on it. Rufio, with Roman resourcefulness and 
indifference to foreign superstitions, promptly 
seizes the tripod; shakes off the incense; blows 
away the ash; and dumps it down behind Ccesar, 
nearly in the middle of the hall. 

RUFIO. Sit on that, Caesar. 

A shiver runs through the court, followed by a 
hissing whisper (^Sacrilege! 

CiESAR [seating himself] Now, Pothinus, to 
business. I am badly in want of money. 

BRITANNUS [disapproving of these informal 
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ej^presstons] My master would say that there 
is a lawful debt due to Rome by Egypt, con- 
tracted by the King's deceased father to the 
Triumvirate; and that it is Caesar’s duty to 
his country to require immediate payment. 

C-®SAR [blandlt/] Ah, I forgot. I have not 
made my companions known here. Pothinus: 
this is Britannus, my secretary. He is an 
islander from the western end of the world, 
a day’s voyage from Gaul. [Britannus bows 
sti/^y]. This gentleman is Riifio, my comrade 
in arms. [Rufio nods], Pothinus: I want 1,600 
talents. 

TAe courtierSf appalled, murmur loudly, and 
Theodotus and Achillas appeal mutely to one 
another against so mo7isirous a demand. 

POTHINUS [aghast] Forty million sesterces! 
Impossible. There is not so much money in 
the King’s treasury. 

CiESAR [encouragingly] Only sixteen hun- 
dred talents, Pothinus. Why count it in 
sesterces.^ A sestertius is only worth a loaf 
of bread. 

POTHINUS. And a talent is worth a race- 
horse. I say it is impossible. We have been 
at strife here, because the King’s sister 
Cleopatra falsely claims his throne. The 
King’s taxes have not been collected for a 
whole year. 

c^SAR. Yes they have, Pothinus. My 
officers have been collecting them all morn- 
ing. [Renewed whisper and sensation, not with- 
out some stifled laughter, among the cotiriiers]. 

RUFio [bluntly] You must pay, Pothinus. 
Why waste words.^ You are getting off 
cheaply enough. 

POTHINUS [bitterly] Is it possible that Capsar, 
the conqueror of the world, has time to 
occupy himself with such a trifle as our taxes? 

CiESAR. My friend: taxes are the chief 
business of a conqueror of the world. 

POTHINUS. Then take warning, Caesar. 
This day, the treasures of the temple and 
the gold of the King’s treasury shall be sent 
to the mint to be melted down for our ran- 
som in the sight of the people. They shall see 
us sitting under bare walls and drinking from 
wooden cups. And their wrath be on your 
head, Caesar, if you force us to this sacrilege! 

CiESAR. Do not fear, Pothinus: the people 
know how well wine tastes in wooden cups. 
In return for your bounty, I will settle this 
dispute about the throne for you, if you will. 
What say you? 

POTHINUS. If I say no, will that hinder you? 


RUFIO [defiantly] No. 

c^sAR. You say the matter has been at 
issue for a year, Pothinus. May I have ten 
minutes at it? 

POTHINUS. You will do your pleasure, 
doubtless. 

CiESAR. Good! But first, let us have Cleo- 
patra here. 

THEODOTUS. She is not in Alexandria: she 
is fled into Syria. 

CiESAR. I think not. [To Rufio] Call Tota- 
teeta. 

RUFIO [Calling] Ho there, Teetatota. 

Ftatateeia enters the loggia, and stands arro- 
gantly at the top of the steps. 

FTATATEETA. Who pronoimccs the name of 
Ftatateeta, the Queen’s chief nurse? 

CiESAR. Nobody can pronounce it, Tota, 
except yourself. Where is your mistress? 

Cleopatra, who is hiding behind Ftatateeta, 
peeps out at them laughing. Ccesar rises. 

CiESAR. Will the Queen favor us with her 
presence for a moment? 

CLEOPATRA [pushing Ftatateeta aside and 
standing haughtily on the brink of the steps] Am 
I to behave like a Queen? 

CiESAR. Yes. 

Cleopatra immediately comes down to the chair 
of state; seizes Ptolemy; drags him out of his 
seat; then takes his place in the chair. Ftatateeta 
seats herself on the step of the loggia, and sits 
there, watching the scene with sibylline intensity. 

PTOLEMY [mortified, and struggling with his 
tears] Ca?sar: this is how she treats me always. 
If I am a king why is she allowed to take 
everything from me? 

CLEOPATRA. You arc not to be King, you 
little cry-baby. You are to be eaten by the 
Romans. 

CiESAR [touched by Ptolemy's distress] Come 
here, my boy, and stand by me. 

Ptolemy goes over to Cwsar, who, resuming 
his seat on ike tripod, takes the hoy's hand to 
encourage him. Cleopatra, furiously jealous, 
rises and glares at them. 

CLEOPATRA [with flaming cheeks] Take your 
throne: I dont want it. [•S'^e Jiings away from 
the chair, and approaches Ptolemy, who shrinks 
from her]. Go this instant and sit down in your 
place. 

CiESAR. Go, Ptolemy. Always take a throne 
when it is offered to you. 

RUFIO. I hope you will have the good sense 
to follow your own advice when we return to 
Rome, Caesar. 
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Ptolemy slowly goes back to the throne^ giving 
Cleopatra a wide berth, in evident fear of her 
hands. She takes his place beside Ccesar, 

CiESAR. Pothinus — 

CLEOPATRA [interrupting him"] Are you not 
going to speak to me? 

CAESAR. Be quiet. Open your mouth again 
before I give you leave; and you shall be 
eaten. 

CLEOPATRA, I am not afraid. A queen must 
not be afraid. Eat my husband there, if you 
like: he is afraid. 

CiESAR [starting] Your husband! What do 
you mean? 

CLEOPATRA [pointing to Ptolemy] That little 
thing. 

The two Romans and the Briton stare at one 
another in amazement, 

THEODOTUS. Cscsar*. you are a stranger here, 
and not conversant with our laws. The kings 
and queens of Egypt may not marry except 
with their own royal blood, Ptolemy and 
Cleopatra are born king and consort just as 
they are born brother and sister. 

BRiTANNUs [shockcd] Ccpsar: this is not 
proper. 

THEODOTUS [outraged] How! 

CiESAR [recovering his self-possession] Par- 
don him, Theodotus: he is a barbarian, and 
thinks that the customs of his tribe and 
island are the laws of nature. 

BRITANNUS. On the contrary, Caesar, it is 
these Egyptians who are barbarians; and you 
do wrong to enourage them. I say it is a 
scandal. 

CiESAR. Scandal or not, my friend, it opens 
the gate of peace. [lie addresses Pothinus seri- 
ously]. Pothinus: hear what I propose. 

RUFio. Hear Caesar there. 

CiESAR. Ptolemy and Cleopatra shall reign 
jointly in Egypt. 

ACHILLAS. What of the King’s younger 
brother and Cleopatra’s younger sister? 

RUFIO [explaining] There is another little 
Ptolemy, Caesar: so they tell me. 

CiESAR. Well, the little Ptolemy can marry 
the other sister; and we will make them both 
a present of Cyprus. 

POTHINUS [impaiie7itly] Cyprus is of no use 
to anybody. 

CiESAR. No matter: you shall have it for the 
sake of peace. 

BRITANNUS [unconsciously anticipating a later 
statesman] Peace with honor, Pothinus. 

POTHINUS [jiHuUnoTisly] Caesar: be honest. 


The money you demand is the price of our 
freedom. Take it; and leave us to settle our 
own affairs, 

THE BOLDER COURTIERS [encouragcd by Potki- 
nus*s tone and Ccesar s quietness] Yes, yes# 
Egypt for the Egyptians! 

The coyference now becomes an altercation, 
the Egyptians becoming more and more heated. 
Ccesar remains uyiruffled; but Rufio groivs fercer 
and doggeder, ajid Britannus haughtily in- 
dignant. 

RUFIO [contemptuously] Egypt for the 
Egyptians! Do you forget that there is a 
Roman army of occupation here, left by 
Aulus Gabinius w'hen he set up your toy king 
for you? 

ACHILLAS [suddeyily asserting hijnself] And 
now under my command. I am the Roman 
general here, Caesar. 

CiESAR [tickled by the humor of the situatioyi] 
And also the Egyptian general, eh? 

POTHINUS [triujnphanily] Tliat is so, Caesar. 

C.ESAR [to Achillas] So you can make war on 
the Egyptians in the name of Rome, and on 
the Romans — on me, if necessary — in the 
name of Egypt? 

ACHILLAS. That is so, Caesar. 

CiESAR. And which side arc you on at pre- 
sent, if I may presume to ask, general? 

ACHILLAS. On the side of the right and of 
the gods. 

C.ESAR. Hm! IIow many men have you? 

ACHILLAS. That will appear when I take the 
field. 

RUFIO [iruculeyitly] Are your mei Romans? 
If not, it matters not how many Uiere are, 
provided you are no stronger than 5G0 to ten# 

POTHINUS. It is useless to try to bluff us, 
Rufio. Ca'sar has been defeated befoie and 
may be defeated again. A few weeks ago 
Casar was flying for his life before Pompey; 
a few months hence he may be flying for ais 
life before Cato and Juba of Numidia, th^ 
African King. 

ACHILLAS [follo7iing up Pothitius's speech 
ynenacingly] What can you do with 4,000 men? 

THEODOTUS [followhig up Achillas' s speech 
with a raucous squeak] And without money? 
Away with you. 

ALL THE COURTIERS [skouting fiercely ayid 
croivding towards Ccesar] Away with you. 
Egypt for the Egyptians! Begone. 

Rufio bites his beard, loo angry to speak, 
Ccesar sits as comfortably as if he were at break- 
fast, and the cat were clamoring for a piece ^ 
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Finnan- kaddie. 

CLEOPATRA. Why do you let them talk to 
you like that, Csesar? Are you afraid? 

CiGSAR. Why, my dear, what they say is 
quite true. 

CLEOPATRA. But if you go away, I shall not 
be Queen. 

CiESAR. I shall not go away until you are 
Queen. 

POTHiNus. Achillas: if you are not a fool, 
you will take that girl whilst she is under 
your hand. 

RUFio [daring them] Why not take Caesar 
as well, Achillas? 

POTHINUS [retorting the defiance nith interest] 
Well said, Rufio. Why not? 

RUFIO. Try, Achillas. [Calling] Guard there. 

J'he loggia immediately fills rvith Ccesars 
soldiers^ who stand, sword in hand, at the top of 
the steps, waiting the word to charge from their 
centurion, who carries a cudgel. For a moment 
the Egyptians face them proudly: then they retire 
sullenly to their former places. 

BRiTANNUs. You are Caesar s prisoners, all 
of you. 

c/ESAR [benevolently] Oh no, no, no. By no 
means. Caesar’s guests, gentlemen. 

CLEOPATRA. Wont you cut their heads off? 

CiESAR. What! Cut off your brother’s head? 

CLEOPATRA. Why not? He would cut off 
mine, if he got the chance. Wouldnt you, 
Ptolemy? 

PTOLEMY ['pale and obstinate] I would. I will, 
too, when I grow up. 

Cleopatra is rent by a struggle between her 
newly-acquired dignity as a queen, and a strong 
impulse to put out her tongue at him. She takes ?io 
part in the scene which follows, but ivatches it 
with curiosity and wonder, fidgeting with the 
restlessness of a child, and sittmg down on 
Co$sars tripod when he rises. 

POTHINUS. Caesar: if you attempt to detain 
ns — 

RUFIO. He will succeed, Egyptian: make up 
your mind to that. We hold the palace, the 
beach, and the eastern harbor. The road to 
Rome is open; and you shall travel it if Caesar 
chooses. 

CiESAR [courteously] I could do no less, 
Pothinus, to secure the retreat of my own 
soldiers. I am accountable for every life 
among them. But you are free to go. So are all 
here, and in the palace. 

RUFIO [aghast at this clemency] What! Rene- 
gades and all? 


CiESAR [softening the expression] Roman 
army of occupation and all, Rufio. 

POTHINUS [bewildered] But — but — but — 

CiESAR. Well, my friend? 

POTHINUS. You are turning us out of our 
own palace into the streets; and you tell us 
with a grand air that we are free to go! It is 
for you to go. 

CiESAR. Your friends are in the street, 
Pothinus. You will be safer there. 

POTHINUS. This is a trick. I am the king’s 
guardian: I refuse to stir. I stand on my right 
here. Where is your right? 

CiESAR. It is in Rufio’s scabbard, Pothinus. 
I may not be able to keep it there if you wait 
too long. 

Sensation. 

POTHINUS [bitterly] And this is Roman 
justice! 

THEODOTUS. But not Roman gratitude, I 
hope. 

CiESAR. Gratitude! Am I in your debt for 
any service, gentlemen? 

THEODOTUS. Is Caesar’s life of so little 
account to him that he forgets that we have 
saved it? 

CiESAR. My life! Is that all? 

THEODOTUS. Your life. Your laurels. Your 
future. 

POTHINUS. It is true. I can call a witness to 
prove that but for us, the Roman army of 
occupation, led by the greatest soldier in the 
world, would now have Ca?sar at its mercy. 
[Calling through the loggia] Ho, there, liUcius 
Scptimius [Cassar starts, deeply moved]', if my 
voice can reach you, come forth and testify 
before Caesar. 

CiESAR [shrinking] No, no. 

THEODOTUS. Yes, I say. Let the military 
tribune bear witness. 

Lucius Septimius, a clea?i shaven, trim athlete 
of about 40, with symmetrical features, resolute 
mouth, and handsome, thin Roman nose, in the 
dress of a Roman officer, comes in through the 
loggia and confronts Ccesar, rvho hides his face 
with his robe for a moment; then, mastering him- 
self, drops it, and confronts the tribune with 
dignity. 

POTHINUS. Bear witness, Lucius Septimius. 
Caesar came hither in pursuit of his foe. Did 
we shelter his foe? 

LUCIUS. As Pompey’s foot touched the 
Egyptian shore, his head fell by the stroke 
of my sword. 

THEODOTUS [with viperisk relish] Under the 
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eyes of his wife and child! Remember that, 
Csesar! They saw it from the ship he had just 
left. We have given you a full and sweet 
measure of vengeance. 

c/ESAR [with horror^ Vengeance! 

POTHiNus, Our first gift to you, as your 
galley came into the roadstead, was the head 
of your rival for the empire of the world. 
Bear witness, Lucius Septimius: is it not so? 

LUCIUS. It is so. With this hand, that slew 
Pompey, I placed his head at the feet of 
Csesar. 

CiESAR. Murderer! So would you have slain 
Csesar, had Pompey been victorious at Phar- 
salia. 

LUCIUS. Woe to the vanquished, Caesar! 
When I served Pompey, I slew as good men 
as he, only because he conquered them. His 
turn came at last. 

THEODOTUS [Jlaiteringly^ The deed was not 
yours, Caesar, but ours — nay, mine; for it was 
done by my counsel. Thanks to us, you keep 
your reputation for clemency, and have your 
vengeance too. 

CAESAR. Vengeance! Vengeance!! Oh, if I 
could stoop to vengeance, what would I not 
exact from you as the price of this murdered 
man’s blood? [They shrink hacky appalled and 
disconcerted]. Was he not my son-in-law, my 
ancient friend, for 20 years the master of 
great Rome, for 30 years the compeller of 
victory? Did not I, as a Roman, share his 
glory? Was the Fate that forced us to fight 
for the mastery of the world, of our making? 
Am I Julius Caesar, or am I a wolf, that you 
fling to me the grey head of the old soldier, 
the laurelled conqueror, the mighty Roman, 
treacherously struck down by this callous 
ruffian, and then claim my gratitude for it! 
[To Lucius Septimius] Begone: you fill me 
with horror. 

LUCIUS [cold and undaunted] Pshaw! You 
have seen severed heads before, Caesar, and 
severed right hands too, I think; some thou- 
sands of them, in Gaul, after you vanquished 
Vercingetorix. Did you spare him, with all 
your clemency? Was that vengeance? 

CiGSAR. No, by the gods! would that it had 
been! Vengeance at least is human. No, I 
say: those severed right hands, and the brave 
Vercingetorix basely strangled in a vault 
beneath the Capitol, were [with shuddering 
satire] a wise severity, a necessary protection 
to the commonwealth, a duty of statesman- 
ship — follies and fictions ten times bloodier 


than honest vengeance! What a fool was I 
then! To think that men’s lives should be at 
the mercy of such fools! [Humbly] Lucius 
Septimius, pardon me: why should the slayer 
of Vercingetorix rebuke the slayer of Pom- 
pey? You are free to go with the rest. Or 
stay if you will: I will find a place for you in 
my service. 

LUCIUS. The odds are against you, Caesar. 

I go. [He turns to go out through the loggia]. 

RUFio [full of wrath at seemg his prey escape- 
ing] That means that he is a Republican. 

LUCIUS [turning defiantly on the loggia steps] 
And what are you? 

RUFIO. A Caesarian, like all Caesar’s soldiers. 

CiESAR [courteously] Lucius: believe me, 
Caesar is no Caesarian. Were Rome a true 
republic, then were Caesar the first of Re- 
publicans. But you have made your choice. 
Farewell. 

LUCIUS. Farewell. Come, Achillas, whilst 
there is yet time. 

Civsary seeing that Rufio s temper threatens to 
get the worse of him, puts his hand on his 
shoulder and brings him down the hall out of 
harm's wayy Britannus accompanying them and 
posting himself on Ccesars right hand. This 
movement brings the three in a little group to the 
place occupied by AchillaSy who rnoves haughtily 
away and joins Theodolus on the other side. 
Lucius Septimius goes out through the soldiers 
in the loggia. PothinuSy Theodotus and Achillas 
follow him with the courtiers, very mistrustful of 
the soldiers, 7vho close up in their rear and go 
out after them, keeping them moving without 
much ceremony. The King is left in his chair, 
piteous y obstinate, with twitching face and fingers. 
During these movements Rufio maintains an 
energetic grumbling, as folloivs : — 

RUFIO Lucius departs] Do you suppose 
he would let us go if he had our heads in his 
hands? 

CiESAR. I have no right to suppose that his 
ways are any baser than mine. 

RUFIO. Psha! 

CiESAR. Rufio: if I take Lucius Septimius 
for my model, and become exactly like him, 
ceasing to be Caesar, will you serve me still? 

BRITANNUS. Cacsar*. this is not good sense. 
Your duty to Rome demands that her 
enemies should be prevented from doing 
further mischief. [Ccesar, whose delight in the 
moral eye-to-business of his British secretary 
is inexhaustible, smiles indulgently]. 

RUFIO. It is no use talking to him, Brit- 
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annus: you may save your breath to cool 
your porridge. But mark this, Caesar. Clem- 
ency is very well for you; but what is it for 
your soldiers, who have to fight tomorrow 
the men you spared yesterday? You may 
give what orders you please; but I tell you 
that your next vietory will be a massacre, 
thanks to your elemeney. /, for one, will take 
no prisoners. I will kill my enemies in the 
field; and then you ean preach as much clem- 
ency as you please: I shall never have to 
fight them again. And now, with your leave, 
I will see these gentry off the premises. [/7e 
turns to go]. 

CiBSAR [turning also and seeing Ptolemy] 
What! have they left the boy alone! Oh 
shame, shame! 

RUFio [taking Piolemy*s hand and making 
him rise] Come, your majesty! 

PTOLEMY [to Ccesar, drawing away his hand 
from Pujio] Is he turning me out of my palace? 

RUFIO [grimly] You are weleome to stay if 
you wish. 

Ci«SAR [kindly] Go, my boy. I will not harm 
you; but you will be safer away, among your 
friends. Here you are in the lion s mouth. 

PTOLEMY [turning to go] It is not the lion I 
fear, but [looking at Rvifio] the jackal. [He 
goes out through the loggia]. 

CJESAR [laughing approvingly] Brave boy! 

CLEOPATRA [jealous of CcEsars approbation^ 
calling after Ptolemy] Little silly. You think 
that very clever. 

CiESAR. Britannus: attend the King. Give 
him in charge to that Pothinus fellow. [Bril’- 
annus goes out after Ptolemy]. 

RUFIO [pointing to Cleopatra] And this piece 
of goods? What is to be done with her? How- 
ever, I suppose I may leave that to you. [He 
goes out through the loggia]. 

CLEOPATRA [fiushing suddenly and turning on 
Ccesar] Did you mean me to go with the rest? 

C/E8AR [a little preoccupied, goes with a sigh 
to Ptolemy's chair, whilst she waits for his 
answer with red cheeks and clenched fists] You 
are free to do just as you please, Cleopatra. 

CLEOPATRA. Then you do not care whether 
I stay or not? 

CiESAR [smiling] Of course I had rather 
you stayed. 

CLEOPATRA. Much, much rather? 

cx&kK [nodding] Much, much rather. 

CLEOPATRA. Then I consent to stay, be- 
cause I am asked. But I do not want to, mind. 

ciESAR. That is quite understood. [Calling] 


Totateeta, 

Ftatateeta, still seated., turns her eyes on him 
ivith a sinister ej:pression, but does not move. 

CLEOPATRA [with a splutter of laughter] Her 
name is not Totateeta: it is Ftatateeta. 
[Calling] Ftatateeta. [Ftatateeta instantly rises 
and comes to Cleopatra]. 

CiESAR [stumbling over the name] Tfatafeeta 
will forgive the erring tongue of a Roman. 
Tota: the Queen will hold her state here in 
Alexandria. Engage women to attend upon 
her; and do all that is needful. 

FTATATEETA. Am I then the mistress of the 
Queen’s household? 

CLEOPATRA [sharply] No: I am the mistress 
of the Queen’s household. Go and do as you 
are told, or I will have you thrown into the 
Nile this very afternoon, to poison the poor 
crocodiles. 

c^SAR [shocked] Oh no, no. 

CLEOPATRA. Oh ycs, yes. You are very 
sentimental, Caesar; but you are clever; and 
if you do as I tell you, you will soon learn to 
govern. 

Ccesar, quite dumbfounded by this impertiu' 
ence, turns in his chair and stares at her, 

Ftatateeta, smiling grimly, and showing a 
splendid set of teeth, goes, leaving them alone 
together. 

CiESAR. Cleopatra: I really think I must 
eat you, after all. 

CLEOPATRA [kneeling beside him and looking 
at him with eager interest, half real, half affected 
to shew how intelligent she ?>] You must not 
talk to me now as if I were a child. 

CiESAR. You have been growing up since 
the sphinx introduced us the other night; 
and you think you know more than I do 
already. 

CLEOPATRA [taken down, and anxious to justify 
herself] No: that would be very silly of met 
of course I know that. But — [suddenly] are 
you angry with me? 

CiESAR. No. 

CLEOPATRA [only half believing him] Then 
why are you so thoughtful? 

CiESAR [miVig] I have work to do, Cleopatra. 

CLEOPATRA [drawing back] Work! [Offended] 
You are tired of talking to me; and that is 
your excuse to get away from me. 

CiESAR [sitting down again to appease her] 
Well, well: another minute. But then — 
work! 

CLEOPATRA. Work! what nonsense! You 
must remember that you are a king now: I 
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have made you one. Kings dont work. 

CiESAR. Oh! Who told you that, little 
kitten? Eh? 

CLEOPATRA. My father was King of Egypt; 
and he never worked. But he was a great 
king, and cut off my sister’s head because 
she rebelled against him and took the throne 
from him. 

CASSAR. Well; and how did he get his throne 
back again? 

CLEOPATRA [eagerly, her eyes lighting up] I 
will tell you. A beautiful young man, with 
strong round arms, came over the desert 
with many horsemen, and slew my sister’s 
husband and gave my father back his throne. 
[Wistfully] I was only twelve then. Oh, I 
wish he would come again, now that I am 
a queen. I would make him my husband. 

CiESAR. It might be managed, perhaps; 
for it was I who sent that beautiful young 
man to help your father. 

CLEOPATRA [enraptured] You know him! 

CAESAR [nodding] I do. 

CLEOPATRA. Has he come with you? [Ccesar 
shakes his head: she is cruelly disappohited]. 
Oh, I wish he had, I wish he had. If only I 
were a little older; so that he might not think 
me a mere kitten, as you do! But perhaps 
that is becausey ouareold. He is many many 
years younger than you, is he not? 

c/ESAR [a5 if S7vallowi?ig a pill] He is some- 
what younger. 

CLEOPATRA. Would hc be my husband, do 
you think, if I asked him? 

CiESAR. Very likely. 

CLEOPATRA. But I sliould iiot like to ask 
him. Could you not persuade him to ask me 
— without knowing that I wanted him to? 

CiESAR [touched by her innocence of the beauti- 
ful young mans character] My poor child! 

CLEOPATRA. Why do you say that as if you 
were sorry for me? Does he love anyone else? 

CiESAR. I am afraid so. 

CLEOPATRA [tearfully] Then I shall not be 
his first love. 

CiESAR. Not quite the first. He is greatly 
admired by women. 

CLEOPATRA. I wisli I could be the first. But 
if he loves me, I will make liim kill all the 
rest. Tell me: is he still beautiful? Do his 
strong round arms shine in the sun like 
marble? 

CAESAR. He is in excellent condition — 
considering how much he eats and drinks. 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, you must not say common, 


earthly things about him; for I love him. He 
is a god. 

CAESAR. He is a great captain of horsemen, 
and swifter of foot than any other Roman. 

CLEOPATRA. What is his real name? 

CAESAR [i)u::zled] His real name? 

CLEOPATRA. Ycs. I always call him Horus, 
because Horus is the most beautiful of our 
gods. But I want to know his real name. 

CAESAR. His name is Mark Antony. 

CLEOPATRA [uiusically] Mark Antony, Mark 
Antony, Mark Antony! What a beautiful 
name! [5/ze throws her arms round Civsars 
neck\ Oh, how I love you for sending him to 
help my father! Did you love my father very 
much? 

CAESAR. No, my child; but your father, as 
you say, never worked. I always work. So 
when he lost his crown he had to promise me 
10,000 talents to get it back for him. 

CLEOPATRA. Did he ever pay you? 

CiESAR. Not in full. 

CLEOPATRA. IIc was quitc right: it was too 
dear. The whole world is not worth 16,000 
talents. 

CAESAR. That is perhaps true, Cleopatra. 
Those Egyptians who work paid as much of 
it as he could drag from them. The rest is 
still due. But as I most likely shall not get it, 
I must go back to my work. So you must run 
away for a little and send my secretary to me. 

CLEOPATRA [coaxing] No: I want to stay and 
hear you talk about Mark Antony. 

CiESAR. But if I do not get to work, Pothinus 
and the rest of them will cut us off from the 
harbor; and tlien the way from Rome will be 
blocked. 

CLEOPATRA. No matter: I dont want you to 
go back to Rome. 

CiESAR. But you want Mark Antony to 
come from it. 

CLEOPATRA [spritiging up] Oh yes, yes, yes: 
I forgot. Go quickly and work, C'jesar; and 
keep the way over the sea open for my Mark 
Antony. [5/ee runs out through the loggia, kiss- 
ing her hand to Mark Antony across the sea], 

CiESAR [going briskly up the middle of the hall 
to the loggia steps] Ho, Britannus. [He is 
startled by the entry of a ivounded Roman 
soldier, who confronts him from the upper step]. 
What now? 

SOLDIER [pointing to his bandaged head] This, 
Ccesar; and two of my comrades killed in the 
market place. 

CiESAR [quiet, hut attending] Ay. Why? 
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SOLDIER. There is an army come to Alex- 
andria, calling itself the Roman army. 

c^SAR. The Roman army of occupation. 
Ay? 

SOLDIER. Commanded by one Achillas. 

c^SAR. Well? 

SOLDIER. The citizens rose against us when 
the army entered the gates. I was with two 
others in the market place when the news 
came. They set upon us. I cut my way out; 
and here I am. 

c^SAR. Good. I am glad to see you alive. 
[Rujio enters the loggia hastily^ passing behind 
the soldier to look out through one of the arches 
at the quay beneatfi]. Rufio: we are besieged. 

RUFio. What! Already? 

C/ESAR. Now or tomorrow: what does it 
matter? We shall be besieged. 

Britannus runs in. 

BRITANNUS. Csesar — 

CiESAR [anticipating hini\ Yes: I know. 
[Rufio and Britannus come down the hall from 
the loggia at opposite sides, past Ccesar, who 
waits for a moment near the step to say to the 
soldier^ Comrade: give the word to turn out 
on the beach and stand by the boats. Get 
your wound attended to. Go. [The soldier 
hurries out. Cozsar comes down the hall between 
Rufio and Britaiinus] Rufio: we have some 
ships in the west harbor. Burn them. 

RUFIO [staring] Burn them!! 

CAESAR. Take every boat we have in the 
east harbor, and seize the Pharos — that 
island with the lighthouse. Leave half our 
men behind to hold the beach and the quay 
outside this palace: that is the way home. 

RUFIO [disapproving strongly] Are we to 
give up the city? 

CAESAR. We have not got it, Rufio. This 
palace we have; and — what is that building 
next door? 

RUFIO. The theatre. 

CAESAR. We will have that too: it commands 
the strand. For the rest, Egypt for the 
Egyptians! 

RUFIO. Well, you know best, I suppose. Is 
that all? 

CAESAR. That is all. Are those ships burnt 
yet? 

RUFIO. Be easy: I shall waste no more time. 
[He runs out]. 

BRITANNUS. Csesar: Pothinus demands 
speech of you. In my opinion he needs a 
lesson. His manner is most insolent. 

CiBSAR. Where is he? 


BRITANNUS. He waits without. 

CiESAR. Ho there! admit Pothinus. 

Pothinus appears in the loggia, and comes 
doivn the hall very haughtily to Caesar s left 
hand. 

c^SAR. Well, Pothinus? 

POTHINUS. I have brought you our ultima- 
tum, CoBsar. 

C/ESAR. Ultimatum! The door was open; 
you should have gone out through it before 
you declared war. You are my prisoner now. 
[lie goes to the chair and loosens his toga]. 

POTHINUS [scornfully] I your prisoner! Do 
you know that you are in Alexandria, and 
that King Ptolemy, with an army outnum- 
bering your little troop a hundred to one, is 
in possession of Alexandria? 

CA5SAR [unconcernedly taking off his toga and 
throfving it on the chair] Well, my friend, get 
out if you can. And tell your friends not to 
kill any more Romans in the market place. 
Otherwise my soldiers, who do not share my 
celebrated clemency, will probably kill you. 
Britannus: pass the word to the guard; and 
fetch my armor. [Britannus runs out. Rufio 
returns]. Well? 

RUFIO [pointing from the loggia to a cloud 
of smoke drifting over the harbor] See there! 
[Pothinus runs eagerly up the steps to look out]. 

C/ESAR. What, ablaze already! Impossible! 

RUFIO. Yes, five good ships, and a barge 
laden with oil grappled to each. But it is not 
my doing: the Egyptians have saved me the 
trouble. They have captured the west harbor. 

CiESAR [anxiously] And the east harbor? 
The lighthouse, Rufio? 

RUFIO [with a sudden splutter of raging ill 
usage, coming doivn to Ccesar and scolding him] 
Can I embark a legion in five minutes? The 
first cohort is already on the beach. We can 
do no more. If you want faster work, come 
and do it yourself. 

CiESAR [soothing him] Good, good. Patience, 
Rufio, patience. 

RUFIO. Patience! Who is impatient here, 
you or I? Would I be here, if I could not 
oversee them from that balcony? 

CA5SAR. Forgive me, Rufio; and [anxiously] 
hurry them as much as — 

He is interrupted by an outcry as of an old 
man in the extremity of misfortune. It draws 
near rapidly; and Theodotus rushes in, tearing 
his hair, and squeaking the most lamentable 
exclamations. Rufio steps back to stare at him, 
amazed at his frantic condition. Pothinus turns 
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to listen, 

THEODOTUS \on the steps, with uplifted arms\ 
Horror unspeakable! Woe, alas! Help! 

RUFio. What now? 

c^SAR [frowning] Who is slain? 

THEODOTUS. Slain! Oh, worse than the 
death of ten thousand men! Loss irreparable 
to mankind. 

RUFIO. What has happened, man? 

THEODOTUS [rushing down the hall between 
them] The fire has spread from your ships. 
The first of the seven wonders of the world 
perishes. The library of Alexandria is in 
flames. 

RUFIO. Psha! [Quite relieved, he goes up to the 
loggia and watches the preparations of the troops 
on the beach], 

c^SAR. Is that all? 

THEODOTUS [unable to believe his All! 

Csesar: will you go down to posterity as a 
barbarous soldier too ignorant to know the 
value of books? 

CAESAR. Theodotus: I am an author myself; 
and I tell you it is better that the Egyptians 
should live their lives than dream them away 
with the help of books. 

THEODOTUS [kneeling, with genuine literary 
emotion: the passion of the pedant] Caesar: once 
in ten generations of men, the world gains 
an immortal book. 

CiESAR [inflexible] If it did not flatter man- 
kind, the common executioner would burn 
it. 

THEODOTUS. Without history, death will 
lay you beside your meanest soldier. 

CiESAR. Death will do that in any case. I 
ask no better grave. 

THEODOTUS. What is burning there is the 
memory of mankind. 

CiESAR. A shameful memory. Let it burn. 

THEODOTUS [wUdly] Will you destroy the 
past? 

CiESAR. Ay, and build the future with its 
ruins. [Theodotus, in despair, strikes himself on 
the temples with his fists]. But harken, Theo- 
dotus, teacher of kings: you who valued 
Pompey s head no more than a shepherd 
values an onion, and who now kneel to me, 
with tears in your old eyes, to plead for a 
few sheepskins scrawled with errors. I can- 
not spare you a man or a bucket of water 
just now; but you shall pass freely out of the 
palace. Now, away with you to Achillas; and 
borrow his legions to put out the fire. [He 
hurries him to the steps]. 


poTHiNus [significantly] You understand, 
Theodotus: I remain a prisoner. 

THEODOTUS. A prisoner! 

CiESAR. Will you stay to talk whilst the 
memory of mankind is burning? [Calling 
through the loggia] Ho there! Pass Theodotus 
out. [To Theodotus] Away with you. 

THEODOTUS [to Pothinus] I must go to save 
the library. [He hurries out], 

CiESAR. Follow him to the gate, Pothinus. 
Bid him urge your people to kill no more of 
my soldiers, for your sake. 

POTHINUS. My life will cost you dear if you 
take it, Csesar. [He goes out after Theodotus], 

Rufio, absorbed in watching the embarkation, 
does not notice the departure of the two Egyptians, 

RUFIO [shouting from the loggia to the beach] 
All ready, there? 

A CENTURION [from below] All ready. We 
wait for Csesar. 

CiESAR. Tell them Caesar is coming — the 
rogues! [Calling] Britannicus. [This magni- 
loquent version of his secretary s name is one of 
CcEsar s jokes. In later years it would have meant, 
quite seriously and officially, Conqueror of 
Britain], 

RUFIO [calling do7vn] Push off, all except 
the longboat. Stand by it to embark, Caesar s 
guard there. [He leaves the balcony and comes 
down into the hall]. Where are those Egyptians? 
Is this more clemency? Have you let them go? 

CiESAR [chucklmg] I have let Theodotus go 
to save the library. We must respect litera- 
ture, Rufio. 

RUFIO [raging] Folly on folly’s head! I be- 
lieve if you could bring back all the dead of 
Spain, Gaul, and Thessaly to life, you would 
do it that we might have the trouble of fight- 
ing them over again. 

CiESAR. Might not the gods destroy the 
world if their only thought were to be at 
peace next year? [Rufio, out of all patience, 
turns away in anger, Caesar suddenly grips his 
sleeve, and adds slyly in his ear] Besides, my 
friend: every Egyptian we imprison means 
imprisoning two Roman soldiers to guard 
him. Eh? 

RUFIO. Agh! I might have known there 
was some fox’s trick behind your fine talking. 
[He gets away from Caesar with an ill-humored 
shrug, and goes to the balcony for another look 
at the preparations ; finally goes out], 

CiESAR. Is Britannus asleep? I sent him for 
my armor an hour ago. [Calling] BritannicuSy 
thou British islander. Britannicus! 
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Cleopatra runs in through the loggia with 
Ccesars helmet and sword, snatched from 
Briiannus, who follows her with a cuirass and 
greaves* They come down to Ccesar, she to his 
left hand, Britannus to his right 

CLEOPATRA. I am going to dress you, Caesar. 
Sit down, [lie oheys\ These Roman helmets 
are so becoming! takes off his wreatli]. 
Oh! hursts out laughmg at him], 

c^SAR. What are you laughing at? 

CLEOPATRA. Yourc bald [beginning with a big 
B, and ending with a spluiter\ 

CiBSAR [almost annoyed^ Cleopatra! [He 
rises, for the convenience of Briiannus, who puts 
the cuirass on him], 

CLEOPATRA. So that is why you wear the 
wreath — to hide it. 

BRITANNUS. Pcacc, Egyptian*, they are the 
bays of the conqueror. [He buckles the cuirass]. 

CLEOPATRA. Pcacc, thou*. islaudcr! [2b 
Ccesar] You should rub your head with strong 
spirits of sugar, Cspsar. That w’ill make it 
grow. 

CiESAR [7vith a wry face] Cleopatra: do you 
like to be reminded that you are very young. 

CLEOPATRA [pouiing] No. 

c-ESAR [sitting down again, and setting out his 
leg for Briiannus, who kneels to put on his 
greaves] Neither do I like to be reminded 
that I am — middle aged. Let me give you 
ten of my superfluous years. That will make 
you 26, and leave me only — no matter. Is it 
a bargain? 

CLEOPATRA. Agreed. 26, mind. [She puts the 
helmet on ^hwJ. Oh! How nice! You look only 
about 50 in it! 

BRITANNUS [lookiug up Severely at Cleopatra] 
You must not speak in this manner to Caesar. 

CLEOPATRA. Is it truc that when Caesar 
caught you on that island, you were painted 
all over blue? 

BRITANNUS. Blue is the color w'orn by all 
Britons of good standing. In war we stain 
our bodies blue; so that though our enemies 
may strip us of our clothes and our lives, they 
cannot strip us of our respectability. [He 
rises]. 

CLEOPATRA [ivith Cocsa/s sivord] Let me 
hang this on. Now you look splendid. Have 
they made any statues of you in Rome? 

CiESAR. Yes, many statues. 

CLEOPATRA. You must scud for one and 
give it to me. 

RUFio [coming hack into the loggia, more t/w- 
paiient than ever] Now Ceesar: have you done 


talking? The moment your foot is aboard 
there will be no holding our men back: the 
boats will race one another for the light- 
house. 

CiESAR [drawing his sword and trying the edge] 
Is this well set today, Britannicus? At Phar- 
salia it was as blunt as a barrel-hoop. 

BRITANNUS. It will Split one of the 
Egyptian’s hairs today, Ccesar. I have set 
it myself. 

CLEOPATRA [suddenly throrving her arms in 
terror round Ccesar] Oh, you are not really 
going into battle to be killed? 

CA 2 SAR. No, Cleopatra. No man goes to 
battle to be killed. 

CLEOPATRA. But they do get killed. My 
sister’s husband was killed in battle. You 
must not go. Let him go [pointing to liufio. 
They all laugh at her]. Oh please, please dont 
go. What will happen to me if you never 
come back? 

c^.SAR [gravely] Are you afraid? 

CLEOPATRA [shrinking No. 

C/ESAR [with quiet authority] Go to the bal- 
cony; and you shall see us take the Pharos. 
You must learn to look on battles. Go. 
goes, dojvncast, and looks out from the balcony]. 
That is well. Now, Rufio. March. 

CLEOPATRA [suddenly clapping her hands] Oh, 
you will not be able to go! 

CiESAR. Why? What now? 

CLEOPATRA. They are drying up the harbor 
with buckets — a multitude of soldiers — over 
there [pointing out across the sea to her left ] — 
they are dipping up the water. 

RUFIO [hastening to look] It is true. The 
Egyptian army! Crawling over the edge of 
the west harbor like locusts. [With sudden 
anger he strides down to Ccesar]. This is your 
accursed clemency, Ca?sar. Theodotus has 
brought them. 

CiESAR [delighted at his oivn cleverness] I 
meant him to, Rufio, They have come to put 
out the fire. The library will keep them busy 
whilst we seize the lighthouse. Eh? [He rushes 
out buoyantly through the loggia, followed hy 
Britannus]. 

RUPio [disgustedly] More foxing! Agh! [He 
rushes off. A shout from the soldiers announces 
the appearance of Ccesar below]. 

CENTURION [below] All aboard. Give way 
there. [Another shout]. 

CLEOPATRA [wdving her scarf through the 
loggia arch] Goodbye, goodbye, dear Ceesar, 
Come back safe. Goodbye! 
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ACT III 

The edge of the quay in front of the palace, 
looking out west over the east harbor of Alex- 
andria to Pharos island, just ojf the end of which, 
and connected with it by a narrow mole, is the 
famous lighthouse, a gigantic square tower of 
white marble diminishing in size storey by storey 
to the top, on which stands a cresset beacon. The 
island is joined to the main land by the llepta- 
stadium, a great mole or causeway five miles long j 
hounding the harbor on the south. 

In the middle of the quay a Roman sentinel 
stands on guard, pilum in hand, looking out to 
the lighthouse with strained attention, his left 
hand shading his eyes. The pilum is a stout 
wooden shaft \\feet long, with an iron spit about 
three feet long fixed in it. The sentinel is so 
absorbed that he does not notice the approach 
from the north end of the quay of four Egyptian 
market porters carrying rolls of carpet, preceded 
by Fiatateeta and Apollodorus the Sicilian. 
Apollodorus is a dashing young man of abotit 
24 «, handsome and debonair, dressed with de- 
liberate cestheticism in the most delicate purples 
and dove greys, with ornaments of bronze, oxy- 
dized silver, and stones of jade and agate. His 
sword, designed as carefully as a medieval cross, 
has a blued blade shewing through an openwork 
scabbard of purple leather and filagree. The 
porters, conducted by Fiatateeta, pass along the 
quay behind the sentinel to the steps of the palace, 
where they put down their bales and squat on the 
ground. Apollodorus does not pass along with 
them: he halts, amused by the preoccupation of 
the sentinel. 

APOLLODORUS [calling to the sentinel] Who 
goes there, eh? 

SENTINEL [starting violently and turning 7vith 
his pilum at the charge, revealing himself as a 
small, wiry, sandy-haired, conscientious young 
man ivith an elderly face] Whats this? Stand. 
Who are you? 

APOLLODORUS. I am Apollodorus the Sicilian. 
Why, man, what are you dreaming of? Since 
I came through the lines beyond the theatre 
there, I have brought my caravan past three 
sentinels, all so busy staring at the lighthouse 
that not one of them challenged me. Is this 
Roman discipline? 

SENTINEL. We are not here to watch the 
land but the sea. Cirsar has just landed on 
the Pharos. [Lookhig at Ftatateeta] What have 
you here? Who is this piece of Egyptian 
crockery? 

FTATATEETA. Apollodorus: rcbukc this 


Roman dog; and bid him bridle his tongue 
in the presence of Ftatateeta, the mistress 
of the Queen's household. 

APOLLODORUS. My friend*, this is a great lady 
who stands high with Caesar. 

SENTINEL [not at all impressed, pointing to 
the carpets] And what is all this truck? 

APOLLODORUS. Carpcts for the furnishing of 
the Queen’s apartments in the palace. I have 
picked them from the best carpets in the 
world; and the Queen shall choose the best 
of my choosing. 

SENTINEL. So you are the carpet merchant? 

APOLLODORUS [hurt] My friend: I am a 
patrician. 

SENTINEL. A patrician! A patrician keeping 
a shop instead of following arms! 

APOLLODORUS. I do not keep a shop. Mine 
is a temple of the arts. I am a worshipper of 
beauty. My calling is to choose beautiful 
things for beautiful queens. My motto is Art 
for Art’s sake. 

SENTINEL. That is not the password. 

APOLLODORUS. It is a universal password. 

SENTiNFX. I know nothing about universal 
passwords. Either give me the password for 
the day or get back to your shop. 

Ftatateeta, roused by his hostile tone, steals 
towards the edge of the quay with the step of a 
panther, and gets behind him. 

APOLLODORUS. IIow if I do neither? 

SENTINEL. Then I will drive this pilum 
through you. 

APOLLODORUS. At your service, my friend. 
[He draws his sword, and springs to his guard 
with unruffled grace]. 

FTATATEETA [suddenly seizing the sentinels 
arms from behind] Thrust your knife into the 
dog’s throat, Apollodorus. [The chivalrous 
Apollodorus laughingly shakes his head; breaks 
ground away from the sentinel towards the 
palace; and lowers his point]. 

SENTINEL [struggling vainly] Curse on you! 
Let me go. Help ho! 

FTATATEETA [lifting him from the ground] 
Stab the little Roman reptile. Spit him on 
your sw'ord. 

A couple of Roman soldiers, with a centurion, 
come running along the edge of the quay from 
the north end. They rescue their comrade, and 
throw off Ftatateeta, who is sent reeling away 
071 the left hand of the sentinel. 

CENTURION [an unattractive man of fifty, 
short in his speech and 7nanners, 7viih a vinewood 
cudgel in his hand] How now? What is all this? 
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FTATATEETA [to Apollodofus] Why did you 
not stab him? There was time! 

APOLLODORUS. Centurion: I am here by 
order of the Queen to — 

CENTURION [interrupting him] The Queen! 
Yes, yes: [to the sentinel] pass him in. Pass all 
these bazaar people in to the Queen, with 
their goods. But mind you pass no one out 
that you have not passed in — not even the 
Queen herself. 

SENTINEL. This old woman is dangerous: 
she is as strong as three men. She wanted 
the merchant to stab me. 

APOLLODORUS. Centurion*. I am not a mer- 
chant, I am a patrician and a votary of art. 

CENTURION. Is the woman your wife? 

APOLLODORUS [horrified] No, no! [Correcting 
himself politely] Not that the lady is not a 
striking figure in her own way. But [emphatic- 
ally] she is not my wife. 

FTATATEETA [to the ccnturion] Roman: I am 
Ftatateeta, the mistress of the Queen’s 
household. 

CENTURION. Keep your hands off our men, 
mistress; or I will have you pitched into the 
harbor, though you were as strong as ten 
men. [To hts men] To your posts: march! [He 
returns with his men the way they came], 

FTATATEETA [looking malignantly after him] 
We shall see whom Isis loves best: her servant 
Ftatateeta or a dog of a Roman, 

SENTINEL [/o Apollodorus^ 7vith a wave of his 
pilum towards the palace] Pass in there; and 
keep your distance. [Turning to Ftatateeta] 
Come within a yard of me, you old crocodile; 
and I will give you this [the pilum] in your 
jaws. 

CLEOPATRA [calling from the palace] Ftata- 
teeta, Ftatateeta. 

FTATATEETA [looking up, scandalizcd] Go 
from the window, go from the window. There 
are men here. 

CLEOPATRA. I am coming down. 

FTATATEETA [distracted] No, no. What are 
you dreaming of? O ye gods, ye gods! Apollo- 
dorus: bid your men pick up your bales; and 
in with me quickly. 

APOLLODORUS. Obey the mistress of the 
Queen’s household. 

FTATATEETA [mpatiently, as the porters stoop 
to lift the hales] Quick, quick: she will be out 
upon us. [Cleopatra comes from the palace and 
runs across the quay to Ftatateeta], Oh that 
ever I was born! 

CLEOPATRA [eagerly] Ftatateeta; I have 


thought of something. I want a boat — at 
once. 

FTATATEETA. A boat! No, no: you cannot. 
Apollodorus: speak to the queen. 

APOLLODORUS [gallantly] Beautiful queen: I 
am Apollodorus the Sicilian, your servant, 
from the bazaar. I have brought you the 
three most beautiful Persian carpets in the 
world to choose from. 

CLEOPATRA. I liavc no time for carpets to- 
day. Get me a boat. 

FTATATEETA. What whim is this? You can- 
not go on the water except in the royal barge. 

APOLLODORUS. Royalty, Ftatateeta, lies 
not in the barge but in the Queen. [To Cleo- 
patra] The touch of your majesty’s foot on 
the gunwale of the meanest boat in the 
harbor will make it royal. [He turns to the 
harbor and calls seaward] Ho there, boatman! 
Pull in to the steps. 

CLEOPATRA. Apollodorus: you are my per- 
fect knight; and I will always buy my carpets 
through you. [Apollodorus hows joyously. An 
oar appears above the quay; and the boatman, a 
bullet- he aded , vivacious, grinning fellow, burnt 
almost black by the sun, comes up a flight of steps 
from the water on the sentinels right, oar in 
hand, and waits at the top]. Can you row, 
Apollodorus? 

APOLLODORUS. My oars shall be your 
majesty’s wings. Whither shall I row my 
Queen? 

CLEOPATRA. To the lighthouse. Come. [She 
makes for the steps], 

SENTINEL [opposing her with his pilum at the 
charge] Stand. You cannot pass. 

CLEOPATRA [fushiug angrily] How dare you? 
Do you know that I am the Queen? 

SENTINEL. I have my orders. You cannot 
pass. 

CLEOPATRA. I will make Caesar have you 
killed if you do not obey me. 

SENTINEL. He will do worse to me if I 
disobey my officer. Stand back. 

CLEOPATRA. Ftatateeta*. strangle him. 

SENTINEL [alarmed — looking apprehensively 
at Ftatateeta, and brandishing his pilum] Keep 
off, there. 

CLEOPATRA [running to Apollodorus] Apollo- 
dorus: make your slaves help us. 

APOLLODORUS. I shall not need their help, 
lady. [He draws his sword]. Now, soldier: 
choose which weapon you will defend your- 
self with. Shall it be sword against pilum, 
or sword against sword? 
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SENTINEL. Roman against Sicilian, curse 
you. Take that. [He hurls his pilum at Apollo- 
dorus, who drops expertly on one knee. The pilum 
passes whizzing over his head and falls harmless. 
Apollodorus.withacry of triumph ^springs up and 
attacks the sentinel^ who draws his sword and de- 
fends himself crying] Ho there, guard. Help! 

Cleopatra, half frightened, half delighted, 
lakes refuge near the palace, inhere the porters 
are squatting among the bales. The boatman, 
alarmed, hurries down the steps out of harms 
way, but stops, with his head just visible above 
the edge of the quay, to watch the fight. The 
sentinel is handicapped by his fear of an attack 
in the rear from Ftatateeta, His swordsmanship, 
which is of a rough and ready sort, is heavily 
taxed, as he has occasionally to strike at her to 
keep her off between a blow and a guard with 
Apollodorns. The centurion returns with several 
soldiers. Apollodorns springs back towards Cleo- 
patra as this reinforcement confronts him. 

CENTURION [coming to the sentineVs right 
hand] What is this? What now? 

SENTINEL [panting] I could do well enough 
by myself if it werent for the old woman. 
Keep her off me: that is all the help I need. 

CENTURION. Make your report, soldier. 
What has happened? 

FTATATEETA. Ccnturion*. he would have 
slain the Queen. 

SENTINEL [bluntly] I would, sooner than let 
her pass. She wanted to take boat, and go — 
so she said — to the lighthouse. I stopped her, 
as I was ordered to; and slie set this fellow 
on me. [lie goes to pick up his pilum and returns 
to his place with it]. 

CENTURION [turning to Cleopatra] Cleopatra; 
I am loth to offend you; but without Ca>sar’s 
express order we dare not let you pass be- 
yond the Roman lines. 

APOLLODORUS. Well, Ccnturion; and has 
not the lighthouse been within the Roman 
lines since Casar landed there? 

CLEOPATRA. Ycs, yes. Answer that, if you 
can. 

CENTURION [to Apollodorus] As for you, 
Apollodorus, you may thank the gods that 
you are not nailed to the palace door with a 
pilum for your meddling. 

APOLLODORUS [urbanely] My military friend, 
I was not born to be slain by so ugly a 
weapon. When I fall, it will be [holding up his 
sword] by this white queen of arms, the only 
weapon fit for an artist. And now that you 
are convinced that we do not want to go 


beyond the lines, let me finish killing your 
sentinel and depart with the Queen. 

CENTURION the sentinel makes an angry 
demonstration] Peace there, Cleopatra: I must 
abide by my orders, and not by the subtleties 
of this Sicilian. You must withdraw into the 
palace and examine your carpets there. 

CLEOPATRA [pouting] I will not: I am the 
Queen. Caesar does not speak to me as you do. 
Have Caesar’s centurions changed manners 
with his scullions? 

CENTURION [sulkily] I do my duty. That is 
enough for me. 

APOLLODORUS. Majcsty. when a stupid man 
is doing something he is ashamed of, he 
always declares that it is his duty. 

CENTURION \angry] Apollodorus — 

APOLLODORUS [interrupting him with defiant 
elegance] I will make amends for that insult 
with my sword at fitting time and place. 
Who says artist, says duellist. [To Cleopatra] 
Hear my counsel, star of the east. Until 
word comes to these soldiers from Caesar 
himself, you are a prisoner. Let me go to 
him with a message from you, and a present; 
and before the sun has stooped half way to 
the arms of the sea, I will bring you back 
Ca‘sar’s order of release. 

CENTURION [sneering at him] And you will 
sell the Queen the present, no doubt. 

APOLLODORUS. Ccnturion*. the Queen shall 
have from me, without payment, as the un- 
forced tribute of Sicilian taste to Egyptian 
beauty, the richest of these carpets for her 
present to Caesar. 

CLEOPATRA [exultantly, to the centurion] Now 
you see what an ignorant common creature 
you are! 

CENTURION [curtly] Well, a fool and his 
wares are soon parted. [He turns to bis men]. 
Two more men to this post here: and see 
that no one leaves the palace but this man 
and his merchandize. If he draws his sword 
again inside the lines, kill him. To your 
posts. March. 

He goes out, leaving two auxiliary sentinels 
with the other. 

APOLLODORUS [with poHte goodfellowship] 
My friends: will you not enter the palace 
and bury our quarrel in a bowl of wine? [He 
takes out his purse, jingling the coins in i/]. The 
Queen has presents for you all. 

SENTINEL sulky] You heard our orders. 
Get about your business. 

FIRST AUXILIARY. Yes: you ought to know 
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better. Off with you. 

SECOND AUXILIARY [looking longingly at the 
purse — this sentinel is a hooknosed man^ unlike 
his comrade j who is squab faced] Do not tanta- 
lize a poor man. 

APOLLODORUS [to CUopatra] Pearl of Queens: 
the centurion is at hand; and the Roman 
soldier is incorruptible when his officer is 
looking. I must carry your word to Caesar. 

CLEOPATRA [who has been meditating among 
the carpets] Are these carpets very heavy? 

APOLLODORUS. It matters not how heavy. 
There are plenty of porters. 

CLEOPATRA. How do they put the carpets 
into boats? Do they throw them down? 

APOLLODORUS. Not into Small boats, majesty. 
It would sink them. 

CLEOPATRA. Not into that man’s boat, for 
instance? [pointing to the boatman], 

APOLLODORUS. No. Too small. 

CLEOPATRA. But you Can take a carpet to 
Caesar in it if I send one? 

APOLLODORUS. Assuredly. 

CLEOPATRA. And you will have it carried 
gently down the steps and take great care of 
it? 

APOLLODORUS. Depend on me. 

CLEOPATRA. Great, great care? 

APOLLODORUS. More than of my own body. 

CLEOPATRA. You will promise me not to let 
the porters drop it or throw it about? 

APOLLODORUS. Place the most delicate glass 
goblet in the palace in the heart of the roll, 
Queen; and if it be broken, my head shall 
pay for it. 

CLEOPATRA. Good. Comc, Ftatateeta. [Fta- 
taieeta comes to her. Apollodorus offers to squire 
them into the palace]. No, Apollodorus, you 
must not come. I will choose a carpet for 
myself. You must wait here. runs into 
the palace], 

APOLLODORUS [to the porters] Follow this 
lady [indicating Ftatateeta]; and obey her. 

The porters rise aiid take up their bales, 

FTATATEETA [addressing the porters as if they 
were vermin] This way. And take your shoes 
off before you put your feet on those stairs. 

She goes in, followed by the porters with the 
carpets, Meanrvhile Apollodorus goes to the edge 
of the quay and looks out over the harbor. The 
sentinels keep their eyes on him malignantly, 

APOLLODORUS [addressing the sentinel] My 
friend — 

SENTINEL [rudely] Silence there. 

FIRST AUXILIARY. Shut your muzzle, you. 


SECOND AUXILIARY [in a half whisper^ gtan^ 
cing apprehensively towards the north end of the 
quay] Cant you wait a bit? 

APOLLODORUS. Patience, worthy three- 
headed donkey. [They mutter ferociously ; hut 
he is not at all intimidated]. Listen: were you 
set here to watch me, or to watch the 
Egyptians? 

SENTINEL. We know our duty. 

APOLLODORUS. Then why don’t you do it? 
There is something going on over there 
[pointing southwestivard to the mole], 

SENTINEL [sulkily] I do not need to be told 
what to do by the like of you. 

APOLLODORUS. Blockhcad. [He begins shout- 
ing] Ho there. Centurion. Hoiho! 

SENTINEL. Curse your meddling. [Shoiding] 
Hoiho! Alarm! Alarm! 

FIRST AND SECOND AUXILIARIES. Alarm! 
alarm! Hoiho! 

The Centurioji comes running in with his 
guard, 

CENTURION. What now? Has the old woman 
attacked you again? [Seeing Apollodorus] Are 
you here still? 

APOLLODORUS [pointing as before] See there. 
The Egyptians are moving. They arc going 
to recapture the Pharos. They will attack by 
sea and land: by land along the great mole; 
by sea from the w'est harbor. Stir yourselves, 
my military friends: the hunt is up. [A clangor 
of trumpets from several points along the quay]. 
Aha! I told you so. 

CENTURION [quickly] The two extra men 
pass the alarm to the south posts. One man 
keep guard here. The rest with me — quick. 

The two auxiliary sentinels run off to the 
south. The centurion and his guard run off north- 
ward; and immediately afterwards the bucina 
sounds. The four porters come from the palace 
carrying a carpet, follofved by Ftatateeta. 

SENTINEL [handling his pilum apprehensively] 
You again! [The porters stop], 

FTATATEETA. Peace, Roman fellow: you are 
now singlehanded. Apollodorus: this carpet 
is Cleopatra’s present to Ca’sar. It has rolled 
up in it ten precious goblets of the thinnest 
Iberian crystal, and a hundred eggs of the 
sacred blue pigeon. On your honor, let not 
one of them be broken. 

APOLLODORUS. On my head be it! [2b the 
porters] Into the boat with them carefully. 

The porters carry the carpet to the steps, 

FIRST PORTER [looking do7vn at the boat] 
Beware what you do, sir. Those eggs of 
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which the lady speaks must weigh more than 
a pound apiece. This boat is too small for 
such a load. 

BOATMAN [excitedly rushing up the Oh 

thou injurious porter! Oh thou unnatural son 
of a she-camel! [To Apollodorus^ My boat, 
sir, hath often carried five men. Shall it not 
carry your lordship and a bale of pigeons* 
eggs? [To fAepor/er] Thou mangey dromedary, 
the gods shall punish thee for this envious 
wickedness. 

FIRST PORTER [sioUdly^ I cannot quit this 
bale now to beat thee; but another day I 
will lie in wait for thee. 

APOLLODORUS [going hetn'een them] Peace 
there. If the boat were but a single plank, 
I would get to Csesar on it. 

FTATATEETA [anxiously] In the name of the 
gods, Apollodorus, run no risks with that 
bale. 

APOLLODORUS. Fear not, thou venerable 
grotesque: I guess its great worth. [To the 
porters^ Down with it, I say; and gently; or 
ye shall cat nothing but stick for ten days. 

The boatman goes down the steps ^ followed 
by the porters with the bale: Ftatateeta and 
Apollodorus watching from the edge. 

APOLLODORUS. Gently, my sons, my chil- 
dren — [with sudden alarrn^ gently, ye dogs. 
Lay it level in the stern — so — tis well. 

FTATATEETA [screaming down at one of the 
porters^ Do not step on it, do not step on it. 
Oh thou brute beast! 

FIRST PORTER [ascending'] Be not excited, 
mistress: all is well. 

FTATATEETA [panting'] All well! Oh, thou 
has given my heart a turn! clutches her 
side, gasping]. 

The four porters have now come up and are 
waiting at the stairhead to be paid. 

APOLLODORUS. Here, ye hungry ones. [He 
gives money to the first porter, who holds it in his 
hand to shew to the others. They crowd greedily 
to see how much it is, quite prepared, after the 
Eastern fashion, to protest to heaven against 
their patron s stinginess. But his liberality over- 
poivers them]. 

FIRST PORTER. O bountcous princc! 

SECOND PORTER. O lord of the bazaar! 

THIRD PORTER. O favorcd of the gods! 

FOURTH PORTER. O father to all the porters 
of the market! 

SENTINEL [enviously, threatening them fiercely 
with his pilum] Hence, dogs: off. Out of this. 
[They fiy before him northward along the quay]. 


APOLLODORUS. Farewell, Ftatateeta. I shall 
be at the lighthouse before the Egyptians. 
[He descends the steps]. 

FTATATEETA. The gods Speed thee and pro- 
tect my nursling! 

The sentry returns from chasing the porters 
and looks doivji at the boat, standing near the 
stairhead lest Ftatateeta should attempt to escape. 

APOLLODORUS [from beneath, as the boat moves 
ojf] Farewell, valiant pilum pitcher. 

SENTINEL. Farewell, shopkeeper. 

APOLLODORUS. Ha, ha! Pull, thou brave 
boatman, pull. Soho-o-o-o-o! [He begins to 
sing in barcarolle measure to the rhythm of the 
oars] 

My heart, my heart, spread out thy wings; 

Shake off thy heavy load of love — 

Give me the oars, O son of a snail. 

SENTINEL [threatening Ftatateeta] Now mis- 
tress: back to your henhouse. In with you. 

FTATATEETA [falling on her knees and stretch- 
ing her hands over the waters] Gods of the seas, 
bear her safely to the shore! 

SENTINEL. Bear who safely? What do you 
mean? 

FTATATEETA [looking darkly at him] Gods of 
Egypt and of Vengeance, let this Roman fool 
be beaten like a dog by his captain for suffer- 
ing her to be taken over the waters. 

SENTINEL. Accursed one: is she then in the 
boat? [He calls over the sea] Hoiho, there, 
boatman! Hoiho! 

APOLLODORUS [singing in the distance] 

My heart, my heart, be whole and free; 

Love is thine only enemy. 

Meanjvhile Rufio, the morning's fighting done, 
sits munching dates on a faggot of brushwood 
outside the door of the lighthouse, which towers 
gigantic to the clouds on his left. His helmet, 
full of dates, is between his knees; and a leathern 
bottle of wine is by his side. Behind him the great 
stone pedestal of the lighthouse is shut in from 
the open sea by a low stone parapet, with a 
couple of steps in the middle to the broad coping. 
A huge chain 7viih a hook hangs down from the 
lighthouse crane above his head. Faggots like 
the one he sits on lie beneath it ready to be drawn 
up to feed the beacon. 

Ccesar is standing on the step at the parapet 
looking out anxiously, evidently ill at ease. 
Britannus comes out of the lighthouse door. 

RUFIO. Well, my British islander. Have 
you been up to the top? 
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BRITANNUS. I have. I reckon it at 200 feet 
high. 

RUFio. Anybody up there? 

BRITANNUS. One elderly Tyrian to work 
the crane; and his son, a well conducted 
youth of I4f. 

RUFIO [looking at the chaiii] What! An old 
man and a boy work that! Twenty men, you 
mean. 

BRITANNUS. Two Only, I assure you. They 
have counterweights, and a machine with 
boiling water in it which I do not understand: 
it is not of British design. They use it to haul 
up barrels of oil and faggots to burn in the 
brazier on the roof. 

RUFIO. But — 

BRITANNUS. Excusc me*. I came down be- 
cause there are messengers coming along 
the mole to us from the island. I must see 
what their business is. [He hurries out past the 
lighthouse], 

CifiSAR [coming away from the parapet ^ shiver^ 
ing and out of sorts] llufio: this has been a 
mad expedition. We shall be beaten. I wish 
I knew how our men are getting on with that 
barricade across the great mole. 

RUFIO [angrily] Must I leave my food and 
go starving to bring you a report? 

CiESAR [soothing htmnermusly] No, Rufio, no. 
Eat, my son, eat. [He takes another turn, Rufio 
chewing dates meanwhile]. The Egyptians can- 
not be such fools as not to storm the barricade 
andswoopdownonus here before it is finished. 
It is the first time I have ever run an avoid- 
able risk. I should not have come to Egypt. 

RUFIO. An hour ago you were all for victory. 

c^SAR [apologetically] Yes: I was a fool — 
rash, Rufio — boyish. 

RUFIO. Boyish! Not a bit of it. Here [offering 
him a handful of dates], 

CiESAR. What are these for? 

RUFIO. To eat. Thats whats the matter with 
you. When a man comes to your age, he runs 
down before his midday meal. Eat and drink; 
and then have another look at our chances. 

CAESAR [taking the dates] My age! [He shakes 
his head and bites a date]. Yes, Rufio: I am an 
old man — worn out now — true, quite true. 
[He gives way to melancholy contemplation, 
and eats another date], Achillas is still in his 
prime: Ptolemy is a boy. [He eats another date, 
and plucks up a little]. Well, every dog has 
his day; and I have had mine: I cannot com- 
plain. [With sudden cheerfulness] These dates 
arc not bad, Rufio. [Britannus returns, greatly 


excited, with a leathern bag. Ccesar is himself 
again in a moment]. What now? 

BRITANNUS [triumphantly] Our brave Rho- 
dian mariners have captured a treasure. 
There! [He throws the hag down at Ccesar s feet]. 
Our enemies are delivered into our hands. 

CAESAR. In that bag? 

BRITANNUS. Wait till you hear, Ca?sar. This 
bag contains all the letters which have 
passed between Pompey s party and the 
army of occupation here. 

CiESAR. Well? 

BRITANNUS [impatient of Ccesar s slowness to 
grasp the situation] Well, we shall now know 
who your foes are. The name of every man 
who has plotted against you since you 
crossed the Rubicon may be in these papers, 
for all we know. 

CiESAR. Put them in the fire. 

BRITANNUS. Put them — [he gasps]\\\\ 

CiESAR. In the fire. Would you have me 
waste the next three years of my life in 
proscribing and condemning men who will 
be my friends when I have proved that my 
friendship is worth more than Pompey s 
was — than Cato's is. O incorrigible British 
islander: am I a bull dog, to seek quarrels 
merely to shew how stubborn my jaws are? 

BRITANNUS. But your honor — the honor of 
Rome — 

CiESAR. I do not make human sacrifices to 
my honor, as your Druids do. Since you will 
not burn these, at least I can drown them. 
[He picks up the bag and throws it over the para- 
pet into the sea], 

[ BRITANNUS. Cacsar*. this is mere eccentricity, 
j Are traitors to be allowed to go free for the 
sake of a paradox? 

RUFIO [rising] Caesar: when the islander has 
finished preaching, call me again. I am 
going to have a look at the boiling water 
machine. [He goes into the lighthouse], 

BRITANNUS [with genuine feeling] O Caesar, 
my great master, if I could but persuade you 
to regard life seriously, as men do in my 
country! 

CiESAR. Do they truly do so, Britannus? 

BRITANNUS. Have you not been there? 
Have you not seen them? What Briton 
speaks as you do in your moments of levity? 
What Briton neglects to attend the services 
at the sacred grove? What Briton wears 
clothes of many colors as you do, instead of 
plain blue, as all solid, well esteemed men 
should? These are moral questions with us. 
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CMSAR. Well, well, my friend: some day I 
shall settle down and have a blue toga, 
perhaps. Meanwhile, I must get on as best 
I can in my flippant Roman way. [Apollodorus 
comes past the lighthouse\ What now? 

BRiTANNus [turning quickly^ and challenging 
the stranger with official haughtiness^ What is 
this? Who are you? How did you come here? 

APOLLODORUS. Calm yourself, my friend: I 
am not going to eat you. I have come by 
boat, from Alexandria, with precious gifts 
for Caesar. 

c^SAR. From Alexandria! 

BRITANNUS [severely^ That is Caesar, sir. 

RUFio [appearing atthelighihousedoor'\ Whats 
the matter now? 

APOLLODORUS. Hail, great Caesar! I am 
Apollodorus the Sicilian, an artist. 

BRITANNUS. An artist! Why have they 
admitted this vagabond? 

CiESAR. Peace, man. Apollodorus is a 
famous patrician amateur. 

BRITANNUS [disconcerted^ I crave the gentle- 
man’s pardon. [To Ccesar^ I understood him 
to say that he was a professional. [Somewhat 
out of countenance^ he allows Apollodorus to 
approach Ccesar, changing places with him, 
Rufoy after looking Apollodorus up and donm 
with marked disparagement^ goes to the other 
side of the platform], 

CiESAR. You are welcome, Apollodorus. 
What is your business? 

APOLLODORUS. First, to deliver to you a 
present from the Queen of Queens. 

CiESAR. Who is that? 

APOLLODORUS. Cleopatra of Egypt. 

CiESAR [taking him into his confidence in his 
most winning manner] Apollodorus; this is no 
time for playing with presents. Pray you, go 
back to the Queen, and tell her that if all 
goes well I shall return to the palace this 
evening. 

APOLLODORUS. Csesar: I cannot return. As 
I approached the lighthouse, some fool threw 
a great leathern bag into the sea. It broke 
the nose of my boat; and I had hardly time 
to get myself and my charge to the shore 
before the poor little cockleshell sank. 

CiESAR. I am sorry, Apollodorus. The fool 
shall be rebuked. Well, well: what have you 
brought me? The Queen will be hurt if I do 
not look at it. * 

RUFIO. Have we time to waste on this 
trumpery? The Queen is only a child. 

c/BSAR. Just so: that is why we must not 


disappoint her. What is the present, Apollo- 
dorus? 

APOLLODORUS. Csesar: it is a Persian carpet 
— a beauty! And in it are — so I am told — 
pigeons’ eggs and crystal goblets and fragile 
precious things. I dare not for my head have 
it carried up that narrow ladder from the 
causeway. 

RUFIO. Swing it up by the crane, then. We 
will send the eggs to the cook; drink our 
wine from the goblets; and the carpet will 
make a bed for Caesar. 

APOLLODORUS. The crane! Caesar: I have 
sworn to tender this bale of carpet as I 
tender my own life. 

c^SAR [cheerfully] Then let them swing 
you up at the same time; and if the chain 
breaks, you and the pigeons’ eggs will perish 
together. [He goes to the chain and looks up 
along it, examining it curiously], 

APOLLODORUS [to Britannus] Is Caesar serious? 

BRITANNUS. His manner is frivolous because 
he is an Italian; but he means what he says. 

APOLLODORUS. ScHous or not, he spake well. 
Give me a squad of soldiers to work the 
crane. 

BRITANNUS. Leave the crane to me. Go and 
await the descent of the chain. 

APOLLODORUS. Good. You will presently see 
me there [turning to them all and pointing with 
an eloquent gesture to the sky above the parapet] 
rising like the sun with my treasure. 

He goes hack the way he came, Britannus goes 
into the lighthouse, 

RUFIO [ill-humoredly] Are you really going 
to wait here for this foolery, Caesar? 

c^SAR [backing aivay from the crane as it 
gives signs of ivorking] Why not? 

RUFIO. The Egyptians will let you know 
why not if they have the sense to make a 
rush from the shore end of the mole before 
our barricade is finished. And here we are 
waiting like children to see a carpet full of 
pigeons’ eggs. 

The chain rattles, and is drawn up high 
enough to clear the parapet. It then swings 
round out of sight behind the lighthouse, 

c^SAR. Fear not, my son Rufio. When the 
first Egyptian takes his first step along the 
mole, the alarm will sound; and we two will 
reach the barricade from our end before the 
Egyptians reach it from their end — we two, 
Rufio: I, the old man, and you, his biggest 
boy. And the old man will be there first. 
So peace; and give me some more dates. 
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APOLLODORUS [from the causeway helow'\ 
Soho, haul away. So-ho-o-o-o! [The chain is 
drawn up and comes round again from behind 
the lighthouse, Apollodorus is swinging in the 
air with his bale of carpet at the end of it. He 
breaks into song as he soars above the parapet] 

Aloft, aloft, behold the blue 
That never shone in woman’s eyes — 

Easy there; stop her. [He ceases to rise]. 
Further round! [The chain comes forward 
above the platform], 

RUFio [calling up] Lower away there. [The 
chain and its load begin to descend], 

APOLLODORUS [calling up] Gently — slowly — 
mind the eggs. 

RUFIO [calling up] Easy there — slowly — 
slowly. 

Apollodorus and the bale are deposited safely \ 
on the flags in the middle of the platform, Rufio 
and Caesar help Apollodorus to cast off the 
chain from the bale, 

RUFIO. Haul up. 

The chain rises clear of their heads 7vitk a 
rattle, Britannus comes from the lighthouse and 
helps them to uncord the carpet, 

APOLLODORUS [when the cords are loose] Stand 
off, my friends: let Caesar see. [He throws the 
carpet opeii], 

RUFIO. Nothing but a heap of shawls. 
Where are the pigeons’ eggs? 

APOLLODORUS. Approach, Caesar; and search 
for them among the shawls. 

RUFIO [drawing his srvord] Ha, treachery! 
Keep back, Caesar: I saw the shawl move: 
there is something alive there. 

BRITANNUS [drawing his stvord] It is a ser- 
pent. 

APOLLODORUS. Dares Caesar thrust his hand 
into the sack where the serpent moves? 
RUFIO [turning to him] Treacherous dog — 
CiESAR. Peace. Put up your swords. Apollo- 
dorus: your serpent seems to breathe very 
regularly. [He thrusts his hand under the shawls 
and draws out a bare arm]. This is a pretty 
little snake. 

RUFIO [drawing out the other arm] Let us 
have the rest of you. 

They pull Cleopatra up by the wrists into a 
sitting position, Britannus ^ scandalized, sheathes 
his sword with a drive of protest, 

CLEOPATRA [gasping] Oh, I’m smothered. 
Oh, Caesar, a man stood on me in the boat; 
and a great sack of something fell upon me 
out of the sky; and then the boat sank; and 


then I was swung up into the air and bumped 
down. 

CiESAR [petting her as she rises and takes refuge 
on his breast] Well, never mind: here you are 
safe and sound at last. 

RUFIO. Ay; and now that she is here, what 
are we to do with her? 

BRITANNUS. She cannot stay here, Caesar, 
without the companionship of some matron. 

CLEOPATRA [jcalously, to Caesar, who is obvi- 
ously perplexed] Arnt you glad to see me? 

CiESAR. Yes, yes; / am very glad. But Rufio 
is very angry; and Britannus is shocked. 

CLEOPATRA [contemptuously] You can have 
their heads cut off, can you not? 

CiESAR. They would not be so useful with 
their heads cut off as they are now, my sea 
bird. 

RUFIO [to Cleopatra] We shall have to go 
away presently and cut some of your Egyp- 
tians’ heads off. How will you like being left 
liere with the chance of being captured by 
that little brother of yours if we are beaten? 

CLEOPATRA. But you mustnt leave me alone. 
Caesar: you will not leave me alone, will you? 

RUFIO. What! not when the trumpet 
sounds and all our lives depend on Ca?sar’s 
being at the barricade before the Egyptians 
reach it? Eh? 

CLEOPATRA. Let them lose their lives: they 
are only soldiers. 

CiESAR [gravely] Cleopatra: when that 
trumpet sounds, we must take every man 
his life in his hand, and throw it in the face 
of Death. And of my soldiers who have 
trusted me there is not one whose hand I 
shall not hold more sacred than your head. 
[Cleopatra is overwhelmed. Her eyes fill with 
tears], Apollodorus: you must take her back 
to the palace. 

APOLLODORUS. Am I a dolphin, Caesar, to 
cross the seas with young ladies on my back? 
My boat is sunk: all yours are either at the 
barricade or have returned to the city. I will 
hail one if I can: that is all I can do. [He goes 
back to the causeway], 

CLEOPATRA [struggUng with her tears] It does 
not matter. I will not go back. Nobody cares 
for me. 

CiESAR. ejeopatra — 

CLEOPATRA. You Want me to be killed. 

CiESAR [still more gravely] My poor child: 
your life matters little here to anyone but 
yourself [She gives way altogether at this, cast- 
ing herself down on the faggots weeping, Sud- 
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denly a great tumult is heard in the distance, 
bucinas and trumpets sounding through a storm 
of shouting. Britanmis rushes to the parapet and 
looks along the mole. Ccrsar and Rufio turn to 
one another with quick intelligence]. 

CiESAR. Come, Rufio. 

CLEOPATRA [scra7nbling to her knees and 
clinging to him] No, no. Do not leave me, 
Caesar, [lie snatches his skirt from her clutch]. 
Oh! 

BRITANNUS [from the parapet] Caesar: we are 
cut off. The Egyptians have landed from the 
west harbor between us and the barricade!!! 

RUFIO [running to see] Curses! It is true. We 
are caught like rats in a trap. 

CiESAR [ruthfully] Rufio, Rufio: my men at 
the barricade are between the sea party and 
the shore party. I have murdered them. 

RUFIO [coming back from the parapet to 
Ccesars right hand] Ay: that comes of fooling 
with this girl here. 

APOLLODORUS [coming up quickly from the 
causeway] Look over the parapet, Caesar. 

c^SAR. We have looked, my friend. We 
must defend ourselves here. 

APOLLODORUS. I have thrown the ladder 
into the sea. They cannot get in without it. 

RUFIO. Ay; and we cannot get out. Have 
you thought of that? 

APOLLODORUS. Not get out! Why not? You 
have ships in the east harbor. 

BRITANNUS [hopcfidly, at the parapet] The 
Rhodian galleys are standing in towards us 
already. [Ccesar quickly joins Britannus at the 
parapet]. 

RUFIO [to Apollodorus, mpatiently] And by 
what road are we to walk to the galleys, 
pray? 

APOLLODORUS [with gay, defant rhetoric] By 
the road that leads everywhere — the dia- 
mond path of the sun and moon. Have you 
never seen the child’s shadow play of The 
Broken Bridge? “Ducks and geese with ease 
get over” — eh? [He throws away his cloak and 
cap, and binds his sword on his back]. 

RUFIO. What are you talking about? 

APOLLODORUS. I will shew you. [Calling to 
Britannus] How far off is the nearest galley? 

BRITANNUS. Fifty fathom. 

CiESAR. No, no: they are further off than 
they seem in this clear air to your British 
eyes. Nearly quarter of a mile, Apollodorus. 

APOLLODORUS. Good. Defend yourselves 
here until I send you a boat from that galley. 

RUFIO. Have you wings, perhaps? 


APOLLODORUS. Water wings, soldier. Be- 
hold! 

He runs up the steps between Ccesar and Bri- 
iannus to the coping of the parapet; springs into 
the air; and plunges head foremost into the sea. 

CiESAR [like a schoolboy — wildly excited] 
Bravo, bravo! [Throning off his cloak] By 
Jupiter, I will do that too. 

RUFIO [seizing him] You are mad. You shall 
not. 

CiESAR. Wily not? Can I not swim as well 
as he? 

RUFIO [frantic] Can an old fool dive and 
swim like a young one? He is twenty-five and 
you are fifty. 

CiESAR [breaking loose from Rufio] Old!!! 

BRITANNUS [shockcd] Rufio*. you forget your- 
self. 

CiESAR. I will race you to the galley for a 
week’s pay, father Rufio. 

CLEOPATRA. Blit me! me!! me!!! what is to 
become of me? 

CiESAR. I will carry you on my back to the 
galley like a dolphin. Rufio: when you see 
me rise to the surface, throw her in: I will 
answer for her. And then in with you after 
her, both of you. 

CLEOPATRA. No, no, NO. I shall be drowned. 

BRITANNUS. Cfpsar: I am a man and a Briton, 
not a fish. I must have a boat. I cannot swim. 

CLEOPATRA. Neither can I. 

CiESAR [^o Britan7ius] Stay here, then, alone, 
until I recapture the lighthouse: I will not 
forget you. Now, Rufio. 

RUFIO. You have made up your mind to 
this folly? 

CiESAR. The Egyptians have made it up for 
me. What else is there to do? And mind 
where you jump: I do not want to get your 
fourteen stone in the small of my back as I 
come up. [He runs up the steps and stands on 
the coping. 

BRITANNUS [anxiously] One last word, 
Caesar. Do not let yourself be seen in the 
fashionable part of Alexandria until you 
have changed your clothes. 

CiESAR [calling over the sea] Ho, Apollodorus: 
[he points skyward and quotes the barcarolle] 
The white upon the blue above — 

APOLLODORUS [swimming in the distance] 

Is purple on the green below — 

CiESAR [exultantly] Aha! [He plunges into the 
seci]. 

CLEOPATRA [running excitedly to the steps] Oh, 
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let me see. He will be drowned [Rufio seizes 
her] — Ah — ah — ah — ah! [lie fitches her 
screaming into the sea. Rujio and Britannus roar 
with laughter]. 

RUFIO [looking down after her] He has got 
her. [To Britannus] Hold the fort, Briton. 
Caesar will not forget you. [He springs off]. 

BRITANNUS [running to the steps to watch 
them as they swim] All safe, Rufio? 

RUFIO [swimming] All safe. 

CiESAR [swimming further off] Take refuge 
up there by the beacon; and pile the fuel on 
the trap door, Britannus. 

BRITANNUS [calling in reply\ I will first do so, 
and then commend myself to my country’s 
gods. [A sound of cheering from the sea. Britan- 
nus gives full vent to his excitement]. The boat 
has reached him: Hip, hip, hip, hurrah! 

ACT IV 

Cleopatra s sousing in the east harbor of Alex- 
andria was in October 48 n.c. hi March 47 she 
is passing the afternoon in her boudoir in the 
palace, among a bevy of her ladies, listening to a 
slave girl who is playing the harp in the middle 
of the room. The harpist's master, an old musi- 
cian, 7vith a lined face, prominent brofvs, white 
beard, rnoustache and eyebrows twisted and 
horned at the ends, and a consciously keen and 
pretentious expression, is squatting on the floor 
close to her on her right, watching her perform- 
ance. Ftataleeta is in attendance near the door, 
in front of a group of female slaves. Except the 
harp player all are seated: Cleopatra in a chair 
opposite the door on the other side of the room; 
the rest on the grouiid. Cleopatra' s ladies are all 
young, the most conspicuous being Charmian and 
Iras, her favorites. Charmian is a hatchet faced, 
terra cotta colored little goblin, swift in her move- 
ments, and neatly flnished at the hands and feet. 
Iras is a plump, goodnatured creature, rather 
fatuous, with a profusion of red hair, and a 
tendency to giggle on the slightest provocation. 

CLEOPATRA. Can I — 

FTATATEETA [insolently, to the player] Peace, 
thou! The Queen speaks. [The player stops]. 

CLEOPATRA [to the old musician] I want to 
learn to play the harp with my own hands. 
Caesar loves music. Can you teach me? 

MUSICIAN. Assuredly I and no one else can 
teach the queen. Have I not discovered the 
lost method of the ancient Egyptians, who 
could make a pyramid tremble by touching 
a bass string? All the other teachers are 


quacks: I have exposed them repeatedly. 

CLEOPATRA. Goodi you shall teach me. How 
long will it take? 

MUSICIAN. Not very long; only four years. 
Your Majesty must first become proficient 
in the philosophy of Pythagoras. 

CLEOPATRA. Ilasshc [indicating the slave] be- 
come proficient in the philosophy of Pytha- 
goras? 

MUSICIAN. Oh, she is but a slave. She learns 
as a dog learns. 

CLEOPATRA. Wcll, then, I will learn as a dog 
learns; for she plays better than you. You 
shall give me a lesson every day for a fort- 
night. [The musician hastily scrambles to his 
feet and bows profoundly]. After that, when- 
ever I strike a false note you shall be flogged; 
and if I strike so many that there is not time 
to flog you, you shall be thrown into the Nile 
to feed the crocodiles. Give the girl a piece 
of gold; and send them away. 

MUSICIAN [much taken aback] But true art 
will not be thus forced. 

FTATATEETA [pushing him out] What is this? 
Answering the Queen, forsooth. Out with 
you. 

He is pushed out by Ftatateeta, the girl follow- 
ing 7vitk her harp, amid the laughter of the ladies 
and slaves. 

CLEOPATRA. Now, can any of you amuse me? 
Have you any stories or any news? 

IRAS. Ftatateeta — 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, Ftatateeta, Ftatateeta, 
always Ftatateeta. Some new tale to set me 
against her. 

IRAS. No: this time Ftatateeta has been 
virtuous. [All the ladies laugh — not the slaves]. 
Pothinus has been trying to bribe her to let 
him speak with you. 

CLEOPATRA [wrathfidly] Ha! you all sell 
audiences with me, as if I saw whom you 
please, and not whom I please. I should like 
to know how mueh of her gold piece that 
harp girl will have to give up before she 
leaves the palace. 

IRAS. We can easily find out that for you. 

The ladies laugh. 

CLEOPATRA [froivning] You laugh; but take 
care, take care. I will find out some day how 
to make myself served as Caesar is served. 

CHARMIAN. Old hooknose! [They laugh 
again]. 

CLEOPATRA [revolted] Silence. Charmian: do 
not you be a silly little Egyptian fool. Do you 
know why I allow you all to chatter im- 



CiESAR AND CLEOPATRA 


983 


pertinently just as you please, instead of 
treating you as Ftatateeta would treat you 
if she were Queen? 

CHARMiAN. Because you try to imitate 
Cflesar in everything; and he lets everybody 
say what they please to him. 

CLEOPATRA. No; but because I asked him 
one day why he did so; and he said “Let your 
women talk; and you will learn something 
from them.” What have I to learn from them? 
I said. “What they are,” said he; and oh! you 
should have seen his eye as he said it. You 
would have curled up, you shallow things. 
[They laugh. She turns fiercely on Iras\ At 
whom are you laughing — at me or at Caesar? 

IRAS. At Caesar. 

CLEOPATRA. If you wcrc not a fool, you 
would laugh at me; and if you were not a 
coward you would not be afraid to tell me 
so. [Ftatateeta returns]. Ftatateeta; they tell 
me that Pothinus has offered you a bribe to 
admit him to my presence. 

FTATATEETA [protesting] Now by my father's 
gods — 

CLEOPATRA [cutting her short despotically] 
Have I not told you not to deny things? You 
would spend the day calling your father's 
gods to witness to your virtues if I let you. 
Go take the bribe; and bring in Pothinus. 
[Ftatateeta is about to reply], Dont answer me. 
Go. 

Ftatateeta goes out; and Cleopatra rises and 
begins to prowl to and fro between her chair and 
the door^ meditating. All rise and stand. 

IRAS she reluctantly me^] Heigho! I wish 
Caesar were back in Rome. 

CLEOPATRA [threateningly] It will be a bad 
day for you all when he goes. Oh, if I were 
not ashamed to let him see that I am as cruel 
at heart as my father, I would make you re- 
pent that speech! Why do you wish him 
away? 

ciiARMiAN. He makes you so terribly prosy 
and serious and learned and philosophical. 
It is worse than being religious, at our ages. 
[The ladies laugh], 

CLEOPATRA. Ccasc that endless cackling, 
will you. Hold your tongues. 

charmian [nnth mock resignation] Well, 
well: we must try to live up to Ca?sar. 

They laugh again. Cleopatra rages silently as 
she continues to prowl to and fro, Ftatateeta 
comes hack with Pothinus^ who halts on the 
threshold. 

ftatateeta [ai the door] Pothinus craves 


the ear of the — 

CLEOPATRA. There, there: that will do: let 
him come in. [S/ie resumes her seat. All sit doivn 
except Pothinus, who advances to the middle of 
the room. Ftatateeta takes her former p/nce]. 
Well, Pothinus: what is the latest news from 
your rebel friends? 

pothinus [haughtily] I am no friend of re- 
bellion. And a prisoner does not receive 
news. 

CLEOPATRA. You are no more a prisoner 
than I am — than Caesar is. These six months 
we have been besieged in this palace by my 
subjects. You are allowed to walk on the 
beach among the soldiers. Can I go further 
myself, or can Caesar? 

POTHINUS. You are but a child, Cleopatra, 
and do not understand these matters. 

The ladies laugh. Cleopatra looks inscrutably 
at him. 

CHARMIAN. I see you do not know the latest 
news, Pothinus. 

POTHINUS. What is that? 

CHARMIAN. That Cleopatra is no longer a 
child. Shall I tell you how to grow much 
older, and much, much wiser in one day? 

POTHINUS. I should prefer to grow wiser 
without growing older. 

CHARMIAN. Well, go up to tlic top of the 
lighthouse; and get somebody to take you 
by the hair and throw you into the sea. [The 
ladies laugh]. 

CLEOPATRA. She is right, Pothinus: you will 
come to the shore with much conceit washed 
out of you. [The ladies laugh, Cleopatra rises 
impatiently]. Begone, all of you. I will speak 
with Pothinus alone. Drive them out, Ftata- 
teeta. [They run out laughing. Ftatateeta shuts 
the door on them]. What are you waiting for? 

FTATATEETA. It is not meet that the Queen 
remain alone with — 

CLEOPATRA [interrupting her] Ftatateeta: 
must I sacrifice you to your father's gods to 
teach you that I am Queen of Egypt, and not 
you? 

FTATATEETA [indignantly] You are like the 
rest of them. You want to be what these 
Romans call a New Woman. goes out, 
hanging the door]. 

CLEOPATRA [sitting down again] Now, Pothi- 
nus: why did you bribe Ftatateeta to bring 
you hither? 

POTHINUS [studying her gravely] Cleopatra: 
what they tell me is true. You are changed. 

CLEOPATRA. Do you spcak with Caesar every 
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day for six months: and you will be changed. 

poTHiNus. It is the common talk that you 
are infatuated with this old man? 

CLEOPATRA. Infatuated? What does that 
mean? Made foolish, is it not? Oh no: I wish 
I were. 

POTHINUS. You wish you were made foolish! 
How so? 

CLEOPATRA. When I was foolish, I did what 
I liked, except when Ftatateeta beat me; and 
e\en then I cheated her and did it by stealth. 
Now that Caesar has made me wise, it is no 
use my liking or disliking: I do what must be 
done, and have no time to attend to myself. 
That is not happiness; but it is greatness. If 
Caesar were gone, I think I could govern the 
Egyptians; for what Caesar is to me, I am to 
the fools around me. 

POTHINUS [looking hard at her] Cleopatra: 
this may be the vanity of youth. 

CLEOPATRA. No, no: it is not that I am so 
clever, but that the others are so stupid. 

POTHINUS [imtsingli^] Truly, that is the 
great secret. 

CLEOPATRA. Well, now tell me what you 
came to say? 

POTHINUS [embarrassed] I! Nothing. 

CLEOPATRA. Nothing! 

POTHINUS. At least — to beg for my liberty: 
that is all. 

CLEOPATRA. For that you would have knelt 
to Caesar. No, Pothinus: you came with some 
plan that depended on Cleopatra being a 
little nursery kitten. Now that Cleopatra is 
a Queen, the plan is upset. 

POTHINUS [botving his head submissively] It 
is so. 

CLEOPATRA [cxultant] Aha! 

POTHINUS [raising his eyes keenly to hers] Is 
Cleopatra then indeed a Queen, and no 
longer Caesar’s prisoner and slave? 

CLEOPATRA. Pothinus; we are all Caesar’s 
slaves — all we in this land of Egypt — whether 
we will or no. And she who is wise enough to 
know this will reign when Caesar departs. 

POTHINUS. You harp on Caesar’s departure. 

CLEOPATRA. What if I do? 

POTHINUS. Does he not love you? 

CLEOPATRA. Lovc me! Pothinus: Caesar loves 
no one. Who are those we love. Only those 
whom we do not hate; all people are strangers 
and enemies to us except those we love. But 
it is not so with Caesar. H e has no hatred in 
him: he makes friends with everyone as he 
does with dogs and children. His kindness 


to me is a wonder: neither mother, father, 
nor nurse have ever taken so much care for 
me, or thrown open their thoughts to me so 
freely. 

POTHINUS. Well; is not this love? 

CLEOPATRA. What! when he will do as much 
for the first girl he meets on his way back to 
Rome? Ask his slave, Britannus: he has been 
just as good to him. Nay, ask his very horse! 
His kindness is not for anything in me: it is 
in his own nature. 

POTHINUS. But how can you be sure that he 
does not love you as men love women? 

CLEOPATRA. Bccause I cannot make him 
jealous. I have tried. 

POTHINUS. Hm! Perhaps I should have 
asked, then, do you love him? 

CLEOPATRA. Can one love a god? Besides, 

I love another Roman: one whom I saw long 
before Caesar — no god, but a man — one who 
can love and hate — one whom I can hurt and 
who would hurt me. 

POTHINUS. Does Caesar know this? 

CLEOPATRA, YcS. 

POTHINUS. And he is not angry? 

CLEOPATRA. He promises to send him to 
Egypt to please me! 

POTHINUS. I do not understand this man. 

CLEOPATRA [rvith superb contempt] You 
understand Caesar! How could you? [Proudly] 
I do — by instinct. 

POTHINUS [deferentially, after a moment's 
thought] Your Majesty caused me to be ad- 
mitted today. What message has the Queen 
for me? 

CLEOPATRA. This. You think that by making 
my brother king, you will rule in Egypt, be- 
cause you are his guardian and he is a little 
silly. 

POTHINUS. The Queen is pleased to say so. 

CLEOPATRA. The Quccn is pleased to say 
this also. That Caesar will eat up you, and 
Achillas, and my brother, as a cat eats up 
mice; and that he will put on this land of 
Egypt as a shepherd puts on his garment. 
And when he has done that, he will return to 
Rome, and leave Cleopatra here as his vice- 

roy- 

POTHINUS [breaking out wrath fully] That he 
shall never do. We have a thousand men to 
his ten; and we will drive him and his beg- 
garly legions into the sea. 

CLEOPATRA [with scorn, gelthig up to go] You 
rant like any common fellow. Go, then, and 
marshal your thousands; and make haste; 
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for Mithridates of Pergamos is at hand with 
reinforcements for Ccesar. Ccesar has held 
you at bay with two legions: we shall see 
what he will do with twenty. 

POTHiNUS. Cleopatra — 

CLEOPATRA. Enough, enough: Caesar has 
spoiled me for talking to weak things like 
you. [iS/!C goes out, Pothinus, with a gesture of 
rage^ is followings when Ftatateeta enters and 
stops him.] 

POTHINUS. Let me go forth from this hate- 
ful place. 

FTATATEETA. What angers you? 

POTHINUS. The curse of all the gods of 
Egypt be upon her! She has sold her country 
to the Roman, that she may buy it back from 
him with her kisses. 

FTATATEETA. Eool*. did slic not tcll you that 
she would have Caesar gone? 

POTHINUS. You listened? 

FTATATEETA. I took care that some honest 
woman should be at hand whilst you were 
with her. 

POTHINUS. Now by the gods — 

FTATATEETA. Enough of your gods! Caesar’s 
gods are all powerful here. It is no use you 
coming to Cleopatra: you are only an Egyp- 
tian. She will not listen to any of her own 
race: she treats us all as children. 

POTHINUS. May she perish for it! 

FTATATEETA [balefullp] May your tongue 
wither for that wish! Go! send for Lucius 
Septimius, the slayer of Pompey. He is a 
Roman: may be she will listen to him. Be- 
gone! 

POTHINUS [darkly] I know to whom I must 
go now. 

FTATATEETA [suspiciously] To wliom, then? 

POTHINUS. To a greater Roman than 
Lucius. And mark this, mistress. You 
thought, before Caesar came, that Egypt 
should presently be ruled by you and your 
crew in the name of Cleopatra. I set myself 
against it — 

FTATATEETA [interrupting him — rvrangling] 
Ay; that it might be ruled by you and your 
crew in the name of Ptolemy. 

POTHINUS. Better me, or even you, than a 
woman with a Roman heart; and that is what 
Cleopatra is now become. Whilst I live, she 
shall never rule. So guide yourself accord- 
ingly. [He goes out]. 

It is by this time drarving on to dinner time. 
The table is laid on the roof of the palace; and 
thither Rufio is now cUmhing, ushered by a 


majestic palace officials wand of office in hands 
and followed by a slave carrying an inlaid stool. 
After many stairs they emerge at last into a mass- 
ive colonnade on the roof. Light curtains are 
drawn between the columns on the north and east 
to soften the westering sun. The official leads 
Rufio to one of these shaded sections. A cord Jor 
pulling the curtains apart hangs down between 
the pillars. 

THE OFFICIAL [bo7ving] The Roman com- 
mander will await Caesar here. 

The slave sets down the stool near the southern- 
most column i and slips out through the curtains. 

RUFIO [sitting down, a Utile blown] Pouf! 
That was a climb. How high have we come? 

THE OFFICIAL. We are on the palace roof, O 
Beloved of Victory! 

RUFIO. Good! the Beloved of Victory has 
no more stairs to get up. 

A second official enters from the opposite end, 
ivalking backwards. 

THE SECOND OFFICIAL. Csesar approaches. 

Cassar, fresh from the bath, clad in a new 
tunic of purple silk, comes in, beaming and fes- 
tive, followed by two slaves carrying a light 
couch, which is hardly more than an elaborately 
designed bench. They place it near the northmost 
of the bvo curtained columns. When this is done 
they slip out through the curtains; and the Uvo 
officials, formally bowing, follow them. Rufio 
rises to receive Ccesar. 

CiESAR [coTTnVig ovcr to him] Why, Rufio! 
[Surveying his dress with an air of admiring 
astonishment] A new baldrick! A new golden 
pommel to your sword! And you have had 
your hair cut! But not your beard — ? im- 
possible! [He sniffs at Rufio" s beard]. Yes, 
perfumed, by Jupiter Olympus! 

RUFIO [growling] Well: is it to please my- 
self? 

c^SAR [affectionately] No, my son Rufio, but 
to please me — to celebrate my birthday. 

RUFIO [contemptuously] Your birthday! You 
always have a birthday when there is a pretty 
girl to be flattered or an ambassador to be 
conciliated. We had seven of them in ten 
months last year. 

CiESAR [contritely] It is true, Rufio! I shall 
never break myself of these petty deceits. 

RUFIO. Who is to dine with us — besides 
Cleopatra? 

CiESAR. Apollodorus the Sicilian. 

RUFIO. That popinjay! 

c^SAR. Come! the popinjay is an amusing 
dog — tells a story; sings a song; and saves us 
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the trouble of flattering the Queen. What 
does she care for old politicians and camp-fed 
bears like us? No; Apollodorus is good com- 
pany, Rufio, good company. 

RUFio. Well, he can swim a bit and fence 
a bit; he might be worse, if he only knew 
how to hold his tongue. 

CiESAR. The gods forbid he should ever 
learn! Oh, this military life! this tedious, 
brutal life of action! That is the worst of us 
Romans; we are mere doers and drudgers; a 
swarm of bees turned into men. Give me a 
good talker — one with wit and imagination 
enough to live without continually doing 
something! 

RUFIO. Ay! a nice time he would have of it 
with you when dinner was over! Have you 
noticed that I am before my time? 

CiESAR. Aha! I thought that meant some- 
thing. What is it? 

RUFIO. Can we be overheard here? 

CiESAR. Our privacy invites eavesdropping. 
I can remedy that, [//e claps his hands twice. 
The curtains are drawn ^ revealing the roof gar^ 
den 7vith a banqueting table set across in the 
middle for four persons^ one at each end^ a?id 
two side bp side. The side next Caesar and Rufio 
is blocked with golden wine vessels and basins. A 
gorgeous major-domo is superintending the lap- 
ing of the table bp a staff of slaves. The colon- 
nade goes round the garden at both sides to the 
further end, where a gap in it, like a great gate- 
wap ^ leaves the view open to the skp bepond the 
western edge of the roof except in the middle ^ 
where a life size image of Ra, seated on a huge 
plinth^ towers up, with hawk head and crown of 
asp and disk. His altar, which stands at his feet, 
is a single white stone\ Now everybody can see 
us, nobody will think of listening to us. [He 
sits down on the bench left bp the two slaves\ 

RUFIO [sitting down on his stool] Pothinus 
wants to speak to you. I advise you to see 
him; there is some plotting going on here 
among the women. 

CiESAR. Who is Pothinus? 

RUFIO. The fellow with hair like squirrels 
fur — the little King’s bear leader, whom you 
kept prisoner. 

CiESAR [annoped] And has he not escaped? 

RUFIO. No. 

CiESAR [rising imperiouslp] Why not? You 
have been guarding this man instead of 
watching the enemy. Have I not told you 
always to let prisoners escape unless there 
are special orders to the contrary? Are there 


not enough mouths to be fed without him? 

RUFIO. Yes; and if you would have a little 
sense and let me cut his throat, you would 
save his rations. Anyhow, he wont escape. 
Three sentries have told him they would put 
a pilum through him if they saw him again. 
What more can they do? He prefers to stay 
and spy on us. So would I if I had to do with 
generals subject to fits of clemency. 

CiESAR [res7iming his seat, argued dow7i] Hm! 
And so he wants to see me. 

RUFIO. Ay. I have brought him with me. 
He is waiting there [jerking his thumb over his 
shoulder] under guard. 

CiESAR. And you want me to see him? 

RUFIO [obsiinatelp] I dont want anything. I 
daresay you will do what you like. Dont put 
it on to me. 

CiESAR [with an air of doing it expresslp to 
indulge Rufio] Well, well: let us have him. 

RUFIO [calling] Ho there, guard! Release 
your man and send him up. [Beckoyiing]. 
Come along! 

Pothinus enters and stops mistrustfullp be- 
tween the two, looking from one to the other. 

CiESAR [graciouslp] Ah, Pothinus! You are 
welcome. And what is the news this after- 
noon? 

POTHINUS. Caesar: I come to warn you of a 
danger, and to make you an offer. 

CiESAR. Never mind the danger. Make the 
offer. 

RUFIO. Never mind the offer. Whats the 
danger? 

POTHINUS. Caesar: you think that Cleo- 
patra is devoted to you. 

CiESAR [gravelp] My friend: I already know 
what I think. Come to your offer. 

POTHINUS. I will deal plainly. I know not 
by what strange gods you have been enabled 
to defend a palace and a few yards of beach 
against a city and an army. Since we cut you 
off from Lake Mareotis, and you dug wells 
in the salt sea sand and brought up buckets 
of fresh water from them, we have known 
that your gods are irresistible, and that you 
are a worker of miracles. I no longer threaten 
you — 

RUFIO [sarcasticallp] Very handsome of you, 
indeed. 

POTHINUS. So be it: you are the master. 
Our gods sent the north west winds to keep 
you in our hands; but you have been too 
strong for them. 

CiESAR [genilp urging him to come to the poini\ 



CiESAR AND CLEOPATRA 


287 


Yes, yes, my friend. But what then? i 

RUFio. Spit it out, man. What have you 
to say? 

pOTHiNus. I have to say that you have a 
traitress in your camp. Cleopatra — 

THE MAJOR-DOMO [at the table, announcing] 
The Queen! [Ccesar and Rujio rise]. 

RUFIO [aside to Pothinus] You should have 
spat it out sooner, you fool. Now it is too late. 

Cleopatra, in gorgeous raiment, enters in state 
through the gap in the colonnade, and comes 
down past the image of Ra and past the table to 
Caesar. Her retinue, headed by Ftatateeta, joins 
the staff at the table. Ca*sar gives Cleopatra his 
seat, which she takes. 

CLEOPATRA [quickly. Seeing Pothinus] What 
is he doing here? 

c^SAR [seating himself beside her, in the most 
amiable of tempers] Just going to tell me 
something about you. You shall hear it. 
Proceed, Pothinus. 

POTHINUS [disconcerted] Caesar — [he stam- 
mers]. 

CiESAR. Well, out with it. 

POTHINUS. What I have to say is for your 
ear, not for the Queen’s. 

CLEOPATRA [with subducd ferocity] There are 
means of making you speak. Take care. 

POTHINUS [defiantly] Caesar docs not employ 
those means. 

CiESAR. My friend: when a man has any- 
thing to tell in this world, the difficulty is not 
to make him tell it, but to prevent him from 
telling it too often. Let me celebrate my 
birthday by setting you free. Farewell: we 
shall not meet again. 

CLEOPATRA [angrily] Caesar: this mercy is 
foolish. 

POTHINUS [to Ccesar] Will you not give me a 
private audience? Your life may depend on 
it. [Ccesar rises loftily], 

RUFIO [aside to Pothinus] Ass! Now we shall 
have some heroics. 

CiESAR [oratorically] Pothinus — 

RUFIO [interrupting him] Ca*sar: the dinner 
will spoil if you begin preaching your favorite 
sermon about life and death. 

CLEOPATRA [p^iggishly] Peace, Rufio, I de- 
sire to hear Caesar. 

RUFIO [bluntly] Your Majesty has heard it 
before. You repeated it to Apollodorus last 
week; and he thought it was all your own. 
[Caesar s dignity collapses. Much tickled, he 
sits down again and looks roguishly at Cleo- 
pairaf who is furious, Rufio calls as before] Ho 


there, guard! Pass the prisoner out. He is 
released. [To Pothwus] Now off with you. 
You have lost your chance. 

POTHINUS [/i/^ temper overcoming his prudence] 

I will speak. 

c^.SAR [to Cleopatra] You see. Torture would 
not have wrung a word from him. 

POTHINUS. Caisar; you have taught Cleo- 
patra the arts by which the Romans govern 
the world. 

CiESAR. Alas! they cannot even govern 
themselves. What then? 

POTHINUS. What then? Are you so besotted 
with her beauty that you do not see that she 
is impatient to reign in Egypt alone, and 
that her heart is set on your departure? 

CLEOPATRA [rishig] Liar! 

CiESAR [shocked] What! Protestations! Con- 
tradictions! 

CLEOPATRA [ashamed, but trembling with 
suppressed rage] No. I do not deign to con- 
tradict. Let him talk. sits down again]. 

POTHINUS. From her own lips I have heard 
it. You are to be her catspaw: you are to tear 
the crown from her brother’s head and set 
it on her own, delivering us all into her hand 
—delivering yourself also. And then Caesar 
can return to Rome, or depart through the 
gate of death, which is nearer and surer. 

CiESAR [calmly] Well, my friend; and is not 
this very natural? 

POTHINUS [astonished] Natural! Then you 
do not resent treachery? 

CiESAR. Resent! O thou foolish Egyptian, 
what have I to do with resentment? Do I 
resent the wind when it chills me, or the 
night when it makes me stumble in the dark- 
ness? Shall I resent youth when it turns from 
age, and ambition when it turns from servi- 
tude? To tell me such a story as this is but to 
tell me that the sun will rise tomorrow. 

CLEOPATRA [unublc to Contain herself] But it 
is false — false. I swear it. 

CASSAR. It is true, though you swore it a 
thousand times, and believed all you swore. 
[iS^e is convulsed with emotion. To screen her, 
he rises and takes Pothinus to Rufio, saywg] 
Come, Rufio: let us see Pothinus past the 
guard. I have a word to say to him. [Aside to 
them] We must give the Queen a moment to 
recover herself. [Aloud] Come. [He takes 
Pothinus and Rufio out with him, conversing fviih 
them meanwhile]. Tell your friends, Pothinus, 
that they must not think I am opposed 
to a reasonable settlement of the country’s 
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affairs — [They pass out of hearing. 

CLEOPATRA [m a stifled whisper^ Ftatateeta, 
Ftatateeta. 

FTATATEETA [hurrying to her from the table 
and petting her'] Peace, child: be comforted — 

CLEOPATRA [interrupting her] Can they hear 
us? 

FTATATEETA. No, dear heart, no. # 

CLEOPATRA. Listen to me. If he leaves the 
Palace alive, never see my face again. 

FTATATEETA. He? Poth — 

CLEOPATRA [striking her on the mouth] Strike 
his life out as I strike his name from your 
lips. Dash him down from the wall. Break 
him on the stones. Kill, kill, kill him. 

FTATATEETA [shetving all her teeth] The dog 
shall perish. 

CLEOPATRA. Fail in this, and you go out 
from before me for ever. 

FTATATEETA [rcsolutcly] So be it. You shall 
not see my face until his eyes are darkened. 

Ccesar comes back, with Apollodorus, ex- 
quisitely dressed, and Ruflo. 

CLEOPATRA [to Ftatateeta] Come soon — 
soon. [Ftatateeta turns her meaning eyes for a 
moment on her mistress; then goes grimly away 
past Ra and out. Cleopatra runs like a gazelle to 
Ciesar] So you have come back to me, Ca?sar. 
[Caressingly] I thought you were angry. 
Welcome, Apollodorus. [She gives him her hand 
to kiss, with her other arm about Coesar]. 

APOLLODORUS. Cleopatra grows more 
womanly beautiful from week to week. 

CLEOPATRA. Truth, Apollodorus? 

APOLLODORUS. Far, far short of the truth! 
Friend Rufio threw a pearl into the sea: 
Ceesar fished up a diamond. 

CiESAR. Csesar fished up a touch of rheuma- 
tism, my friend. Come: to dinner! to dinner! 
[They move towards the table]. 

CLEOPATRA [skipping like ayoungfatvn] Yes, 
to dinner. I have ordered such a dinner for 
you, Csesar! 

C.ESAR. Ay? What are we to have? 

CLEOPATRA. Pcacocks' brains. 

CiGSAR [a5 if his mouth watered] Peacocks* 
brains, Apollodorus! 

APOLLODORUS. Not for me. I prefer nightin- 
gales* tongues. [He goes to one of the two 
covers set side by side]. 

CLEOPATRA. Roast boar, Rufio! 

RUFIO [gluttonously] Good! [He goes to the 
seat next Apollodorus, on his left]. 

c MS AK [looking at his seat, which is at the end 
of the table, to Ra*s left harid] What has be- 


come of my leathern cushion? 

CLEOPATRA [at the opposite end] I have got 
new ones for you. 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Thcsc cushions, Caesar, 
are of Maltese gauze, stuffed with rose leaves. 

CiESAR. Rose leaves! Am I a caterpillar? 
[He throws the cushions away and seats himself 
on ike leather mattress underneath]. 

CLEOPATRA. What a shame! My new 
cushions! 

THE MAJOR-DOMO [at CcesaFs elbow] What 
shall we serve to whet Caesar’s appetite? 

CiESAR. What have you got? 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Sca hcdgchogs, black 
and white sea acorns, sea nettles, beccaficoes, 
purple shellfish — 

CiESAR. Any oysters? 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Assurcdly. 

CA5SAR. British oysters? 

THE MAJOR-DOMO [assenting] British oysters, 
Ca'sar. 

CiESAR. Oysters, then. [The Major-Domo 
signs to a slave at each order; and the slave goes 
out to execute ef], I have been in Britain — that 
western land of romance — the last piece of 
earth on the edge of the ocean that surrounds 
the world. I went there in search of its famous 
pearls. The British pearl was a fable; but in 
searching for it I found the British oyster. 

APOLLODORUS. All posterity will bless you 
for it. [7b the Major-Domo] Sea hedgehogs 
for me. 

RUFIO. Is there nothing solid to begin with? 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Fieldfares with aspara- 
gus— 

CLEOPATRA [interrupting] Fattened fowls! 
have some fattened fowls, Rufio. 

RUFIO. Ay, that will do. 

CLEOPATRA [greedily] Fieldfares for me. 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Caesar will deign to 
choose his wine? Sicilian, Lesbian, Chian — 

RUFIO [contemptuously] All Greek. 

APOLLODORUS. Wlio would drink Roman 
wine when he could get Greek? Try the 
Lesbian, Csesar. 

CiESAR. Bring me my barley water. 

RUFIO [with intense disgust] Ugh! Bring me 
my Falernian. [The Falernian is presently 
brought to hhn], 

CLEOPATRA [pouting] It is waste of time 
giving you dinners, Csesar. My scullions 
would not condescend to your diet. 

CiESAR [relenting Well, well: let us try the 
Lesbian. [The Major-Domo Jills Ccesar s gob- 
let; then Cleopaira*s and Apollodorus* s]. But 
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when I return to Rome, I will make laws 
against these extravagances. I will even get 
the laws carried out. 

CLEOPATRA \coaxingly\ Never mind. Today 
you are to be like other people: idle, luxurious, 
and kind. [iS/te stretches her hand to him along 
the iahle\ 

CiESAU. Well, for once I will sacrifice iny 
comfort — \kissing her handi\ there! [lie takes 
a draught of win^. Now are you satisfied? 

CLEOPATRA. And you no longer believe that 
I long for your departure for Rome? 

CiESAR. I no longer believe anything. My 
brains are asleep. Besides, who knows 
whether I shall return to Rome? 

RUFio [alarmed^ How? Eh? What? 

CiESAR. What has Rome to shew me that 
I have not seen already? One year of Rome 
is like another, except that I grow older, 
whilst the crowd in the Appian Way is always 
the same age. 

APOLLO DORus. It is no better here in Egypt. 
The old men, when they are tired of life, say 
“We have seen everything except the source 
of the Nile.” 

CiESAR imagination catching fire^ And 
why not see that? Cleopatra: will you come 
with me and track the flood to its cradle in 
the heart of the regions of mystery? Shall 
we leave Rome behind us — Rome, that has 
achieved greatness only to learn how great- 
ness destroys nations of men who are not 
great! Shall I make you a new kingdom, and 
build you a holy city there in the great un- 
known? 

CLEOPATRA [rapturouslf] Yes, yes. You shall. 

RUFIO. Ay: now he will coruiuer Africa 
with two legions before we come to the roast 
boar. 

APOLLO DORUS. Comc: no scoffing. This is a 
noble scheme: in it Caesar is no longer merely 
the conquering soldier, but the creative poet- 
artist. Let us name the holy city, and con- 
secrate it with Lesbian wine. 

c^SAR. Cleopatra shall name it herself. 

CLEOPATRA. It shall be called Caesar’s Gift 
to his Beloved. 

APOLLODORUS. No, no. Something vaster 
than that — something universal, like the 
starry firmament. 

CiESAR [prosaicallf\ Why not simply The 
Cradle of the Nile! 

CLEOPATRA. No*. the Nile is my ancestor; 
and he is a god. Oh! I have thought of some- 
thing. The Nile shall name it himself. Let 
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us call upon him. [To the Major-Domo] Send 
for him. [The three men stare at One another; 
hut the Major-Domo goes out as if he had re- 
ceived the most matter-of-fact order]. And [to 
the retimie] away with you all. 

The retinue withdraws, making obeisance. 

A priest eMers, carrying a miniature sphinx 
with a tiny tripod before it. A morsel of incense 
is smoking in the tripod. The priest comes to the 
table and places the image in the middle of it. 
The light begins to change to the magenta purple 
of the Egyptian su7iset, as f the god had brought 
a strange colored shadow with him. The three 
men are determined not to be impressed; but they 
feel curious in spite of themselves. 

CiESAR. What hocus-pocus is this? 

CLEOPATRA. You shall see. And it is not 
hocus-pocus. To do it properly, we should 
kill something to please him; but perhaps he 
will answer Ca?sar without that if we spill 
some wine to him. 

APOLLODORUS [turning his head to look up over 
his shoulder at Why not appeal to our 
hawkhcaded friend here? 

CLEOPATRA [nervously] Sh! He will hear you 
and be angry. 

RUFio [phlegmatically] The source of the 
Nile is out of his district, I expect. 

CLEOPATRA. No*. I will have my city named 
by nobody but rny dear little sphinx, because 
it was in its arms that Caesar found me asleep. 
[*Sy^e languishes at Ccesar; then tur?is curtly to the 
priest]. Go. I am a priestess, and have power 
to take your charge from you. [The priest 
makes a reverence and goes out]. Now let us call 
on the Nile all together. Perhaps he will rap 
on the table. 

CiESAR. What! table rapping! Are such 
superstitions still believed in this year 707 
of the Republic? 

CLEOPATRA. It is DO supcrstition*. our priests 
learn lots of things from the tables. Is it not 
so, Apollodorus? 

APOLLODORUS. Ycs: I profcss myself a 
converted man. When Cleopatra is priestess, 
Apollodorus is devotee. Propose the con- 
juration. 

CLEOPATRA. You must say with me “Send 
us thy voice, Father Nile.’’ 

ALL FOUR [holding their glasses together before 
the idol] Send us thy voice. Father Nile. 

The death cry of a man in mortal terror and 
agony answers them. Appalled, the men set down 
their glasses, and listen. Silence. 'The purple 
deepens in the sky. Caesar, glancing at Cleopatra^ 

h 
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catches her pouring out her wine before the gody 
with gleaming eyesy and mute assurances of 
gratitude and worship* Apollodorus springs up 
and runs to the edge of the roof to peer down arid 
listen* 

CiESAR [looking piercingly at Cleopatra^ What 
was that? 

CLEOPATRA [petulantly] Nothing. They are 
beating some slave. 

CiESAR. Nothing! 

RUFio. A man with a knife in him, Til 
swear. 

CiESAR [rising] A murder! 

APOLLODORUS [at the back, reaving his hand 
for silence] S-sh! Silence. Did you hear that? 

CiESAR. Another cry? 

APOLLODORUS [returning to the table] No, a 
thud. Something fell on tlie beach, I think. 

RUFIO [grimly, as he rises] Something with 
bones in it, eh? 

CiESAR [shuddering] Flush, hush, Rufio. [He 
leaves the table and returns to the colonnade: 
Rufio following at his left elbow, and Apollo- 
dorus at the other side]* 

CLEOPATRA [stHl in her place at the table] Will 
you leave me, Ca?sar? Apollodorus: are you 
going? 

APOLLODORUS. Faith, dearest Queen, my 
appetite is gone. 

CiESAR. Go down to the courtyard, Apollo- 
dorus; and find out what has happened. 

Apollodorus nods and goes out, making for the 
staircase by rvhich Rufio ascended. 

CLEOPATRA. Your soldicrs have killed some- 
body, perhaps. What does it matter? 

The murmur of a crowd rises from the beach 
below. Caesar and Rufio look at one another. 

CiESAR. This must be seen to. [He is about 
to follow Apollodorus when Rufio stops him rviih 
a hand on his arm as Ftatateeta comes back by 
the far end of the roof, with dragging steps, a 
drowsy satiety in her eyes and in the corners of 
the bloodhound lips. For a moment Ccesar sus- 
pects that she is drunk with wine. Not so Rufio: 
he knows well the red vintage that has inebriated 
her]* 

RUFIO [in a low tone] There is some mischief 
between those two. 

FTATATEETA. The Qucen looks again on the 
face of her servant. 

Cleopatra looks at her for a moment with an 
exultant refection of her murderous expression* 
Then she flings her arms round her; kisses her 
repeatedly and savagely; and tears ojf her jewels 
(wd heaps them on her. The two men turn from 


the spectacle to look at one another. Ftatateeta 
drags herself sleepily to the altar; kneels before 
Ra; and remains there in prayer* Caesar goes to 
Cleopatra, leaving Rufio in the colonnade. 

CiESAR [with searching earnestness] Cleopatra: 
what has happened? 

CLEOPATRA [in mortal dread of him, but with 
her utmost cajolery] Nothing, dearest Caesar. 
[With sickly sweetness, her voice almost failing 
Nothing. I am innocent. [She approaches him 
affectionately]. Dear Caesar: are you angry 
with me? Why do you look at me so? I have 
been here with you all the time. How can I 
know what has happened? 

CiESAR [reflectively] That is true. 

CLEOPATRA [greatly relieved, trying to caress 
him] Of course it is true. [He does not respond 
to the caress] You know it is true, Rufio. 

The murmur without suddenly sivells to a roar 
and subsides. 

RUFIO. I shall know presently. [He makes 
for the altar in the burly trot that serves him for 
a stride, and touches Ftatateeta on the shoulder]. 
Now, mistress: I shall want you. [He orders 
her, with a gesture, to go before him]. 

FTATATEETA [rising and glowering at him] 
My place is with the Queen. 

CLEOPATRA. She lias done no harm, Rufio. 

CiESAR [to Rufio] Let her stay. 

RUFIO [sitting down on the altar] Very well. 
Then my place is here too; and you can see 
what is the matter for yourself. The city is in 
a pretty uproar, it seems. 

CiESAR [with grave displeasure] Rufio: there 
is a time for obedience. 

RUFIO. And there is a time for obstinacy. 
[He folds his arms doggedly]. 

CiESAR [to Cleopatra] Send her away. 

CLEOPATRA [rvhining in her eagerness to pro- 
pitiate him] Yes, I will. I will do whatever you 
ask me, Caesar, always, because I love you. 
Ftatateeta: go away. 

FTATATEETA. The Quccn’s word is my will. 
I shall be at hand for the Queen s call. 
goes out past Ra, as she came]. 

RUFIO [following her] Remember, Caesar, 
your bodyguard also is within call. [He 
follows her out]. 

Cleopatra, presuming upon Caesar s sub- 
mission to Rufio, leaves the table and sits down 
on the bench in the colonnade. 

CLEOPATRA. Why do you allow Rufio to 
treat you so? You should teach him his place. 

CiESAR. Teach him to be my enemy, and to 
hide his thoughts from me as you are now 
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hiding yours. 

CLEOPATRA \her fcars returning Why do you 
say that, Caesar? Indeed, indeed, I am not hid- 
ing anything. You are wrong to treat me like 
this. [SAe stifles a 506]. I am only a child; and 
you turn into stone because you think some 
one has been killed. I cannot bear it. [She 
purposely breaks down and weeps. He looks at 
her with profound sadness and complete coldness. 
She looks up to see what effect she is producing. 
Seeing that he is unmoved^ she sits up, pretending 
to struggle with her emotion and to put it bravely 
away\ But there: I know you hate tears: you 
shall not be troubled with them. I know you 
are not angry, but only sad; only I am so 
silly, I cannot help being hurt when you 
speak coldly. Of course you are quite right: 
it is dreadful to think of anyone being killed 
or even hurt; and I hope nothing really 
serious has — [her voice dies away under his 
contemptuous penetration]. 

C-®SAR. What has frightened you into this? 
What have you done? [A trumpet sounds <m 
the beach below]. Aha! that sounds like the 
answer. 

CLEOPATRA [sinking back trembling on the 
bench and covering her face with her hands] I 
have not betrayed you, Caesar: I swear it. 

c^SAR. I know that. I have not trusted you. 
[He turns from her, and is about to go out when 
Apollodorus and Britannus drag in Lucius 
Septimius to him. Rnflo follows. Coesar shudders]. 
Again, Pompey’s murderer! 

RUFio. The town has gone mad, I think. 
They are for tearing the palace down and 
driving us into the sea straight away. We 
laid hold of this renegade in clearing them 
out of the courtyard. 

c^SAR. Release him. [They let go his arms]. 
What has offended the citizens, Lucius 
Septimius? 

LUCIUS. What did you expect, Caesar? 
Pothinus was a favorite of theirs. 

c^SAR. What has happened to Pothinus? 
I set him free, here, not half an hour ago. 
Did they not pass him out? 

LUCIUS. Ay, through the gallery arch sixty 
feet above ground, with three inches of steel 
in his ribs. He is as dead as Pompey. We are 
quits now, as to killing — you and I. 

CiESAR [shocked] Assassinated! — our pris- 
oner, our guest! [He turns reproachfully on 
Rufio] Rufio — 

RUFIO [emphatically — anticipating the ques- 
tion] Whoever did it was a wise man and 


a friend of yours [Cleopatra is greatly em- 
boldened]', but none of us had a hand in it. 
So it is no use to frown at me. [Ccesar turns 
and looks at Cleopatra]. 

CLEOPATRA [violently — rising] He was slain 
by order of the Queen of Egypt. I am not 
Julius Caesar the dreamer, who allows every 
slave to insult him. Rufio has said I did well: 
now the others shall judge me too. [aSAc turns 
to the others]. This Pothinus sought to make 
me conspire with him to betray Caesar to 
Achillas and Ptolemy. I refused; and he 
cursed me and came privily to Caesar to 
accuse me of his own treachery. I caught 
him in the act; and he insulted me — m e, the 
Queen! to my face. Caesar would not avenge 
me: he spoke him fair and set him free. Was 
I right to avenge myself? Speak, Lucius. 

LUCIUS. I do not gainsay it. But you will 
get little thanks from Caesar for it. 

CLEOPATRA. Speak, Apollodorus. Was I 
wrong? 

APOLix)DORUs. I have only one word of 
blame, most beautiful. You should have 
called upon me, your knight; and in fair duel 
I should have slain the slanderer. 

CLEOPATRA [passionatcly] I will be judged 
by your very slave, Caesar. Britannus: speak. 
Was I wrong? 

BRITANNUS. Were treachery, falsehood, 
and disloyalty left unpunished, society must 
become like an arena full of wild beasts, tear- 
ing one another to pieces. Caesar is in the 
wrong. 

CACSAR [with quiet " bitterness] And so the 
verdict is against me, it seems. 

CLEOPATRA [vehemently] Listen to me, 
Caesar. If one man in all Alexandria can be 
found to say that I did wrong, I swear to 
have myself crucified on the door of the 
palace by my own slaves. 

CiESAR. If one man in all the world can be 
found, now or forever, to know that you did 
wrong, that man will have either to conquer 
the world as I have, or be crucified by it. 
[The uproar in the streets again reaches therri]. 
Do you hear? These knockers at your gate 
are also believers in vengeance and in stab- 
bing. You have slain their leader: it is right 
that they shall slay you. If you doubt it, ask 
your four counsellors here. And then in the 
name of that right [Ae emphasizes the word 
with great scorn] shall I not slay them for 
murdering their Queen, and be slain in my 
turn by their countrymen as the invader of 
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their fatherland? Can Rome do less then than 
slay these slayers, tooj^to shew the world how 
Rome avenges her sons and her honor. And 
so, to the end of history, murder shall breed 
murder, always in the name of right and 
honor and peace, until the gods are tired of 
blood and create a race that can understand. 
[Fierce uproar. Cleopatra becomes white with 
terror\ Hearken, you who must not be in- 
sulted. Go near enough to catch their words; 
you will find them bitterer than the tongue 
of Pothinus. [Loftily^ wrapping himself up in 
an impenetrable dignity] Let the Queen of 
Egypt now give her orders for vengeance, 
and take her measures for defence; for she 
has renounced Caesar. [lie turns to go]. 

CLEOPATRA [terrified, running to him and fall- 
ing on her knees] You will not desert me, 
Caesar. You will defend the palace. 

CiESAR. You have taken the powers of life 
and death upon you. I am only a dreamer. 

CLEOPATRA. But they will kill me. 

ciESAR. And why not? 

CLEOPATRA. In pity — 

CiESAR. Pity! What! has it come to this so 
suddenly, that nothing can save you now 
but pity? Did it save Pothinus? 

She rises, ivringing her hands, and goes back 
to the bench in despair. Apollodorus shews his 
sympathy with her by quietly posting himself 
behind the bench. The sky has by this time become 
the most vivid purple, and soon begins to change 
to a glowing pale orange, against which the 
colonnade and the great image shew darklier and 
darklier. 

RUFio. Caesar: enough of preaching. The 
enemy is at the gate. 

CiESAR [turning on him and giving way to his 
wrath] Ay; and what has held him baffled at 
the gate all these months? Was it my folly, 
as you deem it, or your wisdom? In this 
Egyptian Red Sea of blood, whose hand has 
held all your heads above the waves? [Turn- 
ing on Cleopatra] And yet, when Caesar says 
to such an one, “Friend, go free,” you, cling- 
ing for your little life to my sword, dare steal 
out and stab him in the back? And you, 
soldiers and gentlemen, and honest servants 
as you forget that you are, applaud this 
assassination, and say' ‘ Ceesar is in the wrong. ” 
By the gods, I am tempted to open my hand 
and let you all sink into the flood, 

CLEOPATRA [with a ray of cunning hope] But, 
Caesar, if you do, you will perish yourself. 

Ceesar s eyes blaze. 


RUFIO [greatly alarmed] Now, by great Jove, 
you filthy little Egyptian rat, that is the very 
word to make him walk out alone into the 
city and leave us here to be cut to pieces. 
[Desperately, to Ceesar] Will you desert us be- 
cause we are a parcel of fools? I mean no harm 
by killing: I do it as a dog kills a cat, by in- 
stinct. We are all dogs at your heels; but we 
have served you faithfully. 

CiESAR [relenting] Alas, Rufio, my son, my 
son: as dogs we are like to perish now in the 
streets. 

APOLLODORUS [at Ms post behind Cleopatra s 
seat] Caesar: what you say has an Olympian 
ring in it: it must be right; for it is fine art. 
But I am still on the side of Cleopatra. If 
we must die, she shall not want the devotion 
of a man’s heart nor the strength of a man’s 
arm. 

CLEOPATRA [sobUng] But I dont want to die. 

c^SAR [sadly] Oh, ignoble, ignoble! 

LUCIUS [coming forward between Ceesar and 
Cleopatra] Hearken to me, Caesar. It may be 
ignoble; but I also mean to live as long as I 
can. 

CiESAR. Well, my friend, you arc likely to 
outlive Caesar. Is it any magic of mine, think 
you, that has kept your army and this whole 
city at bay for so long? Yesterday, what 
quarrel had they with me that they should 
risk their lives against me? But today we 
have flung them down their hero, murdered; 
and now every man of them is set upon 
clearing out this nest of assassins — for such 
we are and no more. Take courage then; and 
sharpen your sword. Pompey’s head has 
fallen; and Caesar’s head is ripe. 

APOLLODORUS. Docs Caesar despair? 

CiESAR [with infinite pride] He who has never 
hoped can never despair. Caesar, in good or 
bad fortune, looks his fate in the face. 

LUCIUS. Look it in the face, then; and it 
will smile as it always has on Caesar. 

CiESAR [with involuntary haughtiness] Do you 
presume to encourage me? 

LUCIUS. I offer you my services. I will change 
sides if you will have me. 

CiESAR [suddenly coming down to earth again, 
and looking sharply at him, divining that there 
is something behind the offer] What! At this 
point? 

LUCIUS [firmly] At this point. 

RUFIO. Do you suppose Caesar is mad, to 
trust you? 

LUCIUS. I do not ask him to trust me until 
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he is victorious. I ask for my life, and for a 
command in Caesar *s army. And since Caesar 
is a fair dealer, I will pay in advance. 

CiESAR. Pay! How? 

LUCIUS. With a piece of good news for you. 

Ccesar divines the news in a flash, 

RUFio. What news? 

CiESAR [with an elate and buoyant energy 
which makes Cleopatra sit up and stare^ What 
news! What news, did you say, my son Rufio? 
The relief has arrived: what other news re- 
mains for us? Is it not so, Lucius Scptimius? 
Mithridates of Pergamos is on the march. 

LUCIUS. He has taken Pelusium. 

CiESAR [delighted^ Lucius Septimius: you 
are henceforth my officer. Rufio: the Egyp- 
tians must have sent every soldier from the 
city to prevent Mithridates crossing the Nile. 
There is nothing in the streets now but mob 
— mob! 

LUCIUS. It is so. Mithridates is marching 
by the great road to Memphis to cross above 
the Delta. Achillas will fight him there. 

CiESAR [all audacity] Achillas shall fight 
Caesar there. See, Rufio. [He runs to the table; 
snatches a napkin; and draws a plan on it 7vith 
hisflnger dipped in wine^ whilst Rufio and Lucius 
Septimius crowd about him to watch ^ all looking 
closely, for the light is now almost gone]. Here 
is the palace [pointing to his plan]: here is the 
theatre. You [to Ruflo] take twenty men and 
pretend to go by that street [pointing it out]", 
and whilst they are stoning you, out go the 
cohorts by this and this. My streets are right, 
are they, Lucius? 

LUCIUS. Ay, that is the fig market — 

CiESAR [too much excited to listen to hini] I 
saw them the day we arrived. Good! [He 
throws the napkin on the table, and comes down 
again into the colonnade]. Away, Britannus: 
tell Petronius that within an hour half our 
forces must take ship for the western lake. 
See to my horse and armor. [Britannus runs 
out.] With the rest, I shall march round the 
lake and up the Nile to meet Mithridates. 
Away, Lucius; and give the word. [Lucius 
hurries out after Britannus.] Apollodorus: lend 
me your sword and your right arm for this 
campaign. 

APOLLODORUS. Ay, and my heart and life 
to boot. 

CiESAR [grasping his hand] I accept both. 
[Mighty handshake]. Are you ready for work? 

APOLLODORUS. Ready for Art — the Art of 
War [he rushes out after Lucius, totally forget- 


ting Cleopatra], 

RUFIO. Come! this is something like busi- 
ness. 

CiESAR [buoyantly] Is it not, my only son? 
[He claps his hands. The slaves hurry in to the 
table]. No more of this mawkish revelling: 
away with all this stuff: shut it out of my 
sight and be off with you. [The slaves begin to 
remove the table; and the curtains are drawn, 
shutting in the colonnade]. You understand 
about the streets, Rufio? 

RUFIO. Ay, I think I do. I will get through 
them, at all events. 

The bucina sounds busily in the courtyard 
beneath. 

CiESAR. Come, then: we must talk to the 
troops and hearten them. You down to the 
beach: I to the courtyard. [He makes for the 
staircase]. 

CLEOPATRA [rising from her seat, where she 
has been quite neglected all this time, and stretch- 
ing out her hands twiidly to him] Csesar. 

CiESAR [turning] Eh? 

CLEOPATRA. Have you forgotten me? 

CiESAR [indulgently] I am busy now, my 
child, busy. When I return your affairs shall 
be settled. Farewell; and be good and patient. 

He goes, preoccupied and quite indifferent. 
She stands with clenched flsts, in speechless rage 
and humiliation, 

RUFIO. That game is played and lost, 
Cleopatra. The woman always gets the worst 
of it. 

CLEOPATRA [haughtily] Go. Follow your 
master. 

RUFIO [in her ear, ivith rough familiarity] A 
word first. Tell your executioner that if 
Pothinus had been properly killed — in the 
throat — he would not have called out. Your 
man bungled his work. 

CLEOPATRA [enigmatically] How do you 
know it was a man? 

RUFIO [startled, and puzzled] It was not you: 
you were with us when it happened. [She 
turns her back scornfully on him. He shakes his 
head, and draws the curtains to go out. It is 
now a magnificent moonlit night. The table has 
been removed, Ftatateeta is seen in the light of 
the moon and stars, again in prayer before the 
white altar-stone of Ra. Ruflo starts; closes the 
curtains again softly; and says in a low voice to 
Cleopatra] Was it she? with her own hand? 

( LEOPATRA [threatenmgly] Whoever it was, 
let my enemies beware of her. Look to it, 
Rufio, you who dare make the Queen of 
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Egypt a fool before Caesar. 

RUFio [looking grimly at her"] I will look to 
it, Cleopatra. [He nods in confirmation of the 
promise^ and slips out through the curtains^ 
loosening his sword in its sheath as he goes\ 

ROMAN SOLDIERS [in the courtyard below] 
Hail, Caesar! Hail, hail! 

Cleopatra listens. The hucina sounds again ^ 
followed by several trumpets. 

CLEOPATRA [wringing her hands and calling 
Ftatateeta. Ftatateeta. It is dark; and I am 
alone. Come to me. [Silence]. Ftatateeta. 
[Louder] Ftatateeta. [Silence. In a panic she 
snatches the cord and pulls the curtains apart]. 

Ftatateeta is lying dead on the altar of Ra, 
with her throat cut. Her blood deluges the white 
stone. 

ACT V 

High noon. Festival and military pageant on 
the esplanade before the palace. In the east 
harbor Ccesars galley, so gorgeously decorated 
that it seems to be rigged withfiowers, is along- 
side the quay, close to the steps Apollodorus 
descended when he embarked with the carpet. A 
Roman guard is posted there in charge of a 
gangway, whence a red floorcloth is laid dofvn 
the middle of the esplanade, turning off to the 
north opposite the central gate in the palace front, 
which shuts in the esplanade on the south side. 
The broad steps of the gate, crowded with 
Cleopatra s ladies, all in their gayest attire, are 
like a flower garden. The facade is lined by her 
guard, officered by the same gallants to whom 
Bel Affris announced the coming of Ccesar six 
months before in the old palace on the Syrian 
border. The north side is lined by Roman soldiers, 
with the townsfolk on tiptoe behind them, peering 
over their heads at the cleared esplanade, in 
which the officers stroll about, chatting. Among 
these are Belzanor and the Persian; also the 
centurion, vinewood cudgel in hand, battle worn, 
thick-booted, and much outshone, both socially 
and decoratively , by the Egyptian officers. 

Apollodorus makes his way through the towns- 
folk and calls to the officers from behind the 
Roman line. 

APOLLODORUS. Hullo! May I pass? 

CENTURION. Pass Apollodorus the Sicilian 
there! [The soldiers let him through]. 

BELZANOR. Is Caesar at hand? 

APOLLODORUS. Not yet. He is still in the 
market place. I could not stand any more of 
the roaring of the soldiers! After half an 
hour of the enthusiasm of an army, one feels 


the need of a little sea air. 

PERSIAN. Tell us the news. Hath he slain 
the priests? 

APOLLODORUS. Not he. They met him in the 
market place with ashes on their heads and 
their gods in their hands. They placed the 
gods at his feet. The only one that was worth 
looking at was Apis: a miracle of gold and 
ivory work. By my advice he offered the 
chief priest two talents for it. 

BELZANOR [appalled] Apis the all-knowing 
for two talents! What said the chief priest? 

APOLLODORUS. He invoked the mercy of 
Apis, and asked for five. 

BELZANOR. There will be famine and 
tempest in the land for this. 

PERSIAN. Pooh! Why did not Apis cause 
Ccesar to be vanquished by Achillas? Any 
fresh news from the war, Apollodorus? 

APOLLODORUS. The little King Ptolemy was 
drowned. 

BELZANOR. Drowned! How? 

APOLLODORUS. With the rest of them. Ccesar 
attacked them from three sides at once and 
swept them into the Nile. Ptolemy's barge 
sank. 

BELZANOR. A marvcllous man, this Ccesar! 
Will he come soon, think you? 

APOLLODORUS. He was settling the Jewish 
question when I left. 

A flourish of trumpets from the north, and 
commotion among the townsfolk, announces the 
approach of Ccesar. 

PERSIAN. He has made short work of them. 
Here he comes. [He hurries to his post in front 
of the Egyptian lines]. 

BELZANOR [following him] Ho there! Caesar 
comes. 

The soldiers stand at attention, and dress their 
lines. Apollodorus goes to the Egyptian line. 

CENTURION [hurrying to the gangway guard] 
Attention there! Caesar comes. 

Caesar arrives in state with Rufio: Britannus 
following. The soldiers receive him with en- 
thusiastic shouting. 

CiESAR. I see my ship awaits me. The hour 
of Caesar's farewell to Egypt has arrived. 
And now, Rufio, what remains to be done 
before I go? 

RUFIO [at his left hand] You have not yet 
appointed a Roman governor for this pro- 
vince. 

CiESAR [looking whimsically at him, but speak- 
ing with perfect gravity] What say you to 
Mithridates of Pergamos, my reliever and 
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rescuer, the great son of Eupator? 

RUFio. Why, that you will want him else- 
where. Do you forget that you have some 
three or four armies to conquer on your way 
home? 

CiESAR. Indeed! Well, what say you to 
yourself? 

RUFIO [incredulously] I! I a governor! What 
are you dreaming of? Do you not know that 
I am only the son of a freedman? 

CiESAR [afectionaiely] Has not Caesar called 
you his son? [Callmg to the whole assembly] 
Peace awhile there; and hear me. 

THE ROMAN SOLDIERS. Hear Capsar. 

CiESAR. Hear the service, quality, rank and 
name of the Roman governor. By service, 
Caesar’s shield; by quality, Caesar’s friend; 
by rank, a Roman soldier. [The Roman soldiers 
give a triumphant shout]. By name, Rufio. 
[They shout again]. 

RUFIO [kissing Ccesars hand] Ay: I am 
Caesar’s shield; but of what use shall I be 
when I am no longer on Caesar’s arm? Well, 
no matter — [He becomes husky ^ and turns away 
to recover hhnself]. 

CiESAR. Where is that British Islander of 
mine? 

DRiTANNUS [coming forward on Caesar s right 
hand] Here, Caesar. 

CiESAR. Who bade you, pray, thrust your- 
self into the battle of the Delta, uttering the 
barbarous cries of your native land, and 
affirming yourself a match for any four of the 
Egyptians, to whom you applied unseemly 
epithets? 

BRiTANNUS. Caesar*. I ask you to excuse the 
language that escaped me in the heat of the 
moment. 

CiESAR. And how did you, who cannot 
swim, cross the canal with us when we 
stormed the camp? 

BRITANNUS. Caesar*. I clung to the tail of 
your horse. 

CiESAR. These are not the deeds of a slave, 
Britannicus, but of a free man. 

BRITANNUS. Caesar: I was born free. 

CiESAR. But they call you Caesar’s slave. 

BRITANNUS. Only as Caesar’s slave have I 
found real freedom. 

CiESAR [mewed] Well said. Ungrateful that 
I am, I was about to set you free; but now I 
will not part from you for a million talents. 
[He claps him friendly on the shoulder. BritannuSy 
graiijiedy hut a trifie shamefaced, takes his hand 
and kisses it sheepishly]. 


BELZANOR [to the Persiari] This Roman knows 
how to make men serve him. 

PERSIAN. Ay: men too humble to become 
dangerous rivals to him. 

BELZANOR. O Subtle one! O cynic! 

CiESAR [seeing Apollodorus in the Egyptian 
corner, and calling to him] Apollodorus: I leave 
the art of Egypt in your charge. Remember: 
Rome loves art and will encourage it un- 
grudgingly. 

APOLLODORUS. I Understand, Caesar. Rome 
will produce no art itself; but it will buy up 
and take away whatever the other nations 
produce. 

CiESAR. What! Rome produce no art! Is 
peace not an art? is war not an art? is govern- 
ment not an art? is civilization not an art? 
All these we give you in exchange for a few 
ornaments. You will have the best of the 
bargain. [Turning to Rufo] And now, what 
else have I to do before I embark? [Trying to 
recollect] There is something I cannot remem- 
ber: what can it be? Well, well: it must 
remain undone: we must not waste this 
favorable wind. Farewell, Rufio. 

RUFIO. Caesar: I am loth to let you go to 
Rome without your shield. There are too 
many daggers there. 

CiESAR. It matters not: I shall finish my 
life’s work on my way back; and then I shall 
have lived long enough. Besides: I have 
always disliked the idea of dying: I had 
rather be killed. Farewell. 

RUFIO [with a sigh, raising his hands and giv- 
ing Caesar up as incorrigible] Farewell. [They 
shake hands]. 

CiESAR [waving his hand to Apollodorus] Fare- 
well, Apollodorus, and my friends, all of you. 
Aboard! 

The gangway is run out from the quay to the 
ship. As Caesar moves towards it, Cleopatra, cold 
and tragic, cunningly dressed in black, nithout 
ornaments or decoration of any kind, and thus 
making a striking figure among the brilliantly 
dressed bevy of ladies as she passes through it, 
comes from the palace and stands on the steps, 
Ccesar does not see her until she speaks. 

CLEOPATRA. Has Clcopatra no part in this 
leavetaking? 

CiESAR [enlightened] Ah, I knew there was 
something. [2'o Rufio] How could you let me 
forget her, Rufio? [Hastening to her] Had I 
gone without seeing you, I should never 
have forgiven myself. [He takes her hands, and 
brings her into the middle of the esplanade. She 
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submits stonily]. Is this mourning for me? 

CLEOPATRA. No. 

c^SAR [remorsefully] Ah, that was thought- 
less of me! It is for your brother. 

CLEOPATRA. No. 

c^SAR, For whom, then? 

CLEOPATRA. Ask the Roman governor whom 
you have left us. 

C.ESAR. Rufio? 

CLEOPATRA. Ycs: Rufio. points at him 

with deadly scorn]. He who is to rule here in 
Caesar’s name, in Caesar’s way, according to 
Caesar’s boasted laws of life. 

CASSAR [dubiously] He is to rule as he can, 
Cleopatra. He has taken the work upon him, 
and will do it in his own way. 

CLEOPATRA. Not in your way, then? 

CiESAR [puzzled] What do you mean by my 
way? 

CLEOPATRA. Without punishment. Without 
revenge. Without judgment. 

CiESAR [approvingly] Ay: that is the right 
way, the great way, the only possible way 
in the end. [To Rufio] Believe it, Rufio, if 
you can. 

RUFIO. Why, I believe it, Caesar. You have 
convinced me of it long ago. But look you. 
You are sailing for Numidia today. Now tell 
me: if you meet a hungry lion there, you will 
not punish it for wanting to eat you? 

CiESAR [wondering what he is driving at] No. 

RUFIO. Nor revenge upon it the blood of 
those it has already eaten. 

CiESAR. No. 

RUFIO. Nor judge it for its guiltiness. 

CiESAR. No. 

RUFIO. What, then, will you do to save your 
life from it? 

CA5SAR [promptly] Kill it, man, without 
malice, just as it would kill me. What does 
this parable of the lion mean? 

RUFIO. Why, Cleopatra had a tigress that 
killed men at her bidding. I thought she 
might bid it kill you some day. Well, had I 
not been Caesar’s pupil, what pious things 
might I not have done to that tigress! I 
might have punished it. I might have re- 
venged Pothinus on it. 

CiESAR [interjects] Pothinus! 

RUFIO [continuing] I might have judged it. 
But I put all these follies behind me; and, 
vithout malice, only cut its throat. And that 
is why Cleopatra comes to you in mourning. 

'CLEOPATRA [vehemently] He has shed the 
blood of my servant Ftatateeta. On your 


head be it as upon his, Caesar, if you hold 
him free of it. 

cjESkR [energetically] On my head be it, 
then; for it was well done. Rufio: had you 
set yourself in the scat of the judge, and 
with hateful ceremonies and appeals to the 
gods handed that woman over to some hired 
executioner to be slain before the people in 
the mime of justice, never again would I 
have touched your hand without a shudder. 
But this was natural slaying: I feel no horror 
at it. 

Rufo, satisfied, nods at Cleopatra, mutely 
inviting her to mark that. 

CLEOPATRA [pcttish and childish in her impo- 
tence] No: not when a Roman slays an Egyp- 
tian. All the world will now see how unjust 
and corrupt CaDsar is. 

CiESAR [taking her hands coaodngly] Come; 
do not be angry with me. I am sorry for that 
poor Totateeta. [She laughs in spite of herself]. 
Aha! you are laughing. Does that mean 
reconciliation? 

CLEOPATRA [angry with herself for laughing] 
No, no, NO!! But it is so ridiculous to hear 
you call her Totateeta. 

CiESAR. What! As much a child as ever, 
Cleopatra! Have I not made a woman of you 
after all? 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, it is you who are a great 
baby: you make me seem silly because you 
will not behave seriously. But you have 
treated me badly; and I do not forgive you. 

CiESAR. Bid me farewell. 

CLEOPATRA. I will not. 

CiESAR [coaxing] I will send you a beauti- 
ful present from Rome. 

CLEOPATRA [proudly] Beauty from Rome to 
Egypt indeed! What can Rome give me that 
Egypt cannot give me? 

APOLLODORUS. That is true, Caesar. If the 
present is to be really beautiful, I shall have 
to buy it for you in Alexandria. 

CiESAR. You are forgetting the treasures 
for which Rome is most famous, my friend. 
You cannot buy them in Alexandria. 

APOLLODORUS. What are they, Caesar? 

CiESAR. Her sons. Come, Cleopatra: forgive 
me and bid me farewell; and I will send you 
a man, Roman from head to heel and Roman 
of the noblest; not old and ripe for the knife; 
not lean in the arms and cold in the heart; 
not hiding a bald head under his conqueror’s 
laurels; not stooped with the weight of the 
world on his shoulders; but brisk and fresh, 
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strong and young, hoping in the morning, 
fighting in the day, and revelling in the 
evening. Will you take such an one in 
exchange for Caesar? 

CLEOPATRA [j[>alpitating^ His name, his name? 
c^SAR. Shall it be Mark Antony? [iSAe 
throws herself into his arms'], 

BUFio. You are a bad hand at a bargain, 
mistress, if you will swop Caesar for Antony. 
CiBSAR. So now you are satisfied. 
CLEOPATRA. You Will not forget. 
c-BSAR. I will not forget. Farewell: I do not 
think we shall meet again. Farewell, [lie 
kisses her on the forehead. She is much affected 


and begins to sniff. He embarks], 

THE ROMAN SOLDIERS [as he sets his foot on 
the gangway] Hail, Caesar; and farewell! 

He reaches the ship and returns Rtf o' s wave 
of the hand, 

APOLLODORUS [to Cleopatra] No tears, 
dearest Queen: they stab your servant to 
the heart. He will return some day. 

CLEOPATRA. I hope not. But I cant help 
crying, all the same. waves her handker- 
chief to Ccesar; and the ship begins to move], 
THE ROMAN SOLDIERS [drawing their swords 
and raising them in the air] Hail, Caesar! 

THE END 


X 

CAPTAIN BRASSBOUND’S CONVERSION 

AN ADVENTURE ( 1899 ) 

BEING THE THIRD OF THREE PLAYS FOR PURITANS 


ACT I 

On the heights overlooking the harbor of 
Mogador, a seaport on the west coast of Morocco, 
the missionary y in the coolness of the late after- 
noon, is following the precept of Voltaire by 
cultivating his garden. He is an elderly Scotch- 
man, spiritually a Utile weatherbeaten, as having 
to navigate his creed in strange waters crowded 
with other craft, but still a convinced son of the 
Free Church and the North African Mission, 
with afaithfid brown eye, and a peaceful sold. 
Physically a wiry small-k?iit man, 7 vell tanned, 
clean shaven, 7vith delicate resolute features and 
a twinkle of mild humor. He 7vears the sun helmet 
and pagri, the neutral-tinted spectacles, and the 
white canvas Spanish sand shoes of the modem 
Scotch missionary; but instead of a cheap 
tourist's suit from Glasgow, a grey flannel shirt 
with white collar, a green sailor knot tie with a 
cheap pin in it, he wears a suit of clean white 
linen, acceptable in color, if not in cut, to the 
Moorish mind. 

The view from the garden includes much 
Atlantic Ocean and a long stretch of sandy coast 
to the south, swept by the north east trade wind, 
and scantily nourishing a few stunted pepper 
trees, mangy palms, and tamarisks. The prospect 
ends, as far as the land is concerned, in little kills 
that come nearly to the sea: rudiments, these, of 
the Atlas Mountains, The missionary, having 
had daily opportunities of looking at this seascape 


for thirty years or so, pays no heed to it, being 
absorbed in trimming a huge red geranium bush, 
to Ejiglish eyes unnaturally big, which, with a 
dusty synilax or tfvo, is the sole product of his pet 
flo7ver-bed. He is sitting to his work on a Moorish 
stool, hi the middle of the garden there is a 
pleasant seat in the shade of a tamarisk tree. The 
house is in the south 7vest corner of the garden, 
and the geranium hush in the north east corner. 
At the garden-door of the house there appears 
presently a man who is clearly no barbarian, 
being in fact a less agreeable product peculiar to 
modem commercial civilization. His frame and 
flesh are those of an ill-nourished lad of seven- 
teen; but his age is inscrutable: only the absence 
of any sign of grey in his mud colored hair sug- 
gests that he is at all events probably under forty, 
7vithout prejudice to the possibility of his being 
under twenty, A Londoner rvould recognize him 
at once as an extreme but hardy specimen of the 
abortion produced by nurture in a city slum. His 
utterance, affectedly pumped and hearty, and 
naturally vulgar and nasal, is ready and fluent: 
nature, a Board School educatioyi, and some 
kerbstone practice having made him a bit of an 
orator. His dialect, apart from its base nasal de- 
livery, is not unlike that of smart London society 
in its tendency to replace diphthongs by vowels 
(sometimes rather prettily) and to shuffle all the 
traditional vowel pronunciations. He pronounces 
ow as ah, and i as aw, using the ordinary owfor 

l2 
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o, ifor 5, ^for u, and efor iviih this reserva- 
tion, that when any vowel is followed by an r, he 
signifies its presence, not by pronouncing the r, 
which he never does under these circumstances, 
but by prolonging and modifying the vowel, 
sometimes even to the extreme degree of pro- 
nouncing it properly. As to his yol for I (a com- 
pendious delivery of the provincial eh-al), and 
other metropolitan refinements, amazing to all 
but cockneys, they cannot be indicated, save in the 
above imperfect manner, without the aid of a 
phonetic alphabet He is dressed in somebody 
else* s very second best as a coastguardsman, and 
gives himself the airs of a stage tar with sufficient 
success to pass as a possible fish porter of bad 
character in casual employment during busy 
times at Billingsgate, His manner shews an 
earnest disposition to ingratiate himself with the 
missionary, probably for some dishonest purpose, 

THE MAN. Awtenoon, Mr Renkin. [^Vhe mis- 
sionary sits up quickly, and turns, resigning him- 
self dutifully to the interruption^ Yr honors 
eolth. 

iiANKiN [reservedly^ Good afternoon, Mr 
Drinkwottcr. 

DRiNKWATER. Youre not best pleased to be 
hinterrapted in yr bit o gawdnin baw the 
lawk o me, gavner. 

RANKIN. A missionary knows nothing of 
leks of that soart, or of disleks either, Mr 
Drinkwotter. What can I do for ye? 

DRINKWATER [heartily] Nathink, gavner. 
Awve bror noos fer yer. 

RANKIN. Well, sit ye doon. 

DRINKWATER. Aw thenk yr honor. [He sits 
down on the seat under the tree and composes him- 
self for conversation], Hever ear o Jadge 
Ellam? 

RANKIN. Sir Howrrd Hallam? 

DRINKWATER. Thcts im — enginest jadge in 
Hingland! — awlus gives the ket wen its 
robbry with voylence, bless is awt. Aw sy 
nathink agin im: awm all fer lor mawseolf, 
aw em. 

RANKIN. Well? 

DRINKWATER. Hever ear of is sist-in-lor; 
Lidy Sisly Winefleet? 

RANKIN. Do ye mean the celebrated leddy 
— the traveller? 

DRINKWATER. Yuss*. should think aw doo. 
Walked acrost Harfricar with nathink but a 
little dawg, and wrowt abaht it in the Dily 
Mile [the Daily Mail, a popular London news- 
paper], she did. 

RANKIN. Is she Sir Howrrd Hallam 's sister- 


in-law? 

DRINKWATER. Deceased wawfe’s sister: 
yuss; thets wot she is. 

RANKIN. Well, what about them? 

DRINKWATER. Wot abaht them! Waw, theyr 
e a h. Lannid aht of a steam yacht in Mogador 
awber not twenty minnits agow. Corn to the 
British cornsPs. E’ll send em orn to you; e 
ynt got naowheres to put em. Sor em awr 
(hire) a Harab an two Krooboys to kerry their 
laggige. Thort awd cam an teoll yer. 

RANKIN. Thank you. Its verra kind of you, 
Mr Drinkwotter. 

DRINKWATER. Downt mention it, gavner. 
Lor bless yer, wawnt it you as converted me? 
Wot was aw wen aw cam eah but a pore lorst 
sinner? Downt aw ow y'a turn fer thet? Be- 
sawds, gavner, this Lidy Sisly Winefleet 
mawt wornt to tike a walk crost Morocker — 
a rawd inter the mahntns or sech lawk. 
Weoll, as you knaow, gavner, thet cawnt be 
done eah withaht a hescort. 

RANKIN. It’s impoassible; th’ would oall b’ 
murrdered. Morocco is not lek the rest of 
Africa. 

DRINKWATER. No, gavncr*. these eah Moors 
ez their religion; an it mikes em dinegerous. 
Hever convert a Moor, gavner? 

RANKIN [with a rueful smile] No. 

DRINKWATER [soUmnly] Nor hever will, 
gavner. 

RANKIN. I have been at work here for 
twenty-five years, Mr Drinkwotter; and you 
are my first and only convert. 

DRINKWATER. Downt seem naow good, do 
it, gavner? 

RANKIN. I dont say that. I hope I have done 
some good. They come to me for medicine 
when they are ill; and they call me the Chris- 
tian who is not a thief. That is something. 

DRINKWATER. Their mawnds kennot rawse 
to Christiennity lawk hahrs ken, gavner: 
thets ah it is. Weoll, ez haw was syin, if a hes- 
cort is wornted, there’s maw friend and 
commawnder Kepn Brarsbahnd of the 
schooner Thenksgivin, an is crew, incloodin 
mawseolf, will see the lidy an Jadge Ellam 
through henny little excursion in reason. 
Yr honor mawt mention it. 

RANKIN. I will certainly not propose any* 
thing so dangerous as an excursion. 

DRINKWATER [virtuously] Naow, gavner, nor 
would I awst you to. [Shaking his head] Naow, 
naow; it is dinegerous. But hall the more call 
for a hescort if they should ev it hin their 
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mawnds to gow. 

RANKIN. I hope they wont. 

DRiNKWATER. An SOW Ew do too, gavncr. 

RANKIN \jpondering\ Tis strange that they 
should come to Mogador, of all places; and 
to my house! I once met Sir Howrrd Hallam, 
years ago. 

DRINKWATER [amazed'\ Naow! didger? Think 
o thet, gavner! Waw, sow aw did too. But it 
were a misunnerstendin, thet wors. Lef the 
court withaht a stine on maw kerrickter, aw 
did. 

RANKIN [with some indignation^ I hope you 
dont think I met Sir Howrrd in that way. 

DRINKWATER. Mawt ycppn to the honestest, 
best meanin pusson, aw do assure yer, gavner. 

RANKIN. I would have you to know that I 
met him privately, Mr Drinkwotter. His 
brother was a dear friend of mine. Years ago. 
He went out to the West Indies. 

DRINKWATER. The Wust Hindics! Jist acrost 
there, tather sawd thet howcean [pointing 
seaward\\ Dear me! We cams hin with ven- 
nity, an wc deepawts in dawkness. Downt 
we, gavner? 

RANKIN [pricking up his ears'] Eh? Have you 
been reading that little book I gave you? 

DRINKWATER, Aw liev, ct odd tawms. Very 
camfitn, gavner. [He rises, apprehensive lest 
further catechism should find him unprepared], 
Awll sy good awtenoon, gavner: youre busy 
hexpectin o Sr Ahrd an Lidy Sisly, ynt yer? 
[About to go], 

RANKIN [stopping him] No, stop: we’re oal- 
ways ready for travellers here. I have some- 
thing else to say — a question to ask you. 

DRINKWATER [with misgiving, which he masks 
by exaggerating his hearty sailor manner] An 
weollcome, yr honor. 

RANKIN. Who is this Captain Brassbound? 

DRINKWATER [guUtUy] Kepn Brarsbahnd! 
E s — weoll, e’s maw Kepn, gavner. 

RANKIN. Yes. Well? 

DRINKWATER [feebly] Kepn of the schooner 
Thenksgivin, gavner. 

RANKIN [searchingly] Have ye ever haird of 
a bad character in these seas called Black 
Paquito? 

DRINKWATER [with a sudden radiance of com- 
plete enlightenment] Aoh, nar aw tikes yer wiv 
me, yr honor. Nah sammun es bin a teolln 
you thet Kepn Brarsbahnd an Bleck Pakee- 
tow is haw-dentically the sime pussn. Ynt 
thet sow? 

RANKIN. That is so. [Drinkwater slaps his 


knee triumphantly. The missionary proceeds 
determinedly] And the someone was a verra 
honest, straightforward man, as far as I could 
judge. 

DRINKWATER [embracing the impUcatiori] 
Course e wors, gavner. Ev aw said a word 
agin him? Ev aw nah? 

RANKIN. But is Captain Brassbound Black 
Paquito then? 

DRINKWATER. Waw, its the nime is blessed 
mather give im at er knee, bless is little awt! 
Ther ynt naow awm in it. She were a Wust 
Hinjin — howver there agin, yer see [pointing 
seaward] — leastwaws, naow she wornt: she 
were a Brazilian, aw think; an Pakeetow’s 
Brazilian for a bloomin little pcrrit — awskin 
yr pawdn for the word. [Sentimentally] Lawk 
as a Hinglish lidy mawt call er little boy 
Birdie. 

RANKIN [not quite convinced] But why Black 
Paquito? 

DRINKWATER [artlessly] Waw, the bird in its 
netral stite bein green, an e evin bleck air, y’ 
knaow — 

RANKIN [cutting him short] I see. And now I 
will put ye another question. What is Captain 
Brassbound, or Paquito, or whatever he calls 
himself? 

DRINKWATER [ojficiously] Brarsbahnd, gav- 
ner. Awlus calls isseolf Brarsbahnd. 

RANKIN. Well, Brassbound then. What is 
he? 

DRINKWATER [fervently] You awsks me wot 
e is, gavner? 

RANKIN [firmly] I do. 

DRINKWATER [rvith rising enthusiasm] An 
shll aw teoll yer wot e is, yr honor? 

RANKIN [not at all impressed] If ye will be so 
good, Mr Drinkwotter. 

DRINKWATER [fvith Overwhelming conviction] 
Then awll teoll you, gavner, wot he is. Ee’s 
a Paflfick Genlmn: thets wot e is. 

RANKIN [gravely] Mr Drinkwotter: pairfec- 
tion is an attribute, not of West Coast cap- 
tains, but of thr Maaker. And there are 
gentlemen and gentlemen in the world, 
espaecially in these latitudes. Which sort of 
gentleman is he? 

DRINKWATER. Hinglish genlmn, gavner. 
Hinglish speakin; Hinglish fawther; West 
Hinjin plawnter; Hinglish true blue breed. 
[Rejiectively] Tech o brahn from the mather, 
preps, she bein Brazilian. 

RANKIN. Now on your faith as a Christian, 
Felix Drinkwotter, is Captain Brassbound 
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a slaver or not? 

DRiNKWATER \surprised into his natural 
cockney pertness^ Naow e ynt. 

RANKIN. Are ye sure? 

DRINKWATER. Waw, a sliver is abaht the 
wanne thing in the wy of a genlmn o fortn 
thet e ynt. 

RANKIN. Ive haird that expression “gentle- 
man of fortune” before, Mr Drinkwotter. It 
means pirate. Do ye know that? 

DRINKWATER. Bless yr awt, y* cawnt be a 
pawrit naradys. Waw, the aw seas is wuss 
pleest nor Piccadilly Suckus. If aw was to do 
orn thet there Hetlentic Howcean the things 
aw did as a bwoy in the Worterleoo Rowd, 
awd ev maw air cat afore aw could turn maw 
ed. Pawrit be blaowed! — awskink yr pawdn, 
gavner. Nah, jest to shaow you ah little thet 
there striteforard man y’ mide mention on 
knaowed wot e was atorkin abaht: oo would 
you spowse was the marster to wich Kepn 
Brarsbahnd served apprentice, as yr mawt 
sy? 

RANKIN, I dont know. 

DRINKWATER. Gawdn, gavner, Gawdn. 
Gawdn o Kawtoom — stetcher stends in Tri- 
fawlgr Square to this dy. Trined Bleck Pa- 
keetow in smawshin hap the slive riders, e 
did. Promist Gawdn e wouldnt never smaggle 
slives nor gin, an [with suppressed aggravation^ 
wownt, gavner, not if we gows dahn on ahr 
bloomin bended knees to im to do it. 

RANKIN [drily'] And do ye go down on your 
bended knees to him to do it? 

DRINKWATER [somcwhat abashed] Some of 
huz is hanconverted men, gavner; an they 
sy: You smagglcs wanne thing, Kepn; waw 
not hanather? 

RANKIN. Weve come to it at last. I thought 
so. Captain Brassbound is a smuggler. 

DRINKWATER. Weoll, waw not? Waw not, 
gavner? Ahrs is a Free Tride nition. It gows 
agin us as Hinglishmen to see these bloomin 
furriners settin ap their Castoms Ahses and 
spheres o hinfluence and sich lawk hall owver 
Arfricar. Daownt Harfricar belong as much 
to huz as to them? thets wot we sy. Ennywys, 
there ynt naow awm in ahr business. All we 
dazis hescort, tourist h or commercial. Cook s 
hexcursions to the Hatlas Mahntns: thets 
hall it is. Waw, its spreadin civlawzytion, it 
is. Ynt it nah? 

RANKIN. You think Captain Brassbound 3 
crew sufficiently equipped for that, do you? 

DRINKWATER. Hce-quippcdl Haw should 


think sow. Lawtnin rawfles, twelve shots in 
the meggezine! Oo^s to storp us? 

RANKIN. The most dangerous chieftain in 
these parts, the Sheikh Sidi el Assif, has a 
new American machine pistol which fires ten 
bullets without loadin; and his rifle has sixteen 
shots in the magazine. 

DRINKWATER [indignantly] Yuss; and the 
people that sells sich things into the ends o 
them eathen bleck niggers calls theirseolves 
Christians! Its a crool shime, sow it is. 

RANKIN. If a man has the heart to pull the 
trigger, it matters little what color his hand 

is, Mr Drinkwotter. Have ye anything else 
to say to me this afternoon? 

DRINKWATER [rising] Nathink, gavner, ccpt 
to wishyer the bust o yolth, and a many corn- 
verts. Awtenoon, gavner. 

As Drinkwater turns to go, a Moorish porter 
comes from the house with two Krooboys, 

THE PORTER [at the door, addressing Rankin] 
Bikouros [Moroccan for Epicurus, a general 
Moorish name for the missionaries, who are 
supposed by the Moors to have chosen their call- 
ing through a love of luxurious idleness]: I have 
brought to your house a Christian dog and 
his woman. 

DRINKWATER. Thcrcs cathcn menners fer 
yer! Calls Sr Ahrd Ellam an Lidy Winefleet 
a Christian dorg and is woman! If ee ed you 
in the dorck et the Cent! Crimnal, youd 
fawnd aht 00 was the dorg and 00 was is 
marster, pretty quick, you would. 

RANKIN. Have you broat their boxes? 

THE PORTER. By Allah, two camel loads! 

RANKIN. Have you been paid? 

THE PORTER. Only one miserable dollar, 
Bikouros. I have brought them to your house. 
They will pay you. Give me something for 
bringing gold to your door. 

DRINKWATER. Yah! You oughter bin bawn 
a Christian, you ought. You knaow too mach. 

RANKIN. You have broat onnly trouble and 
expense to my door, Hassan; and you know 

it. Have I ever charged your wife and chil- 
dren for my medicines? 

HASSAN [philosophically] It is always per^ 
mitted by the Prophet to ask, Bikouros. [He 
goes cheerfully into the house with the Kroohoys], 

DRINKWATER. Jist thort eed trah it orn, e 
did. Hooman nitre is the sime everywheres. 
Them eathens is j ast lawk you an' me, gavner. 

A lady and gentleman, both English, come 
into the garden. The gentleman, more than 
elderly, is facing old age on compulsion, not re- 
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Hgnedly* He is clean shaven^ and has a brainy 
rectangular forehead^ a resolute nose with 
strongly governed nostrils, and a tightly fastened 
down mouth which has evidently shut in much 
temper and anger in its time. He has a habit of 
deliberately assumed authority and dignity, but 
is trying to take life more genially and easily in 
his character of tourist, which is further borne 
out by his white hat and summery racecourse 
attire. 

The lady is between thirty and forty, tall, very 
goodlooking, sympathetic, intelligent, tender and 
humorous, dressed with cunning simplicity not as 
a businesslike, tailor made, gaitered tourist, but 
as if she lived at the next cottage and had dropped 
in for tea in blouse and flowered straw hat, A 
woman of great vitality and humanity, who be- 
gins a casual acquaintance at the point usually 
attained by English people after thirty years' 
acquaintance when they are capable of reaching 
it at all. She pounces genially on Drinkwater, 
who is smirking at her, hat in hand, with an air 
of hearty welcome. The gentleman, on the other 
hand, comes down the side of the garden next the 
house, instinctively maintaining a distance be- 
tween himself and the others. 

THE LADY \to Drink7vater^ How dye do? Are 
you the missionary? 

DRINKWATER \modestly'] Naow, lidy, aw will 
not deceive you, thow the mistike his but 
netral. Awm wanne of the missionary’s good 
works, lidy — is first cornvert, a umble British 
seaman — countrymen o yours, lidy, and of is 
lawdship’s. This eah is Mr Renkin, the bust 
worker in the wust cowst vawnyard, [Intro- 
ducing ike judge] Mr Renkin: is lawdship Sr 
Ahrd Ellam. [He withdraws discreetly into the 
house], 

SIR HOWARD [<o Rankin] I am sorry to intrude 
on you, Mr Rankin; but in the absence of a 
hotel there seems to be no alternative. 

LADY CICELY [beaming on him] Besides, we 
would so much rather stay with you, if you 
will have us, Mr Rankin. 

SIR HOWARD [introducing her] My sister-in- 
law, Lady Cicely WaynHete, Mr Rankin. 

RANKIN. I am glad to be of service to your 
leddyship. You will be wishing to have some 
tea after your journey. I’m thinking. 

LADY CICELY. Thoughtfiil man that you are, 
Mr Rankin. But weve had some already on 
board the yacht. And Ive arranged every- 
thing with your servants; so you must go on 
gardening just as if we were not here. 

SIR HOWARD, I am sorry to have to warn 


you, Mr Rankin, that Lady Cicely, from 
travelling in Africa, has acquired a habit of 
walking into people’s houses and behaving 
as if she were in her own. 

LADY CICELY. But, my dear Howard, I assure 
you the natives like it. 

RANKIN [gallantly] So do I. 

LADY CICELY [delighted] Oh, that is so nice 
of you, Mr Rankin. This is a delicious country! 
And the people seem so good! They have 
such nice faces! We had such a handsome 
Moor to carry our luggage up! And two per- 
fect pets of Krooboys! Did you notice their 
faces, Howard? 

SIR HOWARD. I did; and I can confidently 
say, after a long experience of faces of the 
worst type looking at me from the dock, that 
I have never seen so entirely villainous a trio 
as that Moor and the two Krooboys, to whom 
you gave five dollars when they would have 
been perfectly satisfied with one. 

RANKIN [throwing up his hands] Five dollars! 
Tis easy to see you are not Scotch, my leddy. 

LADY CICELY. O, poor things, they must 
want it more than we do; and you know, 
How'ard, that Mahometans never spend 
money in drink. 

RANKIN. Excuse me a moment, my leddy. I 
have a word in season to say to that same 
Moor. [He goes into the house], 

LADY CICELY [walking about the garden, look- 
ing at the vie?v and at the florvers] I think this 
is a perfectly heavenly place. 

Drinkwater returns from the house with a 
chair. 

DRINKWATER [placing the chair for Sir 
Howard] Awskink yr pawdn for the libbety, 
Sr Ahrd. 

SIR HOWARD [lookmg at hi?n] I have seen you 
before somewhere. 

DRINKWATER. You cv, Sr Ahrd. But aw do 
assure yer it were hall a mistike. 

SIR HOWARD. As usiial. [He sits down]. 
Wrongfully convicted, of course. 

DRINKWATER [with sly delight] Naow,gavner. 
[Half whispering, with an inejfable grin] 
Wrorngfully hacquittid! 

SIR HOWARD. Indeed! Thats the first case 
of the kind I have ever met. 

DRINKWATER. Lawd, Sr Ahrd, wot jagginses 
them jurymen was! You an me knaowed it 
too, didnt we? 

SIR HOWARD. I daresay we did. I am sorry 
to say I forget the exact nature of the diffi- 
culty you were in. Can you refresh my 
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memory? 

DRiNKWATER. Owny the aw sperrits o youth 
y ’ lawdship. Worterleoo Rowd kice. Wot they 
calls Ooliganism. 

SIR HOWARD. Oh! You were a Hooligan, 
were you? 

LADY CICELY [jiuszled] A Hooligan! 

DRINKWATER [deprecatingly^ Nime giv huz 
pore thortless leds baw a gent on the Dily 
Chronicle, lidy. [Rankin returns, Drinkrvater 
immediately withdraws, stopping the missionary 
for a moment near the threshold to say, touching 
his forelock] Awll eng abaht within ile,gavner, 
hin kice aw should be worntcd. [He goes into 
the house with soft steps]. 

Lady Cicely sits down on the bench under the 
tamarisk. Rankin takes his stool from thefiower- 
hed and sits down on her left. Sir Howard being 
on her right. 

LADY CICELY. What a pleasant face your 
sailor friend has, Mr Rankin! He has been 
so frank and truthful with us. You know I 
dont think anybody can pay me a greater 
compliment than to be quite sincere with me 
at first sight. Its the perfection of natural 
good manners. 

SIR HOWARD. You must not suppose, Mr 
Rankin, that my sister-in-law talks nonsense 
on purpose. She will continue to believe in 
your friend until he steals her watch; and 
even then she will find excuses for him. 

RANKIN [drily changing the subject] And how 
have ye been, Sir Howrrd, since our last 
meeting that morning nigh forty year ago 
down at the docks in London? 

SIR HOWARD [greatly surprised, pulling him- 
self together] Our last meeting! Mr Rankin; 
have I been unfortunate enough to forget an 
old acquaintance? 

RANKIN. Well, perhaps hardly an acquaint- 
ance, Sir Howrrd. But I was a close friend of 
your brother Miles; and when he sailed for 
Brazil I was one of the little party that saw 
him off. You were one of the party also, if 
I’m not mistaken. I took particular notice 
of you because you were Miles’s brother and 
I had never seen ye before. But ye had no 
call to take notice of me. 

SIR HOWARD [refecting] Yes; there was a 
young friend of my brother’s who might well 
be you. But the name, as I recollect it, was 
Leslie. 

RANKIN. That was me, sir. My name is 
Leslie Rankin; and your brother and I were 
always Miles and Leslie to one another. 


SIR HOWARD [pluming himself a Uitk] Ah! 
that explains it. I can trust my memory still, 
Mr Rankin; though some people do complain 
that I am growing old. 

RANKIN. And where may Miles be now, 
Sir Howard? 

SIR HOWARD [abruptly] Dont you know that 
he is dead? 

RANKIN [much shocked] Never haird of it. 
Dear, dear; I shall never see him again; and 
I can scarcely bring his face to mind after all 
these years. [With moistening eyes, which at 
once touch Lady Cicely's sympathy] I’m right 
sorry — right sorry. 

SIR HOWARD [decorously subduing his voice] 
Yes; he did not live long; indeed, he never 
came back to England. It must be nearly 
thirty years ago now that he died in the West 
Indies on his property there. 

RANKIN [surprised] His proaperty! Miles 
with a proaperty! 

SIR HOWARD. Yes; he became a planter, and 
did well out there, Mr Rankin. The history 
of that property is a very curious and interest- 
ing one — at least it is so to a lawyer like 
myself. 

RANKIN. I should be glad to hear it for Miles* 
sake, though I am no lawyer, Sir Howrrd. 

LADY CICELY. I Dcver kncw you had a 
brother, Howard? 

SIR HOWARD [not pleased by this remark] Per- 
haps because you never asked me. [Turning 
more blandly to Rankin] I will tell you the story, 
Mr Rankin. When Miles died, he left an 
estate in one of the West Indian islands. 
It was in charge of an agent who was a 
sharpish fellow, with all his wits about him. 
Now, sir, that man did a thing which prob- 
ably could hardly be done with impunity 
even here in Morocco, under the most bar- 
barous of surviving civilizations. He quite 
simply took the estate for himself and kept 
it. 

RANKIN. But how about the law? 

SIR HOWARD. The law, sir, in that island, 
consisted practically of the Attorney General 
and the Solicitor General; and these gentle- 
men were both retained by the agent. Con- 
sequently there was no solicitor in the island 
to take up the case against him. 

RANKIN. Is such a thing possible today in 
the British Empire? 

SIR HOWARD [calmly] Oh, quite. Quite. 

LADY CICELY. But could not a firstrate 
solicitor have been sent out from London? 
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SIR HOWARD. No doubt, by paying him 
enough to compensate him for giving up his 
London practice: that is, rather more than 
there was any reasonable likelihood of the 
estate proving worth. 

RANKIN. Then the estate was lost? 

SIR HOWARD. Not permanently. It is in my 
hands at present. 

RANKIN. Then how did ye get it back? 

SIR HOWARD [with Crafty enjoyment of his 
own cunning] By hoisting the rogue with his 
own petard. I had to leave matters as they 
were for many years; for I had my own posi- 
tion in the world to make. But at last I made 
it. In the course of a holiday trip to the West 
Indies, I found that this dishonest agent had 
left the island, and placed the estate in the 
hands of an agent of his own, whom he was 
foolish enough to pay very badly. I put the 
case before that agent; and he decided to 
treat the estate as my property. The robber 
now found himself in exactly the same posi- 
tion he had formerly forced me into. Nobody 
in the island would act against me, least of 
all the Attorney and Solicitor General, who 
appreciated my influence at the Colonial 
Office. And so I got the estate back. “The 
mills of the gods grind slowly,” Mr Rankin; 
“but they grind exceeding small.” 

LADY CICELY. Now I supposc if Td doiie 
such a clever thing in England, youd have 
sent me to prison. 

SIR HOWARD. Probably, unless you had 
taken care to keep outside the law against 
conspiracy. Whenever you wish to do any- 
thing against the law. Cicely, always consult 
a good solicitor first. 

LADY CICELY. So I do. But supposc your 
agent takes it into his head to give the estate 
back to his wicked old employer! 

SIR HOWARD. I heartily wish he would. 

RANKIN [openeyed] You wish he would !! 

SIR HOWARD. Yes. A few years ago the 
collapse of the West Indian sugar industry 
converted the income of the estate into an 
annual loss of about £l50 a year. If I cant 
sell it soon, I shall simply abandon it — un- 
less you, Mr Rankin, would like to take it as 
a present. 

RANKIN [laughing] I thank your lordship: 
we have estates enough of that sort in Scot- 
land. Your setting with your back to the sun, 
Leddy Ceecily, and losing something worth 
looking at. See there. [He rises and points 
seaward, where the rapid twilight of the latitude 


has heguTi], 

LADY CICELY [getting up to look and uttering 
a cry of admiration] Oh, how lovely! 

SIR HOWARD [also rising] What are those 
hills over there to the southeast? 

RANKIN. They are the outposts, so to speak, 
of the Atlas Mountains. 

LADY CICELY. The Atlas Mountains! Where 
Shelley's witch lived! We'll make an excur- 
sion to them tomorrow, Howard. 

RANKIN. Thats impossible, my leddy. The 
natives are verra dangerous. 

LADY CICELY. Why? Ilas any explorer been 
shooting them? 

RANKIN. No. But every man of them be- 
lieves he will go to Heaven if he kills an un- 
believer. 

LADY CICELY. Bless you, dear Mr Rankin, 
the people in England believe that they will 
go to heaven if they give all their property 
to the poor. But they dont do it. I’m not a 
bit afraid of that. 

RANKIN. But they are not accustomed to 
see women going about unveiled. 

LADY CICELY. I always get on best with 
people when they can see my face. 

SIR HOWARD. Cicely: you are talking great 
nonsense; and you know it. These people 
have no laws to restrain them, which means, 
in plain Pmglish, that they are habitual 
thieves and murderers. 

RANKIN. Nay, nay: not exactly that, Sir 
Howrrd. 

LADY CICELY [indignantly] Of course not. 
You always think, Howard, that nothing 
prevents people killing each other but the 
fear of your hanging them for it. But what 
nonsense that is! And how >vicked! If these 
people werent here for some good purpose, 
they wouldnt have been made, would they, 
Mr Rankin? 

RANKIN. That is a point, certainly, Leddy 
Ceecily. 

SIR HOWARD. Oh, if you are going to talk 
theology — 

LADY CICELY. Well, why not? theology is as 
respectable as law, I should think. Besides, 
I'm only talking commonsense. Why do 
people get killed by savages? Because in- 
stead of being polite to them, and saying 
How dye do? like me, people aim pistols at 
them. Ive been among savages — cannibals 
and all sorts. Everybody said theyd kill me. 
But when I met them, I said Howdyedo? 
and they were quite nice. The kings always 
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wanted to marry me. 

SIR HOWARD. That does not seem to me to 
make you any safer here, Cicely. You shall 
certainly not stir a step beyopd the protec- 
tion of the consul, if I can help it, without a 
strong escort. 

LADY CICELY. I dont Want an escort. 

SIR HOWARD. I do. And I suppose you will 
expect me to accompany you. 

RANKIN. Tis not safe, Leddy Ceecily. Really 
and truly, tis not safe. The tribes are verra 
fierce; and there are cities here that no 
Christian has ever set foot in. If you go with- 
out being well protected, the first chief you 
meet will seize you and send you back again 
to prevent his followers murdering you. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, how nice of him, Mr 
Rankin! 

RANKIN. He would not do it for your sake, 
Leddy Ceecily, but for his own. The Sultan 
would get into trouble with England if you 
were killed; and the Sultan would kill the 
chief to pacify the English government. 

LADY CICELY. But I always go everywhere. 
I know the people here wont touch me. They 
have such nice faces and such pretty scenery. 

SIR HOWARD \io Rankin, sitting down again 
resignedly^ You can imagine how much use 
there is in talking to a woman who admires 
the faces of the ruffians who infest these 
ports, Mr Rankin. Can anything be done in 
the way of an escort? 

RANKIN. There is a certain Captain Brass- 
bound here who trades along the coast, and 
occasionally escorts parties of merchants on 
journeys into the interior. I understand that 
he served under Gordon in the Soudan. 

SIR HOWARD. That sounds promising. But 
I should like to know a little more about him 
before I trust myself in his hands. 

RANKIN. I quite agree with you. Sir Howrrd. 
ril send Felix Drinkwotter for him [lie claps 
his hands. An Arab boy appears at the house 
door\ Muley : is sailor man here? [Muley nods]. 
Tell sailor man bring captain. [Muley nods 
and goes\ 

SIR HOWARD. Who is Drinkwatcr? 

RANKIN. His agent, or mate: I dont rightly 
know which. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, if he has a mate named 
Felix Drinkwater, it must be quite a respect- 
able crew. It is such a nice name. 

RANKIN. You saw him here just now. He is 
a convert of mine. 

LADY CICELY [delighted] That nice truthful 


sailor! 

SIR HOWARD [hcyrrijied] What! The Hooligan! 

RANKIN [puzzled] Hooligan? No, my lord: 
he is an Englishman. 

SIR HOWARD. My dear Mr Rankin, this man 
was tried before me on a charge of street 
ruffianism. 

RANKIN. So he told me. He was badly broat 
up, I am afraid. But he is now a converted 
man. 

LADY CICELY. Of course he is. His telling 
you so frankly proves it. You know, really, 
Howard, all those poor people whom you try 
are more sinned against than sinning. If you 
would only talk to them in a friendly way 
instead of passing cruel sentences on them, 
you would find them quite nice to you. [In- 
dignantly^ I wont have this poor man trampled 
on merely because his mother brought him 
up as a Hooligan. I am sure nobody could be 
nicer than he was when he spoke to us. 

SIR HOWARD. In short, we are to have an 
escort of Hooligans commanded by a fili- 
buster. Very well, very well. You will most 
likely admire all their faces; and I have no 
doubt at all that they will admire yours. 

Drinkwater comes from the house with an 
Italian dressed in a much worn suit of blue serge, 
a dilapidated Alpine hat, and boots laced with 
scraps of twine. He remains near the door, 
whilst Drinkwater comes forward between Sir 
Howard and Lady Cicely, 

DRINKWATER. Yr lionor’s servant. [To the 
Italian^ Mawtzow: is lawdship Sr Ahrd Ell am 
[Marzo touches his hat\, Er lidyship Lidy 
Winefleet [Marzo touches his hat], Hawtellian 
shipmite, lidy. Hahr chef. 

LADY CICELY [rioddmg affably to Marzo] 
Howdyedo? I love Italy. What part of it were 
you born in? 

DRINKWATER. Womt bawn in Hitly at all, 
lidy. Bawn in Ettn Gawdn [Hatton Garden], 
Hawce barrer an street planner Hawtellian, 
lidy: thets wot e is. Kepn Brarsbahnd's re- 
spects to yr honors; an e awites yr com- 
mawnds. 

RANKIN. Shall we go indoors to see him? 

SIR HOWARD. I think we had better have a 
look at him by daylight. 

RANKIN. Then we must lose no time: the 
dark is soon down in this latitude. [To Drink- 
water] Will ye ask him to step out here to us, 
Mr Drinkwotter? 

DRINKWATER. Rawt you aw, gavner. [He 
goes officiously into the house]. 
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Lady Cicely and Rankin sit down as before to 
receive the Captain. The light is by this time 
waning rapidly, the darkness creeping west into 
the orange crimson. 

LADY CICELY [whispering^^ Dont you feel 
rather creepy, Mr Rankin? I wonder what 
he'll be like. 

RANKIN. I misdoubt me he will not answer, 
your leddyship. 

There is a scuffling noise in the house; and 
Drinkwater shoots out through the doorway 
across the garden with every appearance of hav- 
ing been violently kicked. Marzo immediately 
hurries down the garden on Sir Howard's right 
out of the neighborhood of the doorway. 

DRINKWATER [trying to put a cheerful air on 
much mortification and bodily anguisfi] Narsty 
step to thet ere door — tripped me hap, it did. 
[Raising his voice and narrowly escaping a 
squeak of pain\ Kepn Brarsbahnd. [He gets 
as far from the house as possible, on Rankin s 
left. Rankin rises to receive his guest]. 

An olive complexioned man with dark southern 
eyes and hair comes from the house. Age about 36. 
Handsome features, but joyless; dark eyebrows 
dr Awn towards one another; mouth set grimly; 
*fosirils large and strained: a face set to one 
tragic purpose. A man of few words, fewer 
gestures, and much significance. On the whole, 
interesting, and even attractive, but 7iot friendly. 
He stands for a moment, saiurnme in the ruddy 
light, to see who is present, looJdng in a singular 
and rather deadly way at Sir Howard; then with 
some surprise and uneasiness at Lady Cicely. 
Finally he comes down into the middle of the 
garden, ajid confronts Rankin, ndio has been 
staring at him in consternation from the moment 
of his entrance, and continues to do so in so 
marked a way that the glow in Brasshound's eyes 
deepens as he begins to take offence. 

BRASSBOUND. Well, sir, have you stared 
your fill at me? 

RANKIN [recovering himself with a I ask 
your pardon for my bad manners. Captain 
Brassbound. Ye are extraordinair lek an auld 
college friend of mine, whose face I said not 
ten minutes gone that I could no longer 
bring to mind. It was as if he had come from 
the grave to remind me of it. 

BRASSBOUND. Why have you sent for me? 

RANKIN. We have a matter of business with 
ye. Captain. 

BRASSBOUND. Who are “we”? 

RANKIN. This is Sir Howard Hallam, who 
will be well known to ye as one of Her 


Majesty’s judges. 

BRASSBOUND [turning the singular look again 
on Sir Honmrd] The friend of the widow! the 
protector of the fatherless! 

SIR HOWARD [startled] I did not know I was 
so favorably spoken of in these parts, Captain 
Brassbound. We want an escort for a trip 
into the mountains. 

BRASSBOUND [ignoring this announcement] 
Who is the lady? 

RANKIN. Lady Ceecily Waynflete, his lord- 
ship’s sister-in-law. 

LADY CICELY. Howdycdo, Captain Brass- 
bound? [He bows gravely]. 

SIR HOWARD [a little impatient of these ques- 
tions, which strike him as somewhat impertinent] 
Let us come to business, if you please. We 
are thinking of making a short excursion to 
see the country about here. Can you provide 
us with an escort of respectable, trustworthy 
men? 

BRASSBOUND. No. 

DRINKWATER [hi siro7ig remonstrance] Nah, 
nah, nah! Nah look eah, Kepn, y’ knaow — 

BRASSBOUND [between his teeth] Hold your 
tongue. 

DRINKWATER [abjectly] Yuss, Kepn. 

RANKIN. I understood it was your business 
to provide escorts. Captain Brassbound. 

BRASSBOUND. You wcrc rightly informed. 
That is my business. 

LADY cicFXY. Then why wont you do it for 
us? 

BRASSBOUND. You are not content with an 
escort. You want respectable, trustworthy 
men. You should have brought a division of 
London policemen with you. My men are 
neither respectable nor trustworthy. 

DRINKWATER [unable to contain himself] Nah, 
nah, look eah, Kepn. If you want to be mod- 
dist, be moddist on your aown accahnt, nort 
on mawn. 

BRASSBOUND. You scc what my men are 
like. That rascal [indicating Marzo] would cut 
a throat for a dollar if he had courage enough. 

MARZO. I not understand. I no spik Englis. 

BRASSBOUND. This thing [pointing to Drink- 
water] is the greatest liar, thief, drunkard, 
and rapscallion on the west coast. 

DRINKWATER [affecting an ironic indiffer- 
ence] Gow orn, gow orn. Sr Ahrd ez erd 
witnesses to maw kerrickter afoah. E knaows 
ah mech to blieve of em. 

LADY CICELY. Captain Brassbound: I have 
heard all that before about the blacks; and 
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I found them very nice people when they 
were properly treated. 

DRiNKWATER [chuckUng: the Italian is also 
grinning] Nah, Kepn, nah! Owp yr prahd o 
y'seolf nah. 

BRASSBOUND. I quite understand the proper 
treatment for him, madam. If he opens his 
mouth again without my leave, I will break 
every bone in his skin. 

LADY CICELY [in her most sunnily matter-of- 
fact way] Does Captain Brassbound always 
treat you like this, Mr Drinkwater? 

Drinkwater hesitatesj and looks apprehen- 
sively at the Captain, 

BRASSBOUND. Answer, you dog, when the 
lady orders you. [7b Lady Cicely] Do not 
address him as Mr Drinkwater, madam: he 
is accustomed to be called Brandyfaced Jack. 

DRINKWATER [indignantly] Eah, aw sy! nah 
look eah, Kepn: maw nime is Drinkworter. 
You awsk em et Sin Jornb in the Worterleoo 
Rowd. Orn maw grenfawther s tombstown, 
it is. 

BRASSBOUND. It will be on your own tomb- 
stone, presently, if you cannot hold your 
tongue. [Turning to the others] Let us under- 
stand one another, if you please. An escort 
here, or anywhere where there are no regular 
disciplined forces, is what its captain makes 
it. If I undertake this business, I shall be 
your escort. I may require a dozen men, just 
as I may require a dozen horses. Some of the 
horses will be vicious; so will all the men. If 
either horse or man tries any of his vicious- 
ness on me, so much the worse for him; but 
it will make no difference to you. I will order 
my men to behave themselves before the 
lady; and they shall obey their orders. But 
the lady will please understand that I take 
my own way with them and suffer no inter- 
ference. 

LADY CICELY. Captain Brassbound: I dont 
want an escort at all. It will simply get us 
all into danger; and I shall have the trouble 
of getting it out again. Thats what escorts 
always do. But since Sir Howard prefers an 
escort, I think you had better stay at home 
and let me take charge of it. I know your men 
will get on perfectly well if theyre properly 
treated. 

DRINKWATER [with enthusiasni] Feed aht o 
yr and, lidy, we would. 

BRASSBOUND [with sardonic assent] Good. I 
agree. [7b Drinkwater] You shall go without 
me. 


DRiNKW^ATER [terriJUd] Eah! Wot are you a 
syin orn? We cawnt gow withaht yer. [7b 
Lady Cicely] Naow, lidy: it wouldnt be for yr 
hown good. Yer cawnt hexpect a lot o poor 
honeddikited men lawk huz to ran ahrseolvs 
into dineger withaht naow Kepn to teoll us 
wot to do. Naow, lidy: hoonawted we stend; 
deevawdid we fall. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, if you prefer your captain, 
have him by all means. Do you like to be 
treated as he treats you? 

DRINKWATER [with a Smile of vanity] Weoll, 
lidy: y* cawnt deenaw that e’s a Paffick 
Genlmn. Bit hawbitrairy, preps; but hin a 
genlmn you looks for sich. It tikes a hawbi- 
trairy wanne to knock aht them eathen 
Shikes, aw teoll yer. 

BRASSBOUND. Thats enough. Go. 

DRINKWATER. Weoll, aw was hownly a 
teolln the lidy thet — [A threatening movement 
from Brassbound cuts him short. He flies for his 
life into the house ^ followed by the Italian], 

BRASSBOUND. Your ladyship sees. These 
men serve me by their own free choice. If 
they are dissatisfied, they go. If / am dis- 
satisfied, they go. They take care that I am 
not dissatisfied. 

SIR HOWARD [who has listened with approval 
and growing confidence] Captain Brassbound: 
you are the man I want. If your terms are 
at all reasonable, I will accept your services 
if we decide to make an excursion. You do 
not object, Cicely, I hope. 

LADY CICELY. Oh no. After all, those men 
must really like you. Captain Brassbound. 
I feel sure you have a kind heart. You have 
such nice eyes. 

SIR HOWARD [scandalized] My dear Cicely: 
you really must restrain your expressions 
of confidence in people’s eyes and faces. [7b 
Brassbound] Now, about terms. Captain? 

BRASSBOUND. Where do you propose to go? 

SIR HOWARD. I hardly know. Where can we 
go, Mr Rankin? 

RANKIN. Take my advice. Sir Howrrd. 
Dont go far. 

BRASSBOUND. I Can take you to Meskala, 
from which you can see the Atlas Mountains. 
From Meskala I can take you to an ancient 
castle in the hills, where you can put up as 
long as you please. The customary charge is 
half a dollar a man per day and his food. I 
charge double. 

SIR HOWARD. I suppose you answer for 
your men being sturdy fellows, who will 
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stand to their guns if necessary. ] 

BRASSBOUND. I Can answcr for their being I 
more afraid of me than of the Moors. 

LADY CICELY. That doesnt matter in the 
least, Howard. The important thing, Captain 
Brassbound, is: first, that we should have as 
few men as possible, because men give such 
a lot of trouble travelling. And then, they 
must have good lungs and not be always 
catching cold. Above all, their clothes must 
be of good wearing material. Otherwise I 
shall be nursing and stitching and mending 
all the way; and it will be trouble enough, I 
assure you, to keep them washed and fed 
without that. 

BRASSBOUND [haughtily^ My men, madam, 
are not children in the nursery. 

LADY CICELY [uith Unanswerable convictiori] 
Captain Brassbound: all men are children in 
the nursery. I see that you dont notice things. 
That poor Italian had only one proper boot- 
lace: the other was a bit of string. And I am 
sure from Mr Drinkwater’s complexion that 
he ought to have some medicine. 

BRASSBOUND [outwardly determined not to he 
trifled with: inwardly puzzled and rather 
dauntedi] Madam: if you want an escort, I 
can provide you with an escort. If you want 
a Sunday School treat, I can not provide it. 

LADY CICELY [with swcet melancholy^ Ah, 
dont you wish you could. Captain? Oh, if I 
could only shew you my children from Wayn- 
flete Sunday School! The darlings would love 
this place, with all the camels and black 
men. I’m sure you would enjoy having them 
here. Captain Brassbound; and it would be 
such an education for your men! [Brassbound 
stares at her with drying lips]. 

SIR HOWARD. Cicely: when you have quite 
done talking nonsense to Captain Brass- 
bound, we can proceed to make some definite 
arrangement with him. 

LADY CICELY. But it’s arranged already. 
We'll start at eight o’clock tomorrow morn- 
ing, if you please. Captain. Never mind about 
the Italian: I have a big box of clothes with 
me for my brother in Rome; and there are 
some bootlaces in it. Now go home to bed 
and dont fuss yourself. All you have to do 
is to bring your men round; and I’ll see to the 
rest. Men are always so nervous about mov- 
ing, Goodnight. oflpers him her hand. 
Surprised he pulls ojfl his cap for the flrst time. 
Some scruple prevents him from taking her hand 
at Ofnce, He hesitates; then turns to Sir Howard 


and addresses him with warning earnestness], 

BRASSBOUND. Sir Howard Hallam: I advise 
you not to attempt this expedition. 

SIR HOWARD. Indeed! Why? 

BRASSBOUND. You are safe here. I warn you, 
in those hills there is a justice that is not the 
justice of your courts in England. If you 
have wronged a man, you may meet that 
man there. If you have wronged a woman, 
you may meet her son there. The justice of 
those hills is the justice of vengeance. 

SIR HOWARD [faintly amused^ You are super- 
stitious, Captain. Most sailors are, I notice. 
However, I have complete confidence in 
your escort. 

BRASSBOUND [almost threateningly] Take 
care. The avenger may be one of the escort. 

SIR HOWARD. I have already met the only 
member of your escort who might have borne 
a grudge against me, Captain; and he was 
acquitted. 

BRASSBOUND. You are fated to come, then? 

SIR HOWARD [smiling] It seems so. 

BRASSBOUND. On your head be it! [To Lady 
Cicely, accepting her hand at last] Goodnight. 

He goes. It is by this time starry night. 

ACT II 

Midday, A room in a Moorish castle. A divan 
seat runs round the dilapidated adobe walls, 
which are partly painted, partly faced with white 
tiles patterned in green and yellow. The ceiling 
is made up of little squares, painted in bright 
colors, with gilded edges, and ornamented with 
gilt knobs. On the cement floor are mattings, 
sheepskins, and leathern cushions with geometrical 
patterns on them. There is a tiny Moorish table 
in the middle; and at it a huge saddle, with 
saddle cloths of various colors, shening that the 
room is used by foreigners accustomed to chairs. 
Anyone sitting at the table in this seat would have 
the chief entrance, a large horseshoe arch, on his 
left, and another saddle seat between him and the 
arch; whilst, if susceptible to draughts, he would 
probably catch cold from a Utile Moorish door in 
the wall behind him to his right. 

Two or three of Brassbound* s men, overcome 
by the midday heat, sprawl supine on the floor, 
with their reefer coats under their heads, their 
knees uplifted, and their calves laid comfortably 
on the divan. Those who wear shirts have them 
open at the throat for greater coolness. Some have 
jerseys. All wear boots and belts, and have guns 
ready to their hands. One of them, lying with his 
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head against the second saddle seat^ wears whai 
was once a fashionable white English yachting 
suit. He is evidently a pleasantly worthless young 
English gentleman gone to the had, but retaining 
sufficient self-respect to shave carefully and brush 
his hair, which is wearing thin, and does not seem 
to have been luxuriant even in its best days. 

7'he silence is broken only by the snores of the 
young gentleman, whose mouth has fallen open, 
until a few distant shots half waken him. He 
shuts his mouth convulsively, and opens his eyes 
sleepily. A door is violently kicked outside; and 
the voice of Drinkwaier is heard raising urgent 
alarm. 

DRiNKWATER. Wot ow! Wike ap there, will 
yr. Wike ap. [lie rushes in through the horseshoe 
arch, hot and excited, and runs round, kicking 
the sleeper s\ Nah then. Git ap. Git ap, will yr, 
Kiddy Redbrook. [He gives the young gentle- 
man a rude shove\ 

REDBROOK [sitting up'] Stow that, will you. 
Whats amiss? 

DRINKWATER [disgusted] Wots amiss! Didnt 
eah naow fawrin, I spowse. 

REDBROOK. No. 

DRINKWATER [sneering] Naow. Thort it sifer 
nort, didnt yr? 

REDBROOK [with crisp mtelligence] What! 
Youre running away, arc you? [He springs up, 
crying] Look alive, Johnnies: there’s danger. 
Brandyfaced Jack’s on the run. [They spring 
up hastily, grasping their guns]. 

DRINKWATER. Dineger! Yuss; should think 
there wors dineger. It’s howver, thow, as it 
mowstly his baw the tawm youre awike. 
[They relapse into lassitude]} Waw wasnt you 
on the look-aht to give us a end? Bin hat- 
tecked baw the Benny Seeras [Beni 
we ev, an ed to rawd for it pretty strite, too, 
aw teoll yr. Mawtzow is it: the bullet glawnst 
all rahnd is bloomin brisket. Brarsbahnd e 
dropt the Shike’s oss at six unnern fifty 
yawds. [Bustling them about] Nah then: git 
the plice ready for the British herristorcracy, 
Lawd Ellam an Lidy Wineflete? 

REDBROOK. Lady faint, eh? 

DRINKWATER. Fynt! Not lawkly. Wornted 
to gow an talk to the Benny Seeras; blaow 
me if she didnt! Harskt huz wot we was 
frahtnd of. Tyin ap Mawtzow *s wound, she 
is, like a bloomin orspittle nass. [Sir Howard, 
with a copious pagri on his white hat, enters 
through the horseshoe arch, followed by a couple 
of men supporting the wounded Marzo, who, 
weeping and terrorstricken by the prospect of 


death and of subsequent torments for which he is 
conscious of having eminently qualified himself, 
has his coat off and a bandage round his chest. 
One of his supporters is a black-bearded, thickset, 
slow, middle-aged man with an air of damaged 
respectability, named — as it afterwards appears 
— Johnson. Lady Cicely walks beside Marzo, 
Redbrook, a little shamefaced, crosses the room 
to the opposite wall as far away as possible from 
the visitors. Drinkwater turns and receives them 
with jocular ceremony]. Weolcome to Brars- 
bahnd Cawstl, Sr Ahrd an lidy. This eah is 
the corfee and commercial room. 

Sir Howard goes to the table and sits on the 
saddle, rather exhausted. Lady Cicely comes to 
Drinkwater. 

LADY CICELY. Where is Marzo’s bed? 

DRINKWATER. Is bed, lidy? Weoll: e ynt 
petickler, lidy. E ez is chawce of henny fleg- 
stown agin thet wall. 

They deposit Marzo on the flags against 
the wall close to the little door. He groans, 
Johnson phlegmatically leaves him and joins 
Redbrook. 

LADY CICELY. But you Cant leave him there 
in that state. 

DRINKWATER, Ow*. c’s hall rawt. [Strolling 
up callously to Marzo] Youre hall rawt, ynt 
yer, Mawtzow? [Marzo whimpers]. Corse y*aw. 

LADY CICELY [to Sir Howard] Did you ever 
see such a helpless lot of poor creatures? 
makes for the Utile door], 

DRINKWATER. Eah! [He runs to the door and 
places himself before it]. Where mawt yr lidy- 
ship be go win? 

LADY CICELY. I’m going through every room 
in this castle to find a proper place to put 
that man. And now I’ll tell you where your e 
going. Youre going to get some water for 
Marzo, who is very thirsty. And then, when 
Ive chosen a room for him, youre going to 
make a bed for him there. 

DRINKWATER [sarcastically] Ow! Henny 
ather little suvvice? Mike yrseolf at owm, 
y’ knaow, lidy. 

LADY CICELY [considerately] Dont go if youd 
rather not, Mr Drinkwater. Perhaps youre 
too tired. [Turning to the archway] I’ll ask 
Captain Brassbound: h e wont mind. 

DRINKWATER [terrified, running after her and 
getting betrveen her and the arch] Naow, naow! 
Naow, lidy; downt you gow disturbin the 
kepn. Awll see to it. 

LADY CICELY [gravely] I was sure you would, 
Mr Drinkwater. You have such a kind face. 
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[iSAe turns hack and goes out through the small 
door\ 

DRiNKWATER [Uioking after Aer] Garn! 

8IR HOWARD \to Drinkwatcr^ Will you ask 
one of your friends to shew me to my room 
whilst you are getting the water? 

DRINKWATER \insolently] Yr room! Ow: this 
ynt good enaf fr yr, ynt it? [Ferociously] Oo a 
you orderin abaht, ih? 

SIR HOWARD [rising quietly, and taking refuge 
between Redhrook and Johnson, whom he ad^ 
dresses] Can you find me a more private 
room than this? 

JOHNSON [shaking his head] Ive no orders. 
You must wait til the capn comes, sir. 

DRINKWATER [following Sir Howard] Yuss; 
an whawl youre witin, yll tike your borders 
from me: see? 

JOHNSON [with slow severity, to Drinkwater] 
Look here; do you see three genlmen talkin 
to one another here, civil and private, eh? 

DRINKWATER [chapfallen] No offence, Miste 
Jornsn — 

JOHNSON [ominously] Ay; but there is 
offence, Wheres your manners, you gutter- 
snipe? [Turning to Sir Howard] Thats the 
curse o this kind o life, sir: you got to associ- 
ate with all sorts. My father, sir, was Capn 
Johnson o Hull — owned his own schooner, 
sir. We’re mostly gentlemen here, sir, as 
youll find, except the poor ignorant foreigner 
and that there scum of the submerged tentli. 
[Contemptuously talking at Drinkwater] He aint 
nobody’s son: he’s only a offspring o coster 
folk or such. 

DRINKWATER [bursting into tears] Clawss 
feelin! thets wot it is; clawss feelin! Wot are 
yer, arter all, bat a bloomin gang o wust eowst 
cazhls [casual ward paupers^ [Johnson is 
scandalized; and there is a general thrill of 
indignation]. Better ev naow fembly, an 
rawse aht of it, lawk me, than ev a specble 
one and disgrice it, lawk you. 

JOHNSON. Brandy faced Jack: I name you 
for conduct and language unbecoming to a 
gentleman. Those who agree will signify the 
same in the usual manner. 

ALL [vehemently] Aye. 

DRINKWATER [wildly] Naow. 

JOHNSON. Felix Drinkwater: are you goin 
out, or are you goin to wait til youre chucked 
out? You can cry in the passage. If you give 
any trouble, youll have something to cry for. 

They make a threatening movement towards 
Drinkwater. 


DRINKWATER [whimpering] You lee me 
alown: awm gowin. Theres n’maw true dem- 
mecrettick feelin eah than there is in the 
owl bloomin M division of Noontn Corzwy 
coppers [Newington Causeway policemen]. 

As he slinks away in tears towards the arch, 
Brasshound enters. Drinkwater promptly shelters 
himself on the captain s left hand, the others 
retreating to the opposite side as Brasshound 
advances to the middle of the room. Sir Howard 
retires behind them and seats himself on the divan, 
much fatigued. 

BRASSBOUND [io Drinkwater] What are you 
snivelling at? 

DRINKWATER. You awsk the wust cowst 
herristorcracy. They fawnds maw cornduck 
hanbecammin to a genlmn. 

Brasshound is about io ask Johnson for an 
explanation, when Lady Cicely returns through 
the little door, arid comes between Brasshound 
and Drinkwater. 

LADY CICELY [to Drinkwater] Have you 
fetched the water? 

DRINKWATER. Yuss: nah you begin orn me. 
[He weeps afresK]. 

LADY CICELY [surprised] Oh! This wont do, 
Mr Drinkwater. If you cry, I cant let you 
nurse your friend. 

DRINKWATER [frantic] Thctll brike maw 
awt, wownt it nah? [With a lamentable sob, he 
throrvs himself down on the divan, raging like 
an angry child]. 

LADY CICELY [after contemplating him in 
astonishment for a moment] Captain Brass- 
bound: are there any charwomen in the Atlas 
Mountains? 

BRASSBOUND. There are people here who 
will work if you pay them, as there are else- 
where. 

LADY CICELY. This castle is very romantic. 
Captain; but it hasnt had a spring cleaning 
since the Prophet lived in it. There’s only 
one room I can put that wounded man into. 
Its the only one that has a bed in it: the 
second room on the right out of that passage. 

BRASSBOUND [haughtily] That is my room, 
madam. 

LADY CICELY [relieved] Oh, thats all right. 
It would have been so awkward if I had had 
to ask one of your men to turn out. You 
wont mind, I know. [All the men stare at her. 
Even Drinkwater forgets his sorrows in his 
stupefaction], 

BRASSBOUND. Pray, madam, have you made 
any arrangements for my accommodation? 
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LADY CICELY [reassufingly] Yes: you can 
have my room instead, wherever it may be: 

I m sure you chose me a nice one. I must be 
near my patient; and I dont mind roughing 
it. Now I must have Marzo moved very care- 
fully. Where is that truly gentlemanly Mr 
Johnson? — oh, there you are, Mr Johnson. 
[iSAe runs to Johnson^ past Brassbound, who has 
to step back hastily out of her way with every 
expression frozen out of his face except one of 
extreme and indignant dumbfoundedness\ Will 
you ask your strong friend to help you with 
Marzo: strong people are always so gentle. 

JOHNSON. Let me introdooce Mr Redbrook. 
Your ladyship may know his father, the 
very Rev. Dean Redbrook. [lie goes to Marzo], 

REDBROOK. Happy to oblige you, Lady 
Cicely. 

LADY CICELY [shaking hands] Howdyedo? 
Of course I knew your father — Dunham 
wasnt it? Were you ever called — 

REDBROOK. The kid? Yes. 

LADY CICELY. But why — 

REDBROOK [anticipating therest of the questiori] 
Cards and drink, Lady Sis. [He follows John- 
son to the patient. Lady Cicely goes too]. Now, 
Count Marzo. [Marzo groans as Johnson and 
Bedbrook raise him], 

LADY CICELY. Now thej^re not hurting you, 
Marzo. They couldnt be more gentle. 

MARZO. Drink. 

LADY CICELY. Til get you some water my- 
self. Your friend Mr Drinkwater was too 
overcome — take care of the corner — thats it 
— the second door on the right. goes out 
with Marzo and his bearers through the little 
door], 

BRASSBOUND [stUl staring] Well, I am 
damned! 

DRINKWATER [getting Up] Weoll, blimey! 

BRASSBOUND [turning irritably on him] What 
did you say? 

DRINKWATER. Weoll, wot did yer sy yrseolf, 
kepn? Fust tawm aw yever see y’ afride of 
ennybody. [The others laugh], 

BRASSBOUND. Afraid! 

DRINKWATER [maliciously] She’s took y’bed 
from hander yr for a bloomin penny hawce- 
men. If y’ ynt afride, lets eah yer speak ap 
to er wen she cams bawck agin. 

BRASSBOUND [to Sir Howard] I wish you to 
understand. Sir Howard, that in this castle, 
it is I who give orders, and no one else. 
Will you be good enough to let Lady Cicely 
Waynflete know that. 


SIR HOWARD [sitiinguponihe divan andpulUng 
himself together] You will have ample oppor- 
tunity for speaking to Lady Cicely yourself 
when she returns. [Drinkwater chuckles; and 
the rest grin], 

BRASSBOUND. My manners are rough. Sir 
Howard. I have no wish to frighten the lady. 

SIR HOWARD. Captain Brassbound: if you 
can frighten Lady Cicely, you will confer a 
great obligation on her family. If she had 
any sense of danger, perhaps she would keep 
out of it. 

BRASSBOUND. Wcll, sir, if she were ten Lady 
Cicelys, she must consult me while she is 
here. 

DRINKWATER. Thcts rawt, kepn. Lets eah 
you steblish yr hawthority. [Brassbound 
turns impatiently on him: he retreats remonstrat- 
ing] Nah, nah, nah! 

SIR HOWARD. If you fccl at all nervous, 
Captain Brassbound, I will mention the 
matter with pleasure, 

BRASSBOUND. Nervous, sir! no. Nervousness 
is not in my line. You will find me perfectly 
capable of saying what I want to say — with 
considerable emphasis, if necessary. [5er 
Howard assents with a polite hut incredulous 
nod], 

DRINKWATER. Eah, cah! 

Lady Cicely returns with Johnson and Red- 
brook. She carries ajar, 

LADY CICELY [stopping between the door and 
the arcK] Now for the water. Where is it? 

REDBROOK. Theres a well in the courtyard, 
ril come and work the bucket. 

LADY CICELY. So good of you, Mr Kidbrook. 
[iSAe makes for the horseshoe arch ^ followed by 
Redbrook], 

DRINKWATER. Nah, Kepn Brarsbahnd: you 
got sathink to sy to the lidy, ynt yr? 

LADY CICELY [stopping] I’ll comc back to 
hear it presently, Captain. And oh, while I 
remember it, [coming forward between Brass- 
hound and Drinkwater] do please tell me. Cap- 
tain, if I interfere with your arrangements 
in any way. If I disturb you the least bit in 
the world, stop me at once. You have all the 
responsibility; and your comfort and your 
authority must be the first thing. Youll tell 
me, wont you? 

BRASSBOUND [awkwardly^ quite beaten] Pray 
do as you please, madam. 

LADY CICELY. Thank you. Thats so like you, 
Captain. Thank you. Now, Mr Redbrook! 
Show me the way to the well. [She follorvs 
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Redhrook out through the arch], 

DRiNKWATER. Yah! Yah! Shime! Beat baw 
a woman! 

JOHNSON [coming forward on Brassbound*s 
right] What*s wrong now? 

DRINKWATER [with an air of disappointment 
and disillusion] Downt awsk me, Miste Jornsn. 
The kepn's naow clawss arter all. 

BRASSBOUND [a little shamefacedly] What has 
she been fixing up in there, Johnson? 

JOHNSON. Well: Marzo's in your bed. Lady 
wants to make a kitchen of the Sheikh’s 
audience chamber, and to put me and the 
Kid handy in his bedroom in case Marzo gets 
erysipelas and breaks out violent. From 
what I can make out, she means to make 
herself matron of this institution. I spose it’s 
all right, isnt it? 

DRINKWATER. Yuss, an horder huz abaht 
as if we was keb tahts! An the kepn afride 
to talk bawck at er! 

Lady Cicely returns with Redhrook. She 
carries the jar full of water. 

LADY CICELY [putting down the jar, and coming 
between Brassbound and Drinkwater as before] 
And now. Captain, before I go to poor Marzo, 
what have you to say to me? 

BRASSBOUND. I! Nothing. 

DRINKWATER. Downt fank it, gavner. Be a 
men! 

LADY CICELY [looking at Drinkwater, puzzled] 
Mr Drinkwater said you had. 

BRASSBOUND [recovering himself] It was only 
this. That fellow there [pointing to Drink- 
water] is subject to fits of insolence. If he is 
impertinent to your ladyship, or disobedient, 
you have my authority to order him as many 
kicks as you think good for him; and I will 
see that he gets them. 

DRINKWATER [lifting up Ms voice in protest] 
Nah, nah — 

LADY CICELY. Oh, I couldnt think of such a 
thing, Captain Brassbound. I am sure it 
would hurt Mr Drinkwater. 

DRINKWATER [lockrymosely] Lidy’s hinky- 
p’ble o sich bawbrous usage. 

LADY CICELY. But there ’s one thing I 
should like, if Mr Drinkwater wont mind my 
mentioning it. It’s so important if he’s to 
attend on Marzo. 

BRASSBOUND. What is that? 

LADY CICELY. Well — you wont mind, Mr 
Drinkwater, will you? 

DRINKWATER [suspiciously] Wot is it? 

LADY CICELY. There would be so much less 


danger of erysipelas if you would be so good 
as to take a bath. 

DRINKWATER [aghost] A bawth! 

BRASSBOUND [in tones of comTwamjT] Stand by, 
all hands. [They stand by]. Take that man 
and wash him. [With a roar of laughter they 
seize him], 

DRINKWATER [in an agony of protest] Naow, 
naow. Look eah — 

BRASSBOUND [ruthUssly] In cold water. 

DRINKWATER [shrieking] Na-a-a-a-ow. Aw 
cawnt, aw teol yer. Naow. Aw sy, look eah. 
Naow, naow, naow, naow, naow, NAOW!!! 

He is dragged away through the arch in a 
whirlwind of laughter, protests and tears. 

LADY CICELY. I’m afraid he isnt used to it, 
poor fellow; but really it will do him good. 
Captain Brassbound. Now I must be off to 
my patient. [She takes up her jar and goes out 
by the little door, leaving Brassbound and Sir 
Howard alone together], 

SIR HOWARD [rising] And now. Captain 
Brass — 

BRASSBOUND [cutting him short with a fierce 
contempt that astonishes him] I will attend to 
you presently. [Calling] Johnson. Send me 
Johnson there. And Osman. [He pulls off his 
coat and throws it on the table, standing at his 
ease in his blue jersey], 

SIR HOWARD [after a momentary fiush of 
anger, with a controlled force that compels Brass- 
bound* s attention in spite of himself ] You seem 
to be in a strong position with reference to 
these men of yours. 

BRASSBOUND. I am in a strong position with 
reference to everyone in this castle. 

SIR HOWARD [politely but threateningly] I have 
just been noticing that you think so. I do not 
agree with you. Her Majesty’s Government, 
Captain Brassbound, has a strong arm and a 
long arm. If anything disagreeable happens 
to me or to my sister-in-law, that arm will be 
stretched out. If that happens you will not 
be in a strong position. Excuse my reminding 
you of it. 

BRASSBOUND [gnmly] Much good may it do 
you! [Johnson comes in through the arch]. 
Where is Osman, the Sheikh’s messenger? I 
want him too. 

JOHNSON. Coming, Captain. He had a 
prayer to finish. 

Osman, a tall, skinny, whiteclad, elderly Moor, 
appears in the archway. 

BRASSBOUND. Osman Ali [Osman comes for^ 
ward between Brassbound and Johnson^, you 
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have seen this unbeliever \indicating Sir 
Howard] come in with us? 

OSMAN. Yea, and the shameless one with 
the naked face, who flattered my countenance 
and offered me her hand. 

JOHNSON. Yes; and you took it too, Johnny, 
didnt you? 

BRASSBOUND. Take horse, then; and ride 
fast to your master the Sheikh Sidi el Assif — 

OSMAN [proudly] Kinsman to the Prophet. 

BRASSBOUND. Tell him what you have seen 
here. That is all. Johnson: give him a dollar; 
and note the hour of his going, that his 
master may know how fast he rides. 

OSMAN. The believer’s word shall prevail 
with Allah and his servant Sidi el Assif. 

BRASSBOUND, Off with you. 

OSMAN. Make good thy master’s word ere 
I go out from his presence, O Johnson el 
Hull. 

JOHNSON. He wants the dollar. 

Brassbound gives Osman a coin. 

OSMAN \howing] Allah will make hell easy 
for the friend of Sidi el Assif and his servant. 
[He goes out through the arch\ 

BRASSBOUND [to Johnsou] Keep the men out 
of this until the Sheikh comes. I have business 
to talk over. When he does come, we must 
keep together all: Sidi el Assif’s natural 
instinct will be to cut every Christian throat 
here. 

JOHNSON. We look to you, Captain, to 
square him, since you invited him over. 

BRASSBOUND. You can depend on me; and 
you know it, I think. 

JOHNSON [phlegmatically] Yes: we know it. 
[He is going out when Sir Howard speaks]. 

SIR HOWARD. You know also, Mr Johnson, 
I hope, that you can depend on me. 

JOHNSON [turning] On you, sir? 

SIR HOWARD. Yes: on me. If my throat is 
cut, the Sultan of Morocco may send Sidi’s 
head with a hundred thousand dollars blood- 
money to the Colonial Office; but it will not 
be enough to save his kingdom — any more 
than it would save your life, if your Captain 
here did the same thing. 

JOHNSON [struck] Is that so. Captain? 

BRASSBOUND. I know the gentleman’s 
value — better perhaps than he knows it 
himself. I shall not lose sight of it. 

Johnson nods gravely^ and is going out when 
Lady Cicely returns softly by the little door and 
calls to him in a whisper. She has taken off her 
travelling things and put on an apron. At her 


chatelaine is a case of sewing materials. 

LADY CICELY. Mr Johnson. [He turns]. Ive 
got Marzo to sleep. Would you mind asking 
the gentlemen not to make a noise under 
his window in the courtyard. 

JOHNSON. Right, maam. [lie goes out]. 

Lady Cicely sits down at the tiny table, and 
begins stitching at a sling bandage for Marzo' s 
arm. Brassbound walks up and down on her 
right, muttering to himself so ominously that 
Sir Howard quietly gets out of his way by 
crossmg to the other side and sitting down on the 
second saddle seat. 

SIR HOWARD. Are you yet able to attend 
to me for a moment, Captain Brassbound? 

BRASSBOUND [still Walking about] What do 
you want? 

SIR HOWARD. Well, I am afraid I want a 
little privacy, and, if you will allow me to 
say so, a little civility. I am greatly obliged 
to you for bringing us safely off* today when 
we were attacked. So far, you have carried 
out your contract. But since we have been 
your guests here, your tone and that of the 
worst of your men has changed — intentionally 
changed, I think. 

BRASSBOUND [stopping abruptly and flinging 
the announcement at him] You are not my 
guest: you are my prisoner. 

SIR HOWARD. Prisoner! 

Lady Cicely, after a single glance up, con- 
tinues stitching, apparently quite unconcerned. 

BRASSBOUND. I Warned you. You should 
have taken my warning. 

SIR HOWARD immediately taking the tone of 
cold disgust for moral delinquency] Am I to 
understand, then, that you are a brigand? Is 
this a matter of ransom? 

BRASSBOUND [witk unaccountoblc intensity] All 
the wealth of England shall not ransom you. 

SIR HOWARD. Then what do you expect to 
gain by this? 

BRASSBOUND. Justice on a thief and a 
murderer. 

Lady Cicely lays down her work and looks up 
anxiously. 

SIR HOWARD [deeply outraged, rising with 
venerable dignity] Sir: do you apply those 
terms to me? 

BRASSBOUND. I do. [lie tums to Lady Cicely, 
and adds, pointmg contemptuously to Sir Howard] 
Look at him. You would not take this 
virtuously indignant gentleman for the uncle 
of a brigand, would you? 

Sir Howard starts. The shock is too muck for 
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him: he sits down again ^ looking very old; and 
his hands tremble; hut his eyes and mouth are 
intrepid, resolute, and aiigry. 

LADY CICELY. Unclc! What do you mean? 

BRASSBOUND. Has he never told you about 
my mother? this fellow who puts on ermine 
and scarlet and calls himself Justice. 

SIR HOWARD [almost voiceless^ You are the 
son of that woman! 

BRASSBOUND [JicTccly^ *That woman!** [lie 
makes a movement as if to rush at Sir Howard^, 

LADY CICELY [rising quickly and putting her 
hand on his arm] Take care. You mustnt strike 
an old man. 

BRASSBOUND [raging"] He did not spare my 
mother — “that woman,** he calls her — 
because of her sex. I will not spare him 
because of his age. [Lowering his tone to one 
of sullen vindictiveness] But I am not going to 
strike him. [Lady Cicely releases him, and sits 
down, much perplexed, Brasshound continues, 
with an evil glance at Sir Howard] I shall do 
no more than justice. 

SIR HOWARD [recovering his voice and vigor] 
Justice! I think you mean vengeance, dis- 
guised as justice by your passions. 

BRASSBOUND. To many and many a poor 
wretch in the dock you have brought venge- 
ance in that disguise — the vengeance of 
society, disguised as justice by its passions. 
Now the justice you have outraged meets 
you disguised as vengeance. How do you 
like it? 

SIR HOWARD. I shall meet it, I trust, as 
becomes an innocent man and an upright 
judge. What do you charge against me? 

BRASSBOUND. I charge you with the death 
of my mother and the theft of my inherit- 
ance. 

SIR HOWARD. As to your inheritance, sir, it 
was yours whenever you came forward to 
claim it. Three minutes ago I did not know 
of your existence. I affirm that most solemnly. 
I never knew — never dreamt — that my 
brother Miles left a son. As to your mother, 
her case was a hard one — perhaps the hardest 
that has come within even my experience. 
I mentioned it, as such, to Mr Rankin, the 
missionary, the evening we met you. As to 
her death, you know — you must know — that 
she died in her native country, years after 
our last meeting. Perhaps you were too 
young to know that she could hardly have 
expected to live long. 

BRASSBOUND. You mean that she drank. 


SIR HOWARD. I did not say so. I do not 
think she was always accountable for what 
she did. 

BRASSBOUND. Yes*. she was mad too; and 
whether drink drove her to madness or 
madness drove her to drink matters little. 
The question is, who drove her to both? 

SIR HOWARD. I presume the dishonest agent 
who seized her estate did. I repeat, it was a 
hard case — a frightful injustice. But it could 
not be remedied. 

BRASSBOUND. You told her so. When she 
would not take that false answer you drove 
her from your doors. When she exposed you 
in the street and threatened to take with 
her own hands the redress the law denied 
her, you had her imprisoned, and forced her 
to write you an apology and leave the 
country to regain her liberty and save herself 
from a lunatic asylum. And when she was 
gone, and dead, and forgotten, you found 
for yourself the remedy you could not find 
for her. You recovered the estate easily 
enough then, robber and rascal that you are. 
Did he tell the missionary that, Lady Cicely, 
eh? 

LADY CICELY [sympathetically] Poor woman! 
[7*0 Sir Howard] Couldnt you have helped 
her, Howard? 

SIR HOWARD. No. This man may be ignorant 
enough to suppose that when I was a strug- 
gling barrister I could do everything I did 
when I was Attorney General. You know 
better. There is some excuse for his mother. 
She was an uneducated Brazilian, knowing 
nothing of English society, and driven mad 
by injustice. 

BRASSBOUND. Your defence — 

SIR HOWARD [interrupting him determinedly] 
I do not defend myself. I call on you to obey 
the law, 

BRASSBOUND. I intend to do so. The law of 
the Atlas Mountains is administered by the 
Sheikh Sidi el Assif. He will be here within 
an hour. He is a judge, like yourself. You 
can talk law to him. He will give you both 
the law and the prophets. 

SIR HOWARD. Does he know what the 
power of England is? 

BRASSBOUND. He knows that the Mahdi 
killed my master Gordon, and that the 
Madhi died in his bed and went to paradise. 

SIR HOWARD. Then he knows also that 
England *s vengeance was on the Mahdi *s 
track. 
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BRASSBOUND. Ay, on the track of the rail- 
way from the Cape to Cairo? Who are you, 
that a nation should go to war for you? If 
you are missing, what will your newspapers 
say? A foolhardy tourist! What will your 
learned friends at the bar say? That it was 
time for you to make room for younger and 
better men. You a national hero! You had 
better find a goldfield in the Atlas Moun- 
tains. Then all the governments of Europe 
will rush to your rescue. Until then, take 
care of yourself; for you are going to see at 
last the hypocrisy in the sanctimonious 
speech of the judge who is sentencing you, 
instead of the despair in the white face of 
the wretch you are recommending to the 
mercy of your god. 

SIR HOWARD [deeply and personally offended 
by this slight to his profession, and for the first 
time throwing away his assumed dignity and 
rising to approach Brasshoujid with his fists 
clenched; so that Lady Cicely lifts one eye from 
her work to assure herself that the table is 
betiveen them^ I have no more to say to you, 
sir. I am not afraid of you, nor of any bandit 
with whom you may be in league. As to 
your property, it is ready for you as soon as 
you come to your senses and claim it as your 
father’s heir. Commit a crime, and you will 
become an outlaw, and not only lose the 
property, but shut the doors of civilization 
against yourself for ever. 

BRASSBOUND. I will iiot scll my mother’s re- 
venge for ten properties. 

LADY CICELY [placidly'\ Besides, really, 
Howard, as the property now costs £150 a 
year to keep up instead of bringing in any- 
thing, I am afraid it would not be of much 
use to him. [Brasshound stands amazed at this 
revelation]. 

SIR HOWARD [taken aback'] I must say. Cicely, 
I think you might have chosen a more suit- 
able moment to mention that fact. 

BRASSBOUND [with disgust] Agh! Trickster! 
Lawyer! Even the price you offer for your 
life is to be paid in false coin. [Calling] Hallo 
there! Johnson! Redbrook! Some of you 
there! [To Sir Howard] You ask for a little 
privacy: you shall have it. I will not endure 
the company of such a fellow. 

SIR HOWARD [very angry, and full of the 
crustiest pluck] You insult me, sir. You are a 
rascal. You are a rascal. 

Johnson, Redbrook, and a few others come in 
through the arch. 


BRASSBOUND. Take this man away. 

JOHNSON. Where are we to put him? 

BRASSBOUND. Put him where you please so 
long as you can find him when he is wanted. 

SIR HOWARD. You Will be laid by the heels 
yet, my friend. 

REDBROOK [with cheerful tact] Tut tut. Sir 
Howard: whats the use of talking back? 
Come along: we’ll make you comfortable. 

Sir Howard goes out through the arch between 
Johnson and Redbrook, muttering wrathfully. 
The rest, except Brassbound and Lady Cicely, 
follow. 

Brassbound walks up and down the room, 
nursing his indignation. In doing so he uncon- 
sciously enters upon an unequal contest with Lady 
Cicely, who sits quietly stitching. It soon be- 
comes clear that a tranquil woman can go on sew- 
ing longer than an angry man can go on fuming. 
Further, it begins to dawn on Brasshound* s 
wrath-blurred perception that Lady Cicely has at 
some unnoticed stage in the proceedings finished 
Marzo*s bandage, and is now stitching a coat. 
He stops; glances at his shirtsleeves; finally 
realizes the situation. 

BRASSBOUND. What are you doing there, 
madam? 

LADY CICELY. Mending your coat. Captain 
Brassbound. 

BRASSBOUND. I havc DO rccollection of ask- 
ing you to take that trouble. 

LADY CICELY. No*. I dont supposc you even 
knew it was torn. Some men are born untidy. 
You cannot very well receive Sidi el — what’s 
his name? — with your sleeve half out. 

BRASSBOUND [disconcerted] I — I dont know 
how it got torn. 

LADY CICELY. You should not get virtuously 
indignant with people. It bursts clothes more 
than anything else, Mr Hallam. 

BRASSBOUND [flushing quickly] I beg you will 
not call me Mr Hallam. I hate the name. 

LADY CICELY. Black Paquito is your pet 
name, isnt it? 

BRASSBOUND [huffHy] I am not usually called 
so to my face. 

LADY CICELY [turning the coat a little] I’m so 
sorry. [She takes another piece of thread and 
puts it into her needle, looking placidly and re- 
flectively upward meanwhile]. Do you know, 
you are wonderfully hke your uncle. 

BRASSBOUND. Damnation! 

LADY CICELY. Eh? 

BRASSBOUND. If I thought my veins con- 
tained a drop of his black blood, I would 
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drain them empty with my knife. I have no 
relations. I had a mother: that was all. 

LADY CICELY \unc<mvinced\ I daresay you 
have your mother’s complexion. But didnt 
you notice Sir Howard’s temper, his dogged- 
ness, his high spirit: above all, his belief in 
ruling people by force, as you rule your men; 
and in revenge and punishment, just as you 
want to revenge your mother? Didnt you 
recognize yourself in that? 

BRASSBOUND [startled] Myself! — in that! 

LADY CICELY [returning to the tailoring ques- 
tion as if her last remark were of no consequence 
whatever] Did this sleeve catch you at all 
under the arm? Perhaps I had better make 
it a little easier for you. 

BRASSBOUND [irritably] Let my coat alone. 
It will do very well as it is. Put it down. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, dont ask me to sit doing 
nothing. It bores me so. 

BRASSBOUND. In Hcavcn’s name then, do 
what you like! Only dont worry me with 
it. 

LADY CICELY. I’m SO sorry. All the Hallams 
are irritable. 

BRASSBOUND [penning up his fury with diffi- 
culty] As I have already said, that remark 
has no application to me. 

LADY CICELY [resuming her stitching] Thats 
so funny! They all hate to be told that they 
are like one another. 

BRASSBOUND [with the beginnings of despair in 
his voice] Why did you come here? My trap 
was laid for him, not for you. Do you know 
the danger you are in? 

LADY CICELY. Thcres always a danger of 
something or other. Do you think it’s worth 
bothering about. 

BRASSBOUND [scolding her] Do I think! Do 
you think my coat’s worth mending? 

LADY CICELY [prosaically] Oh yes: it’s not so 
far gone as that. 

BRASSBOUND. Have you any feeling? Or are 
you a fool? 

LADY CICELY. I’m afraid I’m a dreadful fool. 
But I cant help it. I was made so, I suppose. 

BRASSBOUND. Perhaps you dont realize that 
your friend my good uncle will be pretty for- 
tunate if he is allowed to live out his life as 
a slave with a set of chains on him? 

LADY CICELY. Oh, I dont know about that, 
Mr H — I mean Captain Brassbound. Men 
are always thinking that they are going to 
do something grandly wicked to their 
enemies; but when it comes to the point, 


really bad men are just as rare as really good 
ones. 

BRASSBOUND. You forget that I am like my 
uncle, according to you. Have you any doubt 
as to the reality of his badness? 

LADY CICELY. Bless me! your uncle Howard 
is one of the most harmless of men — much 
nicer than most professional people. Of course 
he does dreadful things as a judge; but then 
if you take a man and pay him £5,000 a year 
to be wicked, and praise him for it, and have 
policemen and courts and laws and juries to 
drive him into it so that he cant help doing it, 
what can you expect? Sir Howard’s all right 
when he’s left to himself. We caught a bur- 
glar one night at Waynflete when he was 
staying with us; and I insisted on his locking 
the poor man up, until the police came, in a 
room with a window opening on the lawn. 
The man came back next day and said he 
must return to a life of crime unless I gave 
him a job in the garden; and I did. It was 
much more sensible than giving him ten 
years penal servitude: Howard admitted it. 
So you see he’s not a bit bad really. 

BRASSBOUND. He had a fellow feeling for the 
thief, knowing he was a thief himself. Do you 
forget that he sent my mother to prison? 

LADY CICELY [softly] Were you very fond of 
your poor mother, and always very good to 
her? 

BRASSBOUND [rathcr taken aback] I was not 
worse than other sons, I suppose. 

LADY CICELY [opening her eyes very widely] 
Oh! Was that all? 

BRASSBOUND [cxculpating himself full of 
gloomy remembrances] You dont understand. 
It was not always possible to be very tender 
with my mother. She had unfortunately a 
very violent temper; and she — she — 

LADY CICELY. Ycs: SO you told Howard. 
[With genuine pity for him] You must have 
had a very unhappy childhood. 

BRASSBOUND [grimly] Hell. That was what 
my childhood was. Hell. 

LADY CICELY. Do you think she would really 
have killed Howard, as she threatened, if 
he hadnt sent her to prison? 

BRASSBOUND [breaking out again, with a groov- 
ing sense of being morally trapped] What if she 
did? Why did he rob her? Why did he not 
help her to get the estate, as he got it for 
himself afterwards? 

LADY CICELY. He says he couldnt, you know. 
But perhaps the real reason was that he 



316 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


didnt like her. You know, dont you, that if 
you dont like people you think of all the 
reasons for not helping them, and if you like 
them you think of all the opposite reasons. 

BRASSBOUND. But liis duty as a brother! 

LADY CICELY. Are you going to do your duty 
as a nephew! 

BRASSBOUND. Dont quibblc with me. I am 
going to do my duty as a son; and you know 
it. 

LADY CICELY. But I should have thought 
that the time for that was in your mother’s 
lifetime, when you could have been kind and 
Forbearing with her. Hurting your uncle wont 
do her any good, you know. 

BRASSBOUND. It will tcach other scoundrels 
to respect widows and orphans. Do you for- 
get that there is such a thing as justice? 

LADY CICELY [^gaily shaking out the finished 
coat] Oh, if you are going to dress yourself in 
ermine and call yourself Justice, I give you 
up. You are just your uncle over again; only 
he gets £ 5,000 a year for it, and you do it for 
nothing. [She holds the coat up to see whether 
any further repairs are needed], 

BRASSBOUND [sulkUy] You twist my words 
very cleverly. But no man or woman has ever 
changed me. 

LADY CICELY. Dear me! That must be very 
nice for the people you deal with, because 
they can always depend on you; but isnt it 
rather inconvenient for yourself when you 
change your mind? 

BRASSBOUND. I never change my mind. 

LADY CICELY [rising with the coat in her hands] 
Oh! Oh!! Nothing will ever persuade me that 
you are as pigheaded as that. 

BRASSBOUND [ojfended] Piglieaded! 

LADY CICELY [with quick, caressing apology] 
No, no, no. I didnt mean that. Firm! unalter- 
able! Resolute! Iron-willed! Stonewall Jack- 
son! Thats the idea, isnt it? 

BRASSBOUND [hopelessly] You are laughing 
at me. 

LADY CICELY. Noi trembling, I assure you. 
Now will you try this on for me: I’m so afraid 
I have made it too tight under the arm. [She 
holds it behind him], 

BRASSBOUND [obeying mechanically] You take 
me for a fool, I think, [lie misses the sleeve], 

LADY CICELY. No*. all men look foolish when 
they are feeling for their sleeves — 

BRASSBOUND. Agh! [He turns and snatches the 
coat from her; then puts it on himself and buttons 
the lowest button]. 


LADY CICELY [horrijied] Stop. No. You must 
never pull a coat at the skirts. Captain Brass- 
bound: it spoils^jthe sit of it. Allow me. 
pulls the lapels of his coat vigorously forward] 
Put back your shoulders, [lie frowns, but 
obeys], Thats better. [She buttons the top button]. 
Now button the rest from the top down. Does 
it catch you at all under the arm? 

BRASSBOUND [miserably — all resistance beaten 
out of him] No. 

LADY CICELY. Thats right. Now before I go 
back to poor Marzo, say thank you to me for 
mending your jacket, like a nice polite sailor. 

BRASSBOUND [sitting down at the table in great 
agitation] Damn you! you have belittled my 
whole life to me. [He bows his head on his 
hands, convulsed], 

LADY CICELY [quite understanding, and putting 
her hand kindly on his shoulder] Oh no. I am 
sure you have done lots of kind things and 
brave things, if you could only recollect 
them. With Gordon for instance? Nobody can 
belittle that. 

He looks up at her for a moment; then kisses 
her hand. She presses his and turns away with 
her eyes so wet that she sees Drinkwater, coming 
in through the arch just then, with a prismatic 
halo round him. Even when she sees him clearly, 
she hardly recognizes him; for he is ludicrously 
clean and smoothly brushed; and his hair, 
formerly mud color, is now lively red. 

DRINKWATER. Look cah, kcpn. [Drassbound 
springs up and recovers himself quickly], Eahs 
the bloomin Shike jest appeahd on the 
orawzn wiv abaht fifty men. Thy 11 be eah 
insawd o ten minnits, they will. 

LADY CICELY. The Sheikh! 

BRASSBOUND. Sidi el Assif and fifty men! 
[7b Lady Cicely] You were too late: I gave 
you up my vengeance when it was no longer 
in my hand. [7b Drinkwater] Call all hands to 
stand by and shut the gates. Then all here to 
me for orders; and bring the prisoner. 

DRINKWATER. Rawt, kcpn. [He runs out], 

LADY CICELY. Is there really any danger for 
Howard? 

BRASSBOUND. Yes. Danger for all of us un- 
less I keep to my bargain with this fanatic. 

LADY CICELY. What bargain? 

BRASSBOUND. I pay him so much a head for 
every party I escort through to the interior. 
In return he protects me and lets my cara- 
vans alone. But I have sworn an oath to him 
to take only Jews and true believers — no 
Christians, you understand. 
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LADY CICELY. Then why did you take us? 

BRASSBOUND. I took my uncle on purpose — 
and sent word to Sidi that he was here. 

LADY CICELY. Well, thats a pretty kettle of 
fish, isnt it? 

BRASSBOUND. I Will do wliat I caii to save 
him — and you. But I fear my repentance has 
come too late, as repentance usually does. 

LADY CICELY [cheerfully] Well, I must go 
and look after Marzo, at all events. goes 
out through the little door. Johnson, Redhrook, 
and the rest come in through the arch, with Sir 
Howard, still very crusty and determined. He 
keeps close to Johnson, who comes to Brass- 
bound*s right, Redhrook taking the other side]. 

BRASSBOUND. Whercs Drinkwater? 

JOHNSON. On the lookout. Look here, Capn: 
we dont half like this job. The gentleman has 
been talking to us a bit; and we think that 
he is a gentleman, and talks straight sense. 

REDBROOK. Riglito, Brother Johnson. [To 
Brasshound] Wont do, governor. Not good 
enough. 

BRASSBOUND [fiercely] Mutiny, eh? 

REDBROOK. Not at all, governor. Dont talk 
Tommy rot with Brother Sidi only five 
minutes gallop off. Cant hand over an Eng- 
lishman to a nigger to have his throat cut. 

BRASSBOUND [unexpectedly acquiescing] Very 
good. You know, I suppose, that if you break 
my bargain with Sidi, youll have to defend 
this place and fight for your lives in five 
minutes. That cant be done without disci- 
pline: you know that too. I’ll take my part 
with the rest under whatever leader you are 
willing to obey. So choose your captain and 
look sharp about it. [Murmurs of surprise and 
discontent]. 

VOICES. No, no. Brassbound must command. 

BRASSBOUND. Youre wasting your five 
minutes. Try Johnson. 

JOHNSON. No. I havnt the head for it. 

BRASSBOUND. Well, lledbrook. 

REDBROOK. Not this Johnny, thank you. 
Havnt character enough. 

BRASSBOUND. Well, tlieres Sir Howard 
Hallam for you! H e has character enough. 

A VOICE. He's too old. 

ALL. No, no. Brassbound, Brassbound. 

JOHNSON. Theres nobody but you. Captain. 

REDBROOK. The mutiny's over, governor. 
You win, hands down. 

BRASSBOUND [turning on ihein] Now listen, 
you, all of you. If I am to command here, I 
am going to do what I like, not what you 


like. I’ll give this gentleman here to Sidi or 
to the devil if I choose. I’ll not be intimidated 
or talked back to. Is that understood? 

REDBROOK [diplomatically] lie’s offered a 
present of five hundred quid if he gets safe 
back to Mogador, governor. Excuse my men- 
tioning it. 

SIR HOWARD. Myself and Lady Cicely. 

BRASSBOUND. What! A judge compound a 
felony! You greenhorns, he is more likely to 
send you all to penal servitude if you are 
fools enough to give him the chance. 

VOICES. So he would. Whew! [Murmurs of 
conviction]. 

REDBROOK. Righto, govemor. Thats the ace 
of trumps. 

BRASSBOUND [to Sir Howard] Now, have you 
any other card to play? Any other bribe? 
Any other threat? Quick. Time presses. 

SIR HOWARD. My life is in the hands of 
Providence. Do your worst. 

BRASSBOUND. Or my best. I still have that 
choice. 

DRINKWATER [running uf] Look eah, kepn. 
Eahs anather lot cammin from the sahth 
heast. Hunnerds of em, this tawm. The owl 
dezzlt is lawk a bloomin Awd Pawk demon- 
stration. Aw blieve its the Kidy from Kin- 
torfy. [General alarm. All look to Brassbound]. 

BRASSBOUND [eagerly] The Cadi! How far 
off? 

DRINKWATER. Matter o two mawl. 

BRASSBOUND. Wc’re saved. Open the gates 
to the Sheikh [They stare at him]. Look alive 
there. 

DRINKWATER [appalled, almost in tears] 
Naow, naow. Lissen, kepn [pointing to Sir 
Howard]-, e’ll give huz fawv unnerd red uns. 
[7b the others] Ynt yer spowk to im, Miste 
Jornson — Miste Redbrook — 

BRASSBOUND [cutting him short] Now then, 
do you understand plain English? Johnson 
and Redbrook: take what men you want and 
open the gates to the Sheikh. Let him come 
straight to me. Look alive, will you. 

JOHNSON. Ay ay, sir. 

REDBROOK. Righto, govemor. 

They hurry out, with a few others. Drmk- 
water stares after them, dumbfounded by their 
obedience. 

BRASSBOUND [taking out a pistol] You wanted 
to sell me to my prisoner, did you, you dog. 

DRINKWATER [falling on his knees with a yell] 
Naow! [Brassbound turns on him as if to kick 
him* He scrambles away and takes refuge behind 
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Sir Howard]* 

BRASSBOUND. Sir Howard Hallam: you have 
one chance left. The Cadi of Kintafi stands 
superior to the Sheikh as the responsible 
governor of the whole province. It is the Cadi 
who will be sacrificed by the Sultan if Eng- 
land demands satisfaction for any injury to 
you. If we can hold the Sheikh in parley until 
the Cadi arrives, you may frighten the Cadi 
into forcing the Sheikh to release you. The 
Cadi’s coming is a lucky chance for you. 

SIR HOWARD. If it were a real chance, you 
would not tell me of it. Dont try to play cat 
and mouse with me, man. 

DRiNKWATER [aside to Sir Howard^ as Brass- 
hound turns contemptuously away to the other 
side of the room] It ynt mach of a chawnst. 
Sir Ahrd. But if there was a ganbowt in 
Mogador Awbr, awd put a bit on it, aw 
would. 

Johnson, Redbrook, and the others return, 
rather mistrustfully ushering in Sidi el Assif, 
attended by Osman and a troop of Arabs. Brass- 
bound's men keep together on the archway side, 
backing their captain. Sidi's folloivers cross the 
room behind the table and assemble near Sir 
Howard, who stands his ground. Drinkwater 
runs across to Brassbound and stands at his 
elbow as he turns to face Sidi. 

Sidi el Assif, clad in spotless white, is a nobly 
handsome Arab, hardly thirty, with fine eyes, 
bronzed complexio?i, and instinctively dignified 
carriage. He places himself between the two 
groups, with Osman in attendance at his right 
hand. 

OSMAN [pointing out Sir Howard] This is the 
infidel. Cadi. [iS'2> Howard hows to Sidi, but, 
being an infidel, receives only the haughtiest stare 
in acknowledgement]. This [pointing to Brass- 
bound] is Brassbound the Franguestani cap- 
tain, the servant of Sidi. 

DRINKWATER [not to he outdone, points out the 
Sheikh and Osman to Brassbound] This eah is 
the Commawnder of the Fythful an is Vizzeer 
Hosman. 

SIDI. Where is the woman? 

OSMAN. The shameless one is not here. 

BRASSBOUND. Sidi el Assif, kinsman of the 
Prophet: you are welcome. 

REDBROOK [with much aplomb] There is no 
majesty and no might save in Allah, the 
Glorious, the Great! 

DRINKWATER. Eah, eah! 

OSMAN [to iSidi] The servant of the captain 
makes his profession of faith as a true be- 


liever. 

SIDI. It is well. 

BRASSBOUND [aside to Redbrook] Where did 
you pick that up? 

REDBROOK [aside to Brassbound] Captain 
Burton’s Arabian Nights — copy in the library 
of the National Liberal Club. 

LADY CICELY [calling without] Mr Drink- 
water. Come and help me with Marzo. [The 
Sheikh pricks up his ears. His nostrils and eyes 
expand]. 

OSMAN. The shameless one! 

BRASSBOUND [to Drinkwater, seizing him by 
the collar and slinging him torvards the door] Off 
with you. 

Drinkwater goes out through the little door. 

OSMAN. Shall we hide her face before she 
enters? 

SIDI. No. 

Lady Cicely, who has resumed her travelling 
equipment, and has her hat slung across her arm, 
comes through the Utile door supporting Marzo, 
who is very white, but able to get about. Drink- 
water has his other arm. Redbrook hastens to re- 
lieve Lady Cicely of Marzo, taking him into the 
group behind Brassbound. Lady Cicely comes 
forivard between Brassbound and the Sheikh, to 
whom she turns affably. 

LADY CICELY [proffering her hayid] Sidi el 
Assif, isnt it? How dye do? [He recoils, blush- 
ing somewhat]. 

OSMAN [scandalized] Woman: touch not the 
kinsman of the Prophet. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, I scc. I’m being presented 
at court. Very good. makes a presentation 
curtsey]. 

REDBROOK. Sidi el Assif: this is one of the 
mighty women Sheikhs of Franguestan. She 
goes unveiled among Kings; and only princes 
may touch her hand. 

LADY CICELY. Allah upon thee, Sidi el Assif! 
Be a good little Sheikh, and shake hands. 

SIDI [timidly touching her hand] Now this 
is a wonderful thing, and worthy to be 
chronicled with the story of Solomon and the 
Queen of Sheba. Is it not so, Osman Ali? 

OSMAN. Allah upon thee, master! it is so. 

SIDI. Brassbound Ali: the oath of a just 
man fulfils itself without many words. The 
infidel Cadi, thy captive, falls to my share. 

BRASSBOUND [firmly] It cannot be, Sidi el 
Assif. brows contract gravely]. The price 

of his blood will be required of our lord the 
Sultan. I will take him to Morocco and deliver 
him up there. 
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8IDI \impre88ively^ Brassbound: I am in 
mine own house and amid mine own people. 
I am the Sultan here. Consider what you say; 
for when my word goes forth for life or death, 
it may not be recalled. 

BRASSBOUND. Sidi cl Assif: I will buy the 
man from you at what price you choose to 
name; and if I do not pay faithfblly, you shall 
take my head for his. 

SIDI. It is well. You shall keep the man, and 
give me the woman in payment. 

SIR HOWARD AND BRASSBOUND [with the Same 

impulse^ No, no. 

LADY CICELY [eagerly] Yes, yes. Certainly, 
Mr Sidi. Certainly. 

Sidi smiles gravely. 

SIR HOWARD. Impossible. 

BRASSBOUND. You dont know what youre 
doing. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, dont I? I VC not crossed 
Africa and stayed with six cannibal chiefs for 
nothing. [7b the Sheikh] It’s all right, Mr 
Sidi: I shall be delighted. 

SIR HOWARD. You arc mad. Do you suppose 
this man will treat you as a European gentle- 
man would? 

LADY CICELY. No: hc’ll treat me like one of 
Nature’s gentlemen: look at his perfectly 
splendid face! [Addressing Osman as if he was 
her oldest and most attached retainer] Osman: 
be sure you choose me a good horse; and get 
a nice strong camel for my luggage. 

Osman ^ after a moment of stupefaction, 
hurries out. Lady Cicely puts on her hat and pins 
it to her hair, the Sheikh gazing at her during the 
process with timid admiration. 

DRiNKWATER [chuckUng] She’ll mawch em 
all to church next Sunder lawk a bloomin lot 
o cherrity kids: you see if she downt. 

LADY CICELY [busHy] Goodbyc, Howard: 
dont be anxious about me; and above all, 
dont bring a parcel of men with guns to 
rescue me. I shall be all right now that I am 
getting away from the escort. Captain Brass- 
bound: I rely on you to see that Sir Howard 
gets safe to Mogador. [Whispering] Take your 
hand off that pistol. [He takes his hand out of 
his pocket, reluctantly]. Goodbye. 

A tumult without. They all turn apprehen- 
sively to the arch. Osman rushes in. 

OSMAN. The Cadi, the Cadi. He is in anger. 
His men are upon us. Defend — 

The Cadi, a vigorous, fatfeatured, choleric, 
fvhitehaired and bearded elder, rushes in, cudgel 
in hand, with an overwhelming retinue, and 


silences Osman with a sounding thwack. In a 
moment the back of the room is crowded with his 
followers. The Sheikh retreats a little towards 
his men; and the Cadi comes impetuously for- 
ward between him and Lady Cicely. 

THE CADI. Now woe upon thee, Sidi el Assif, 
thou child of mischief! 

SIDI [sternly] Am I a dog, Mulcy Othman, 
that thou speakcst thus to me? 

THE CADI. Wilt thou destroy thy country, 
and give us all into the hands of them that 
set the sea on fire but yesterday with their 
ships of war? Where are the Franguestani 
captives? 

LADY CICELY. Here we are. Cadi. How dye 
do? 

THE CADI. Allah upon thee, thou moon at 
the full! Where is thy kinsman, the Cadi of 
Franguestan? 1 am his friend, his servant. I 
come on behalf of my master the Sultan to 
do him honor, and to cast down his enemies. 

SIR HOWARD. You are very good, I am sure. 

SIDI [graver than ever] Muley Othman — 

THE CADI [fumbling in his breast] Peace, 
peace, thou inconsiderate one. [lie takes out 
a letter]. 

BRASSBOUND. Cadi — 

THE CADI. Oh thou dog, thou, thou accursed 
Brassbound, son of a w anton: it is thou hast 
led Sidi el Assif into this wrongdoing. Read 
this writing that thou has brought upon me 
from the commander of the warship. 

BRASSBOUND. Warship! [lie takes the letter 
and opens it, his men whispering to one another 
very low-spiritedly meanwhile]. 

REDBROOK. Warship! Whew! 

JOHNSON. Gunboat, praps. 

DRINKWATER. Lawk bloomin Worterlcoo 
buses, they are, on this cowst. 

Brassbound folds up the letter, looking glum. 

SIR HOWARD [sharply] Well, sir, are we not 
to have the benefit of that letter? Your men 
are waiting to hear it, I think. 

BRASSBOUND. It is iiot a British ship. [Sir 
Howard's face falls]. 

LADY CICELY. What is it, then? 

BRASSBOUND. All American cruiser. The 
Santiago. 

THE CADI [Uaring his beard] W^oe! alas! it is 
where they set the sea on fire. 

SIDI. Peace, Muley Othman: Allah is still 
above us. 

JOHNSON. Would you mind readin it to us, 
capn? 

BRASSBOUND [grimly] Oh, 1*11 read it to you. 
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“Mogador Harbor, 26 Sept 1899* Captain 
Hamlin Kearney, of the cruiser Santiago, 
presents the compliments of the United 
States to the Cadi Muley Othman el Kintafi, 
and announces that he is coming to look for 
the two British travellers Sir Howard Hallam 
and Lady Cicely Waynflete, in the Cadi's 
jurisdiction. As the search will be conducted 
with machine guns, the prompt return of the 
travellers to Mogador Harbor will save much 
trouble to all parties.” 

THE CADI. As I live, O Cadi, and thou, moon 
of loveliness, ye shall be led back to Mogador 
with honor. And thou, accursed Brassbound, 
shalt go thither a prisoner in chains, thou and 
thy people. [Brassbound and his men make a 
movement to defend themselves\ Seize them. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, please dont fight. [Brass- 
bound, seeing that his men are hopelessly out- 
numbered, makes no resistance. They are made 
prisoners by the Cadis followers], 

siDi [attempting to draw his scimitar] The 
woman is mine; I will not forego her. [He 
is seised and overpowered after a Homeric 
struggle], 

SIR HOWARD [drily] I told you you were not 
in a strong position, Captain Brassbound 
[Looking implacably at him] You are laid by 
the heels, my friend, as I said you would be. 
LADY CICELY. But I assure you — 
BRASSBOUND [interrupting her] What have 
you to assure him of? You persuaded me to 
spare him. Look at his face. Will you be able 
to persuade him to spare me? 

ACT III 

Torrid forenoon filtered through small 
Moorish windows high up in the adobe walls of 
the largest room in Leslie Rankin s house. A 
clean cool room, with the table {a Christian 
article) set in the middle, a presidentially elbowed 
chair behind it, and an inkstand and paper ready 
for the sitter, A couple of cheap American chairs 
right and left of the table, facing the same way 
as the presidential chair, give a judicial aspect to 
the arrangement, Rankin is placing a Utile tray 
with a jug and some glasses near the inkstand 
when Lady Cicely* s voice is heard at the door, 
which is behind him in the corner to his right, 
LADY CICELY. Good morning. May I come 
in? 

RANKIN. Certainly. [iSAe comes in to the 
nearest end of the table. She has discarded all 
travelling equipment, and is dressed exactly as 


she might be in Surrey on a very hot day]. Sit ye 
doon, Leddy Ceecily. 

LADY CICELY [sitting down] How nice youve 
made the room for the inquiry! 

RANKIN [doubtfully] I could wish there were 
more chairs. Yon American captain will pre- 
side in this;. and that leaves but one for Sir 
Howrrd and one for your leddyship. I could 
almost be tempted to call it a maircy that 
your friend that owns the yacht has sprained 
his ankle and cannot come. I misdoubt me it 
will not look judeecial to have Captain Kear- 
ney's officers squatting on the floor. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, they wont mind. What 
about the prisoners? 

RANKIN. They are to be broat here from the 
town gaol presently. 

LADY CICELY. And where is that silly old 
Cadi, and my handsome Sheikh Sidi? I must 
see them before the inquiry, or theyll give 
Captain Kearney quite a false impression of 
what happened. 

RANKIN. But ye cannot see them. They de- 
camped last night, back to their castles in 
the Atlas. 

LADY CICELY [delighted] No! 

RANKIN. Indeed and they did. The poor 
Cadi is so tarrified by all he has haird of the 
destruction of the Spanish fleet, that he 
darent trust himself in the captain's hands. 
[Looking reproachfully at her] On your journey 
back here, ye seem to have frightened the 
poor man yourself, Leddy Ceecily, by talking 
to him about the fanatical Chreestianity of 
the Americans. Ye have largely yourself to 
thank if he's gone. 

LADY CICELY. Allah be praised! What a 
weight off our minds, Mr Rankin! 

RANKIN [puzzled] And why? Do ye not 
understand how necessary their evidence is? 

LADY CICELY. Their evidence! It would 
spoil everything. They would perjure them- 
selves out of pure spite against poor Captain 
Brassbound. 

RANKIN [amazed] Do ye call him poor 
Captain Brassbound! Does not your leddy- 
ship know that this Brassbound is — Heaven 
forgive me for judging him! — a precious 
scoundrel? Did ye not hear what Sir Howrrd 
told me on the yacht last night? 

LADY CICELY. All a mistake, Mr Rankin: all 
a mistake, I assure you. You said just now, 
Heaven forgive you for judging him! Well, 
thats just what the whole quarrel is about. 
Captain Brassbound is just like you: he thinks 
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we have no right to judge one another; and 
as Sir Howard gets £5,000 a year for doing 
nothing else but judging people, he thinks 
poor Captain Brassbound a regular Anar- 
chist. They quarrelled dreadfully at the 
castle. You mustnt mind what Sir Howard 
says about him: you really mustnt. 

RANKIN. But his conduct — 

LADY CICELY. Perfectly saintly, Mr Rankin. 
Worthy of yourself in your best moments. 
He forgave Sir Howard, and did all he could 
to save him. 

RANKIN. Ye astoanish me, Leddy Ceecily. 

LADY CICELY. And think of the temptation 
to behave badly when he had us all there 
helpless! 

RANKIN. The temptation! ay: thats true. 
Yere ower bonny to be cast away among a 
parcel o lone, lawless men, my leddy. 

LADY CICELY [naively] Bless me, thats quite 
true; and I never thought of it! Oh, after 
that you really must do all you can to help 
Captain Brassbound. 

RANKIN [reservedly] No: I cannot say that, 
Leddy Ceecily. I doubt he has imposed on 
your good nature and sweet disposeetion. 
I had a craek with the Cadi as well as with 
Sir Howrrd; and there is little question in my 
mind but that Captain Brassbound is no 
better than a brccgand. 

LADY CICELY [apparently deeply impressed] I 
wonder whether he can be, Mr Rankin. If 
you think so, thats heavily against him in my 
opinion, because you have more knowledge 
of men than anyone else here. Perhaps I’m 
mistaken. I only thought you might like to 
help him as the son of your old friend. 

RANKIN [startled] The son of my old friend! 
What d’ye mean? 

LADY CICELY. Oh! Didnt Sir Howard tell 
you that? Why, Captain Brassbound turns 
out to be Sir Howard’s nephew, the son of 
the brother you knew. 

RANKIN [overwhelmed] I saw the likeness the 
night he came here! It’s true: it’s true. Uncle 
and nephew! 

LADY CICELY. Yes: thats why they quarrelled 
so. 

RANKIN [with a momentary sense of ill usage] 
I think Sir Howrrd might have told me that. 

LADY CICELY. Of course he ought to have 
told you. You see he only tells one side of 
the story. That comes from his training as a 
barrister. You mustnt think he’s naturally 
deceitful: if he’d been brought up as a clergy- 


man, he’d have told you the whole truth as 
a matter of course. 

RANKIN [too much perturbed to dwell on his 
grievance] Leddy Ceecily: I must go to the 
prison and see the lad. He may have been a 
bit wild; but I cant leave poor Miles’s son un- 
befriended in a foreign gaol. 

LADY CICELY [rising, radiant] Oh, how good 
of you! You have a real kind heart of gold, 
Mr Rankin. Now, before you go, shall we just 
put our heads together, and consider how to 
give Miles’s son every chance — I mean of 
course every chance that he ought to have. 

RANKIN [rather addled] I am so confused by 
this astoanishing news — 

LADY CICELY. Ycs, ycs*. of coursc you are. 
But dont you think he would make a better 
impression on the American captain if he 
were a little more respectably dressed? 

RANKIN. Mebbe. But how can that be 
remedied here in Mogador? 

LADY CICELY. Oh, Ivc thought of that. You 
know I’m going back to England by way of 
Rome, Mr Rankin; and I’m bringing a port- 
manteau full of clothes for my brother there: 
he’s ambassador, you know, and has to be 
very particular as to what he wears. I had 
the portmanteau brought here this morning. 
Now would you mind taking it to the prison, 
and smartening up Captain Brassbound a 
little. Tell him he ought to do it to shew his 
respect for me; and he will. It will be quite 
easy: there are two Krooboys waiting to 
carry the portmanteau. You will: I know you 
will. [iSVze edges him to the door]. And do you 
think there is time to get him shaved? 

RANKIN [succumbing, half hervildered] I’ll 
do my best. 

LADY CICELY. I know you will. [As he is going 
ow^]Oh! one word, Mr Rankin. [He comes back]. 
The Cadi didnt know that Captain Brass- 
bound was Sir Howard’s nephew, did he? 

RANKIN. No. 

LADY CICELY. Then he must have misunder- 
stood everything quite dreadfully. I’m afraid, 
Mr Rankin — though you know best, of 
course — that we are bound not to repeat 
anything at the inquiry that the Cadi said. 
He didnt know, you see. 

RANKIN [cannily] I take your point, Leddy 
Ceecily. It alters the case. I shall certainly 
make no allusion to it. 

LADY CICELY [magnanimously] Well, then, 
I wont either. There! 

They shake hands on it. Sir Howard comes in, 

M 
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SIR HOWARD. Good moming, Mr Rankin. I 
hope you got home safely from the yacht 
last night. 

RANKIN. Quite safe, thank ye, Sir Howrrd. 

LADY CICELY. Howard: he’s in a hurry. Dont 
make him stop to talk. 

SIR HOWARD. Very good, very good. [He 
comes to the table and takes Lady Cicely* s chair\ 

RANKIN. Oo revoir, Leddy Ceecily. 

LADY CICELY. Blcss you, Mr Rankin. [Rankin 
goes out She comes to the other end of the table, 
looking at Sir Howard with a troubled, sorrow- 
fully sympathetic air, but unconsciously making 
her right hand stalk about the table on the tips 
of its fingers in a tentative stealthy way which 
would put Sir Howard on his guard if he were 
in a suspicious frame of mind, which, as it 
happens, he is not]. I’m so sorry for you, 
Howard, about this unfortunate inquiry. 

SIR HOWARD [swinging round on his chair, 
astonished] Sorry for me! Why? 

LADY CICELY. It will look SO dreadful. Your 
own nephew, you know. 

SIR HOWARD. Cicely: an English judge has 
no nephews, no sons even, when he has to 
carry out the law. 

LADY CICELY. But then he oughtnt to have 
any property either. People will never under- 
stand about the West Indian Estate. They 11 
think youre the wicked uncle out of the 
Babes in the Wood. [With a fresh gush of 
compassion] I'm so so sorry for you. 

SIR HOWARD [rather stijfiy] I really do not 
see how I need your commiseration. Cicely. 
The woman was an impossible person, half 
mad, half drunk. Do you understand what 
such a creature is when she has a grievance, 
and imagines some innocent person to be the 
author of it. 

LADY CICELY [mth a touch of impatience] Oh, 
quite. Thatll be made clear enough. I can 
see it all in the papers already: our half mad, 
half drunk sister-in-law, making scenes with 
you in the steeet, with the police called in, 
and prison and all the rest of it. The family 
will be furious. Howard quails. She in- 
stantly follows up her advantage with] Think 
of papa! 

SIR HOWARD. I shall expect Lord Waynflete 
to look at the matter as a reasonable man. 

LADY CICELY. Do you think he’s so greatly 
changed as that, Howard? 

SIR HOWARD [falling back on the fatalism of 
the depersonalized public man] My dear Cicely: 
there is no use discussing the matter. It can- 


notbehelped,howeverdisagreeableitmaybe. 

LADY CICELY. Of course not. Thats whats 
so dreadful. Do you think people will under- 
stand? 

SIR HOWARD. I really cannot say. Whether 
they do or not, I cannot help it. 

LADY CICELY. If you Were anybody but a 
judge, it wouldnt matter so much. But a 
judge mustnt even be misunderstood. [De- 
spairingly] Oh, it's dreadful, Howard: it’s 
terrible! What would poor Mary say if she 
were alive now? 

SIR HOWARD [with cmotioji] I dont think, 
Cicely, that my dear wife would misunder- 
stand me. 

LADY CICELY. No*. shc’d know you mean 
well. And when you came home and said, 
“Mary: Ive just told all the world that your 
sister-in-law was a police court criminal, and 
that I sent her to prison; and your nephew 
is a brigand, and I’m sending him to prison,” 
she'd have thought it must be all right be- 
cause you did it. But you dont think she 
would have liked it, any more than papa and 
the rest of us, do you? 

SIR HOWARD [appalled] But what am I to do? 
Do you ask me to compound a felony? 

LADY CICELY [sternly] Certainly not. I would 
not allow such a thing, even if you were 
wicked enough to attempt it. No. What I say 
is, that you ought not to tell the story your- 
self. 

SIR HOWARD. Why? 

LADY CICELY. Bccause everybody would 
say you are such a clever lawyer you could 
make a poor simple sailor like Captain 
Kearney believe anything. The proper thing 
for you to do, Howard, is to let me tell the 
exact truth. Then you can simply say that 
you are bound to confirm me. Nobody can 
blame you for that. 

SIR HOWARD [looking suspiciously at her] 
Cicely: you are up to some devilment. 

LADY CICELY [promptly washing her hands of 
his interests] Oh, very well. Tell the story 
yourself, in your own clever way. I only pro- 
posed to tell the exact truth. You call that 
devilment. So it is, I daresay, from a lawyer’s 
point of view. 

SIR HOWARD. I hope yourc not offended. 

LADY CICELY [witk the utmost goodhumor] My 
dear Howard, not a bit. Of course youre 
right: you know how these things ought to 
be done. I’ll do exactly what you tell me, 
and confirm everything you say. 



CAPTAIN BRASSBOUND’S CONVERSION 


393 


SIR HOWARD [alarmed hy the completeness of 
his victory] Oh, my dear, you mustnt act in 
my interest. You must give your evidence 
with absolute impartiality. nods, as if 
thoroughly impressed and reproved, and gazes 
at him with the steadfast candor peculiar to 
liars who read novels. His eyes turn to the 
ground; and his brow clouds perplexedly. He 
rises; rubs his chin nervously with his fore- 
finger; and adds] I think, perhaps, on reflec- 
tion, that there is something to be said for your 
proposal to relieve me of the very painful 
duty of telling what has occurred. 

LADY CICELY [holding off] But youd do it so 
very much better. 

SIR HOWARD. For that very reason, perhaps, 
it had better come from you. 

LADY CICELY [reluctantly] Well, if youd 
rather. 

SIR HOWARD. But mind. Cicely, the exact 
truth. 

LADY CICELY [with conviction] The exact 
truth. [They shake hands on it]. 

SIR HOWARD [holding her hand] Fiat justitia: 
mat coelum! 

LADY CICELY. Let Justicc be done, though 
the ceiling fall! 

An American bluejacket appears at the door. 

BLUEJACKET. Captain Kearney’s cawm- 
pliments to Lady Waynflete; and may he 
come in? 

LADY CICELY. Yes. By all means. Where are 
the prisoners? 

BLUEJACKET. Party gawn to the jail to fetch 
em, marm. 

LADY CICELY. Thank you. I should like to 
be told when they are coming, if I might. 

BLUEJACKET. You shall SO, marm. [He stands 
aside, saluting, to admit his captain, and goes 
out]. 

Captain Hamlin Kearney is a robustly built 
western American, with the keen, squeezed, wind 
beaten eyes and obstinately enduring mouth of 
his profession. A curious ethnological specimen, 
with all the nations of the old world at war in his 
veins, he is developing artificially in the direction 
of sleekness and culture under the restraints of 
an overwhelming dread of European criticism, 
and climatically in the direction of the indigenous 
North American, who is already in possession 
of his hair, his cheekbones, and the manlier in- 
stincts in him which the sea has rescued from 
civilization. The world, pondering on the great 
part of its own future which is in his hands, con- 
templates him with wonder as to what the devil 


he will evolve into in another century or two. 
Meanwhile he presents himself to Lady Cicely 
as a blunt sailor who has something to say to her 
concerning her conduct which he wishes to put 
politely, as becomes an officer addressing a lady, 
hut also with an emphatically implied rebuke, as 
an American addressing an English person who 
has taken a liberty. 

LADY CICELY he enters] So glad youve 
come. Captain Kearney. 

KEARNEY [comiug between Sir Howard and 
Lady Cicely] When we parted yesterday 
ahfternoon. Lady Waynflete, I was unaware 
that in the course of your visit to my ship you 
had entirely altered the sleeping arrange- 
ments of my stokers. I thahnk you. As captain 
of the ship, I am customairily cawnsulted 
before the orders of English visitors are 
carried out; but as your alterations appear 
to cawndooce to the comfort of the men, I 
have not interfered with them. 

LADY CICELY. How clcver of you to find out! 
I believe you know every bolt in that ship. 

Kearney softens perceptibly. 

SIR HOWARD. I am really very sorry that my 
sister-in-law has taken so serious a liberty. 
Captain Kearney. It is a mania of hers — 
simply a mania. Why did your men pay any 
attention to her? 

KEARNEY [with gravely dissembled hmor] 
Well, I ahsked that question too. I said. Why 
did you obey that lady’s orders instead of 
waiting for mine? They said they didnt see 
exactly how they could refuse. I ahsked 
whether they cawnsidered that discipline. 
They said. Well, sir, will you talk to the lady 
yourself next time? 

LADY CICELY. I’m SO sorry. But you know, 
Captain, the one thing that one misses on 
board a man-of-war is a woman. 

KEARNEY. We often feel that deprivation 
verry keenly. Lady Waynflete. 

LADY CICELY. My uncle is first Lord of the 
Admiralty; and I am always telling him what 
a scandal it is that an English captain should 
be forbidden to take his wife on board to 
look after the ship. 

KEARNEY. Stranger still. Lady Waynflete, 
he is not forbidden to take any other lady. 
Yours is an extraordinairy country — to an 
Amerrican. 

LADY CICELY. But it’s most serious. Captain. 
The poor men go melancholy mad, and ram 
each other’s ships and do all sorts of things. 

SIR HOWARD. Cicely: I beg you will not talk 
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nonsense to Captain Kearney. Your ideas 
on some subjects are really hardly decorous. 

LADY CICELY \to Kearney] Thats what English 
people are like, Captain Kearney. They wont 
.hear of anything concerning your poor sailors 
except Nelson and Trafalgar. You under- 
stand me, dont you? 

KEARNEY [gallantly] I cawnsider that you 
have more sense in your wedding ring finger 
than the British Ahdmiralty has in its whole 
cawnstitootion. Lady Waynflete. 

LADY CICELY. Of coursc I havc. Sailors 
always understand things. 

The bluejacket reappears. 

BLUEJACKET [to Lady Cicely] Prisoners com- 
ing up the hill, marm. 

KEARNEY [turning sharply on him] Who sent 
you in to say that? 

BLUEJACKET [calmly] British lady’s orders, 
sir. [He goes out, unruffled, leaving Kearney 
dumbfounded], 

SIR HOWARD [contemplating Kearney's ex- 
pression with dismay] I am really very sorry. 
Captain Kearney. I am quite aware that 
Lady Cicely has no right whatever to give 
orders to your men. 

LADY CICELY. I didnt give orders: I just 
asked him. He has such a nice face! Dont you 
think so. Captain Kearney? [He gasps, speech- 
less]. And now will you excuse me a moment. 
I want to speak to somebody before the in- 
quiry begins. hurries out]. 

KEARNEY. There is sertnly a wonderful 
chahm about the British aristocracy. Sir 
Howard Hallam. Are they all like that? [He 
takes the presidential chair]. 

SIR HOWARD [resuming his seat on Kearney's 
right] Fortunately not. Captain Kearney. 
Half a dozen such women would make an 
end of law in England in six months. 

The bluejacket comes to the door again. 

BLUEJACKET. All ready, sir. 

KEARNEY. Verry good. I'm waiting. 

The bluejacket turns and intimates this to 
those without. The offlcers of the Santiago enter. 

SIR HOWARD [rising and bobbing to them in a 
judicial manner] Good morning, gentlemen. 

They acknowledge the greeting rather shyly, 
bowing or touching their caps, and stand in a 
group behind Kearney. 

KEARNEY [to Sir Howard] You will be glahd 
to hear that I have a verry good account of 
one of our prisoners from our chahplain, who 
visited them in the gaol. He has expressed a 
wish to be cawnverted to Episcopalianism. 


SIR HOWARD [drily] Yes, I think I know him. 

KEARNEY. Bring in the prisoners. 

BLUEJACKET [at the door] They are engaged 
with the British lady, sir. Shall I ask her — 

KEARNEY [jumping up and exploding in 
storm piercing tones] Bring in the prisoners. 
Tell the lady those are my orders. Do you 
hear? Tell her so. [The bluejacket goes out 
dubiously. The offlcers look at one another in 
mute comment on the unaccountable pepperiness 
of their commander]. 

SIR HOWARD [suavely] Mr Rankin will be 
present, I presume. 

KEARNEY [angrily] Rahnkin! Who is Rahn- 
kin? 

SIR HOWARD. Our host the missionary. 

KEARNEY [subsiding un7villingly] Oh! Rahn- 
kin, is he? He’d better look sharp or he’ll be 
late. [Again exploding] What are they doing 
with those prisoners? 

Rankin hurries in, and takes his place near 
Sir Harvard. 

SIR HOWARD. This is Mr Rankin, Captain 
Kearney. 

RANKIN. Excuse my delay. Captain Kear- 
ney. The leddy sent me on an errand. 
[Kearney grunts]. I thoaght I should be late. 
But the first thing I heard when I arrived 
was your officer giving your compliments to 
Leddy Ceecily, and would she kindly allow 
the prisoners to come in, as you were anxious 
to see her again. Then I knew I was in time. 

KEARNEY. Oh, that was it, was it? May I 
ask, sir, did you notice any sign on Lady 
Waynflete ’s part of cawmplying with that 
verry moderate request. 

LADY CICELY [outside] Coming, coming. 

The prisoners are brought in by a guard 
of armed bluejackets. Drinkwater frst, again 
elaborately clean, and conveying by a virtuous 
and steadfast smirk a cheerful confidence in his 
innocence. Johnson solid and inexpressive. Red- 
brook unconcerned and debonair, Marzo uneasy. 
These four form a little group together on the 
captain s left. The rest wait unintelligently on 
Providence in a row against the wall on the same 
side, shepherded by the bluejackets. The first 
bluejacket, a petty officer, posts himself on the 
captain's right, behind Rankin and Sir Howard, 
Finally Brassbound appears with Lady Cicely 
on his arm. He is in fashionable frock coat and 
trousers, spotless collar and cuffs, and elegant 
boots. He carries a glossy tall hat in his hand. 
To an unsophisticated eye, the change is mon- 
strous and appalling; and its effect on himself is 
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— a shaven Samson. Lady Cicely, however, is 
greatly pleased with it; and the rest regard it as 
an unquestionable improvement. The officers fall 
hack gallantly to allow her to pass. Kearney 
rises to receive her, and stares with some sur- 
prise at Brasshound as she stops at the table on 
his left. Sir Howard rises punctiliously when 
Kearney rises and sits when he sits. 

KEARNEY. Is this another gentleman of 
your party, Lady Waynflete? I presume I 
met you lahst night, sir, on board the yacht. 

BRASSBOUND. No. I am your prisoner. My 
name is Brassbound. 

DRiNKWATER [offciously] Kepn Brarsbahnd, 
of the schooner Thenksgiv — 

REDBROOK [hastily] Shut up, you fool. [He 
elbows Drinkwaier into the backgrouyid]. 

KEARNEY [surprised and rather suspicious] 
Well, I hardly understand this. However, if 
you are Captain Brassbound, you can take 
your place with the rest. [Brassbound joins 
Redbrook and Johnson. Kearney sits down again 
after inviting Lady Cicely, with a solemn gesture, 
to take the vacant chair]. Now let me see. You 
are a man of experience in these matters. 
Sir Howard Hallam. If you had to conduct 
this business, how would you start? 

LADY CICELY. He’d Call on the counsel for 
the prosecution, wouldnt you, Howard? 

SIR HOWARD. But there is no counsel for the 
prosecution, Cicely. 

LADY CICELY. Oil yes there is. I’m counsel 
for the prosecution. You mustnt let Sir 
Howard make a speech, Captain Kearney: 
his doctors have positively forbidden any- 
thing of that sort. Will you begin with me? 

KEARNEY. By your leave, Lady Waynflete, 
I think I will just begin with myself. Sailor 
fashion will do as well here as lawyer fashion. 

LADY CICELY. Ever so much better, dear 
Captain Kearney. [Silence. Kearney composes 
himself to speak. She breaks out again]. You 
look so nice as a judge! 

A general smile. Drinkivater splutters into a 
half suppressed laugh. 

REDBROOK [in aferce whisper] Shut up, you 
fool, will you? [Again he pushes him back rvith 
a furtive kick]. 

SIR HOWARD [remonstrating] Cicely! 

KEARNEY [grimly keepmg his countenance] 
Your ladyship’s cawmpliments will be in 
order at a later stage. Captain Brassbound: 
the position is this. My ship, the United 
States cruiser Santiago, was spoken off 


Mogador lahst Thursday by the yacht Red- 
gauntlet. The owner of the aforesaid yacht, 
who is not present through having sprained 
his ahnkle, gave me sertn information. In 
cawnsequence of that information the San- 
tiago made the twenty knots to Mogador 
Harbor inside of fifty-seven minutes. Before 
noon next day a messenger of mine gave 
the Cadi of the district sertn information. 
In cawnsequence of that information the 
Cadi stimulated himself to some ten knots 
an hour, and lodged you and your men in 
Mogador jail at my disposal. The Cadi then 
went back to his mountain fahstnesses; so 
we shall not have the pleasure of his com- 
pany here today. Do you follow me so far? 

BRASSBOUND. Yes. I know what you did and 
what the Cadi did. The point is, why did you 
do it? 

KEARNEY. With doo patience we shall come 
to that presently. Mr Rahnkin: will you 
kindly take up the parable? 

RANKIN. On the very day that Sir Howrrd 
and Lady Cicely started on their excursion 
I was applied to for medicine by a follower 
of the Sheikh Sidi el Assif. He told me I 
should never see Sir Howrrd again, because 
his master knew he was a Christian and would 
take him out of the hands of Captain Brass- 
bound. I hurried on board the yacht and told 
the owner to scour the coast for a gunboat 
or cruiser to come into the harbor and put 
persuasion on the authorities. [Sir Howard 
turns and looks at Rankin nith a sudden doubt 
of his integrity as a rvitness]. 

KEARNEY. But I Understood from our chahp- 
lain that you reported Captain Brassbound 
as in league with the Sheikh to deliver Sir 
Howard up to him. 

RANKIN. That was my first hasty conclusion. 
Captain Kearney. But it appears that the 
compact between them was that Captain 
Brassbound should escort travellers under 
the Sheikh’s protection at a certain payment 
per head, provided none of them were Chris- 
tians. As I understand it, he tried to smuggle 
Sir Howrrd through under this compact, and 
the Sheikh found him out. 

DRINKWATER. Ilawt, gavner. Thets jest ah 
it wors. The Kepn — 

REDBROOK [again suppressing him] Shut up, 
you fool, I tell you. 

SIR HOWARD [fo Rankin] May I ask have 
you had any conversation with Lady Cicely 
on this subject? 
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RANKIN [naively] Yes. [5iV Howard grunts 
emphatically, as who should say **I thought so** 
Rankin continues, addressing the court] May 
I say how sorry I am that there are so few 
chairs, Captain and gentlemen. 

KEARNEY [with genial American courtesy] Oh, 
thats all right, Mr Rahnkin. Well, I see no 
harm so far: its human fawlly, but not human 
crime. Now the counsel for the prosecution 
can proceed to prosecute. The floor is yours. 
Lady Waynflete. 

LADY CICELY [rising] I can only tell you the 
exact truth — 

DRiNKWATER [involuntarily] Naow, downt do 
thet, lidy — 

REDBROOK [a5 before] Shut up, you fool, 
will you. 

LADY CICELY. We had a most delightful trip 
in the hills; and Captain Brassbound’s men 
could not have been nicer — I must say that 
for them — until we saw a tribe of Arabs — 
such nice looking men! — and then the poor 
things were frightened. 

KEARNEY. The Arabs? 

LADY CICELY. No’. Arabs are never frightened. 
The escort, of course: escorts are always 
frightened. I wanted to speak to the Arab 
chief; but Captain Brassbound cruelly shot 
his horse; and the chief shot the Count; and 
then — 

KEARNEY. The Count! What Count? 

LADY CICELY. Marzo. Thats Marzo [pointing 
to Marzo, who grins and touches his forehead]. 

KEARNEY [sUghtly Overwhelmed by the un- 
expected profusion of incident and character in 
her story] Well, what happened then? 

LADY CICELY. Then the escort ran away — 
all escorts do — and dragged me into the 
castle, which you really ought to make them 
clean and whitewash thoroughly, Captain 
Kearney. Then Captain Brassbound and Sir 
Howard turned out to be related to one 
another [Sensation]', and then of course there 
was a quarrel. The Hallams always quarrel. 

SIR HOWARD [rising to protest] Cicely! Cap- 
tain Kearney: this man told me — 

LADY CICELY [swiftly interrupting him] You 
mustnt say what people told you: it’s not 
evidence. [Sir Harvard chokes with indignation]. 

KEARNEY [calmly] Allow the lady to 
pro-ceed. Sir Howard Hallam. 

SIR HOWARD [recovering his self-control with 
a gulp, and resuming his seat] I beg your par- 
don, Captain Kearney. 

LADY CICELY. Then Sidi came. 


KEARNEY. Sidney! Who was Sidney? 

LADY CICELY. No, Sidi. The Sheikh. Sidi el 
Assif. A noble creature, with such a fine face! 
He fell in love with me at first sight — 

SIR HOWARD [remonstrating] Cicely! 

LADY CICELY. He did*, you know he did. You 
told me to tell the exact truth. 

KEARNEY. I can readily believe it, madam. 
Proceed. 

LADY CICELY. Well, that put the poor fellow 
into a most cruel dilemma. You see, he could 
claim to carry off Sir Howard, because Sir 
Howard is a Christian. But as I am only a 
woman, he had no claim to me. 

KEARNEY [somewhot sternly, suspecting Lady 
Cicely of aristocratic atheism] But you are a 
Christian woman. 

LADY CICELY. No*. the Arabs dont count 
women. They dont believe we have any souls. 

RANKIN. That is true. Captain: the poor 
benighted creatures! 

LADY CICELY. Well, what was he to do? He 
wasnt in love with Sir Howard; and he was 
in love with me. So he naturally offered to 
swop Sir Howard for me. Dont you think 
that was nice of him. Captain Kearney? 

KEARNEY. I should liavc done the same 
myself. Lady Waynflete. Proceed. 

LADY CICELY. Captain Brassbound, I must 
say, was nobleness itself, in spite of the 
quarrel between himself and Sir Howard. 
He refused to give up either of us, and was 
on the point of fighting for us when in came 
the Cadi with your most amusing and de- 
lightful letter, captain, and bundled us all 
back to Mogador after calling my poor Sidi 
the most dreadful names, and putting all the 
blame on Captain Brassbound. So here we 
are. Now, Howard, isnt that the exact truth, 
every word of it? 

SIR HOWARD. It is the truth. Cicely, and 
nothing but the truth. But the English law 
requires a witness to tell the whole truth. 

LADY CICELY. What nonsense! As if any- 
body ever knew the whole truth about any- 
thing! [Sitting down, much hurt and discouraged] 
I’m sorry you wish Captain Kearney to 
understand that I am an untruthful witness. 

SIR HOWARD. No: but — 

LADY CICELY. Very well, then: please dont 
say things that convey that impression. 

KEARNEY. But Sir Howard told me yester- 
day that Captain Brassbound threatened to 
sell him into slavery. 

LADY CICELY [springj^ng up again] Did Sir 
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Howard tell you the things he said about 
Captain Brassbound’s mother? [Renewed sen- 
sation\ I told you they quarrelled, Captain 
Kearney. I said so, didnt I? 

REDBROOK [crisply^ Distinctly. [Dnnkwater 
opens his mouth to corrohorate\ Shut up, you 
fool. 

LADY CICELY. Of course I did. Now, Captain 
Kearney, do you want me — does Sir Howard 
want me — does anybody want me to go into 
the details of that shocking family quarrel? 
Am I to stand here in the absence of any 
individual of my own sex and repeat the 
language of two angry men? 

KEARNEY [rising impressively^ The United 
States navy will have no hahnd in offering 
any violence to the pure instincts of woman- 
hood. Lady Waynflete: I thahnk you for the 
delicacy with which you have given your 
evidence. [Lady Cicely beams on him gratefully 
and sits down triumphant]. Captain Brass- 
bound: I shall not hold you respawnsible for 
what you may have said when the English 
bench addressed you in the language of the 
English forecastle — [Sir Howard is about to 
protest] No, Sir Howard Hallam; excuse m e. 
In moments of pahssion I have called a man 
that myself. We are all glahd to find real 
flesh and blood beneath the ermine of the 
judge. We will now drop a subject that 
should never have been broached in a lady s 
presence. [He resumes his seat, and adds, in a 
businesslike tone] Is there anything further 
before we release these men? 

BLUEJACKET. There are some dawcuments 
handed over by the Cadi, sir. He reckoned 
they were sort of magic spells. The chahplain 
ordered them to be reported to you and 
burnt, with your leave, sir. 

KEARNEY. What are they? 

BLUEJACKET [reading from a list] Four books, 
tom and dirty, made up of separate numbers, 
value each wawn penny, and entitled Sweeny 
Todd, the Demon Barber of London; the 
Skeleton Horseman — 

DRINK WATER [rushing forward in painful 
alarm and anxiety] It s maw lawbrary, gavner. 
Downt burn em. 

KEARNEY. Youll be better without that 
sort of reading, my man. 

DRiNKWATER [in intense distress, appealing 
to Lady Cicely] Downt let em burn em, lidy. 
They dassent if you border em not to. [With 
desperaie eloquence] Yer dunno wot them 
books is to me. They took me aht of the saw- 


did reeyellities of the Worterleoo Rowd. 
They formed maw mawnd: they shaowed 
me sathink awgher than the squalor of a 
corster's lawf — 

REDBROOK [colloring ^ 2772 ] Oh shut up, you 
fool. Get out. Hold your ton — 

DRINKWATER [frantically breaking from him] 
Lidy, lidy; sy a word for me. Ev a feelin awt. 
[His tears choke him: he clasps his hands in 
dumb entreaty], 

LADY CICELY [touched[] Dont burn his books. 
Captain. Let me give them back to him. 

KEARNEY. The books will be handed over to 
the lady. 

DRINKWATER [in a Small voice] Thenkyer, 
lidy. [He retires among his comrades, snivelling 
subduedly], 

REDBROOK [aside to him as he You 

silly ass, you. [Drinkrvater sniffs and does not 
reply]. 

KEARNEY. I supposc you and your men 
accept this lady's account of what passed, 
Captain Brassbound. 

BRASSBOUND [gloomily] Yes. It is true — as 
far as it goes. 

KEARNEY [impatiently] Do you wawnt it to 
go any further? 

MARZO. She leave out something. Arab 
shoot me. She nurse me. She cure me. 

KEARNEY. And wlio are you, pray? 

MARZO [seized with a sanctimonious desire to 
demonstrate his higher nature] Only dam thief. 
Dam liar. Dam rascal. She no lady. 

JOHNSON [revolted by the seeming insult to the 
English peerage from a low Italian] What? 
Whats that you say? 

MARZO. No lady nurse dam rascal. Only 
saint. She saint. She get me to heaven — get 
us all to heaven. We do what we like now. 

LADY CICELY. Indeed you will do nothing of 
the sort, Marzo, unless you like to behave 
yourself very nicely indeed. What hour did 
you say we were to lunch at. Captain 
Kearney? 

KEARNEY. You recall me to my dooty, 
Lady Waynflete. My barge will be ready to 
take off you and Sir Howard to the Santiago 
at one o'clawk. [He n^e^]. Captain Brass- 
bound: this innquery has elicited no reason 
why I should detain you or your men. I 
advise you to ahet as escort in future to 
heathens exclusively. Mr Rahnkin: I thanhk 
you in the name of the United States for the 
hospitahlity you have extended to us today; 
and I invite you to accompany me bahek to 
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my ship with a view to lunch at half-past-one. 
Gentlemen: we will wait on the governor of 
the gaol on our way to the harbor. [He goes 
out, following his officers, and followed by the 
bluejackets and the petty officer^ 

SIR HOWARD [to Lady Cicely] Cicely: in the 
course of my professional career I have met 
with unscrupulous witnesses, and, I am sorry 
to say, unscrupulous counsel also. But the 
combination of unscrupulous witness and un- 
scrupulous counsel I have met today has 
taken away my breath. You have made me 
your accomplice in defeating justice. 

LADY CICELY. Ycs*. amt you glad it*s been 
defeated for once? takes his arm to go out 
with him]. Captain Brassbound: I will come 
back to say goodbye before I go. [He nods 
gloomily. She goes out with Sir Howard, follo7v- 
ing the Captain and his staff]. 

RANKIN [running to Brassbound and taking 
both his hands] I’m right glad ycrc cleared. 
I’ll come back and have a crack with ye when 
yon lunch is over. God bless ye. [He goes out 
quickly]. 

Brassbound and his men, left by themselves in 
the room, free and unobserved, go straight out of 
their senses. They laugh; they dance; they em- 
brace one another; they set to partners and waltz 
clumsily; they shake hands repeatedly and maud- 
linly. Three only retain some sort of self-posses- 
sion. Marzo, proud of having successfully thrust 
himself into a leading part in the recent proceed- 
ings and made a dramatic speech, inflates his 
chest, curls his scanty moustache, and throws 
himself into a swaggering pose, chin up and 
right foot forward, despising the emotional 
English barbarians around him. Brassbound" s 
eyes and the working of his mouth shew that he 
is infected with the general excitement; but he 
bridles himself savagely. Redbrook, trained to 
affect indifference, grins cynically; winks at 
Brassbound; and finally relieves himself by as- 
suming the character of a circus ringmaster, 
Jlourishing an imaginary whip and egging on the 
rest to wilder exertions. A climax is reached 
when Drinkwater, let loose without a stain on his 
character for the second time, is rapt by belief in 
his star into an ecstasy in which, scorning all 
partnership, he becomes as it were a whirling der- 
vish, and executes so miraculous a clog dance 
that the others gradually cease their slower antics 
to stare at him. 

BRASSBOUND [tearing off his hat and striding 
forward as Drinkwater collapses, exhausted, and 
is picked up by Redbrook] Now to get rid of 


this respectable clobber and feel like a man 
again. Stand by, all hands, to jump on the 
captain’s tall hat. [He puts the hat down and 
prepares to jump on it. The effect is startling, and 
takes him completely aback. His followers, far 
from appreciating his iconoclasm, are shocked 
into scandalized sobriety, except Redbrook, who 
is intensely tickled by their prudery], 

DRINKWATER. Naow, look cah, kepn: that 
ynt rawt. Dror a lawn somewhere. 

JOHNSON. I say nothin agen a bit of fun, 
Capn; but lets be gentlemen. 

REDBROOK. I suggcst to you, Brassbound, 
that the clobber belongs to Lady Sis. Aint 
you going to give it back to her? 

BRASSBOUND [picking up the hat and brushing 
the dust ojf it a?ixiously] Thats true. I’m a fool. 
All the same, she shall not see me again like 
this. [He pulls off the coat and waistcoat to- 
gether^. Does any man here know how to fold 
up this sort of thing properly? 

REDBROOK. Allow mc, govcmor. [He takes 
the coat and waistcoat to the table, and folds 
them up.] 

BRASSBOUND [loosening his collar and the front 
of his shirt] Brandy faced Jack: youre looking 
at these studs. I know whats in your mind. 

DRINKWATER [indignantly] Naow yer downt; 
nort a bit on it. Wots in maw mawnd is secri- 
fawce, scolf-secrifawce. 

BRASSBOUND. If onc brass pin of that lady’s 
property is missing, I’ll hang you with my 
own hands at the gaff of the Thanksgiving — 
and would, if she were lying under the guns 
of all the fleets in Europe. [He pulls off the 
shirt and stands in his blue jersey , rvith his hair 
ruffled. He passes his hand through it and ex- 
claims] Now I am half a man, at any rate. 

REDBROOK. A horrible combination, gover- 
nor: churchwarden from the waist down, and 
the rest pirate. Lady Sis wont speak to you 
in it. 

BRASSBOUND. I’ll change altogether. [He 
leaves the room to get his own trousers]. 

REDBROOK [softly] Look here, Johnson, and 
gents generally. [They gather about him], 
Spose she takes him back to England! 

MARZO [trying to repeat his success] Im! Im 
only dam pirate. She saint, I tell you — no 
take any man nowhere. 

JOHNSON [severely] Dont you be a ignorant 
and immoral foreigner. [The rebuke is well re- 
ceived; and Marzo is hustled into the background 
and extinguished]. She wont take him for 
harm; but she might take him for good. And 
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then where should we be? 

DRiNKWATER. Brarsbahud ynt the ownly 
kepn in the world. Wot mikes a kepn is brines 
an knollidge o lawf. It ynt thet thers naow 
sitch pusson: its thet you dunno where to look 
fr him. [The implication that he is such a per soil 
is so intolerable that they receive it with a pro- 
longed hurst of booing]. 

BRASSBOUND [returning in his own clothes ^ get- 
ting into his jacket as he comes]. Stand by, all. 
[They start asunder guiltily , and wait for orders]. 
Redbrook: you pack that clobber in the 
lady s portmanteau, and put it aboard the 
yacht for her. Johnson: you take all hands 
aboard the Thanksgiving; look through the 
stores; weigh anchor; and make all ready for 
sea. Then send Jack to wait for me at the slip 
with a boat; and give me a gunfire for a 
signal. Lose no time. 

JOHNSON. Ay, ay, sir. All aboard, mates. 

ALL. Ay, ay. [They rush out tumultuously]. 

When they are gone^ Brassbound sits down at 
the end of the table, with his elbows on it and his 
head on his fsts, gloomily thinking. Then he 
takes from the breast pocket of his jacket a 
leather case, from which he extracts a scrappy 
packet of dirty letters and newspaper cuttings. 
These he throws on the table. Next comes a photo- 
graph in a cheap frame. He thro7vs it down un- 
tenderly beside the papers; then folds his arms, 
and is looking at it with grim distaste ivhen Lady 
Cicely enters. Ilis back is towards her; and he 
does not hear her. Perceiving this, she shuts the 
door loudly enough to attract attention. He starts 
up. 

LADY CICELY [coming to the opposite end of the 
table] So youve taken off all my beautiful 
clothes! 

BRASSBOUND. Your brother’s, you mean. A 
man should wear his own clothes; and a man 
should tell his own lies. I’m sorry you had to 
tell mine for me today. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, womcn spend half their 
lives telling little lies for men, and sometimes 
big ones. We’re used to it. But mind! I dont 
admit that I told any today. 

BRASSBOUND. IIow did you square my 
uncle? 

LADY CICELY. I dont Understand the ex- 
pression. 

BRASSBOUND. I mean — 

LADY CICELY. I’m afraid we havnt time to 
go into what you mean before lunch. I want 
to speak to you about your future. May I? 

BRASSBOUND [darkening a little, but politely] 


Sit down. [She sits down. So does he], 

LADY CICELY. What are your plans? 

BRASSBOUND. I havc no plans. You will hear 
a gun fired in the harbor presently. That 
will mean that the Thanksgiving’s anchor s 
weighed and that she is waiting for her cap- 
tain to put out to sea. And her captain doesnt 
know now whether to turn her head north or 
south. 

LADY CICELY. Why not north for England? 

BRASSBOUND. Why not south for the Pole? 

LADY CICELY. But you must do something 
with yourself? 

BRASSBOUND [settling himself with his fists and 
elbows iveightily on the table and looking straight 
and powerfully at her] Look you: when you 
and I first met, I was a man with a purpose. 
I stood alone: I saddled no friend, woman 
or man, with that purpose, because it was 
against law, against religion, against my own 
credit and safety. But I believed in it; and I 
stood alone for it, as a man should stand for 
his belief, against law and religion as much 
as against wickedness and selfishness. What- 
ever I may be, I am none of your fairweather 
sailors thatll do nothing for their creed but 
go to Heaven for it. I was ready to go to hell 
for mine. Perhaps you dont understand that. 

LADY CICELY. Oh blcss you, yes. It’s so very 
like a certain sort of man. 

BRASSBOUND. I darcsay; but Ive not met 
many of that sort. Anyhow, that was what I 
was like. I dont say I was happy in it; but I 
wasnt unhappy, because I wasnt drifting. 
I was steering a course and had work in hand. 
Give a man health and a course to steer; and 
he’ll never stop to trouble about whether he’s 
happy or not. 

LADY CICELY. Sometimes he wont even stop 
to trouble about whether other people are 
happy or not. 

BRASSBOUND. I dont deny that: nothing 
makes a man so selfish as work. But I was not 
self-seeking: it seemed to me that I had put 
justice above self. I tell you life meant some- 
thing to me then. Do you see that dirty little 
bundle of scraps of paper? 

LADY CICELY. What are they? 

BRASSBOUND. Accounts cut out of news- 
papers. Speeches made by my uncle at chari- 
table dinners, or sentencing men to death — 
pious, highminded speeches by a man who 
was to me a thief and a murderer! To my 
mind they were more weighty, more mo- 
mentous, better revelations of the wicked- 
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ness of law and respectability than the book 
of the prophet Amos. What are they now? 
[He quietly tears the newspaper cuttings into 
little fragments and throws them away^ looking 
fixedly at her meanwhile\ 

LADY CICELY. Well, thats a comfort, at all 
events. 

BRASSBOUND. Ycs; but it’s a part of my life 
gone: your doing, remember. What have I 
left? See here! [he takes up the letters^ the letters 
my uncle wrote to my mother, with her 
comments on their cold drawn insolence, 
their treachery and cruelty. And the piteous 
letters she wrote to him later on, returned 
unopened. Must they go too? 

LADY CICELY \uneasily^ I cant ask you to 
destroy your mother’s letters. 

BRASSBOUND. Why not, now that you have 
taken the meaning out of them? [He tears 
them\ Is that a comfort too? 

LADY CICELY. It’s a little sad; but perhaps 
it is best so. 

BRASSBOUND. That leaves one relic: her por- 
trait. [He plucks the photograph out of its cheap 
case,] 

LADY CICELY [with vivtd curiosity] Oh, let me 
see. [He hands it to her. Before she can control 
herself her expression changes to one of unmis- 
takeahle disappointment and repulsion], 

BRASSBOUND [with a single sardonic cochin- 
nation] Ha! You expected something better 
than that. Well, youre right. Her face does 
not look well opposite yours. 

LADY CICELY [distressed] I said nothing. 

BRASSBOUND. What could you say? [He takes 
back the portrait: she relinquishes it without a 
word. He looks at it; shakes his head; and takes 
it quietly between his finger and thumb to tear it]. 

LADY CICELY [staying his hand] Oh, not your 
mother’s picture! 

BRASSBOUND. If that were your picture, 
would you like your son to keep it for younger 
and better women to see? 

LADY CICELY [releasing his hand] Oh, you 
are dreadful! Tear it, tear it. [She covers her 
eyes for a moment to shut out the sight], 

BRASSBOUND [tearing it quietly] You killed 
her for me that day in the castle; and I am 
better without her. [He throws away the frag- 
merUs]. Now everything is gone. You have 
taken the old meaning out of my life; but you 
have put no new meaning into it. I can see 
that you have some clue to the world that 
makes all its difficulties easy for you; but I’m 
not clever enough to seize it. Youve lamed 


me by shewing me that I take life the wrong 
way when I’m left to myself. 

LADY CICELY. Oh DO. Why do you say that? 

BRASSBOUND. What else can I say? See 
what Ive done! My uncle is no worse a man 
than myself — better, most likely; for he has 
a better head and a higher place. Well, I 
took him for a villain out of a storybook. My 
mother would have opened anybody else’s 
eyes: she shut mine. I’m a stupider man than 
Brandy faced Jack even; for he got his ro- 
mantic nonsense out of his penny numbers 
and such like trash; but I got just the same 
nonsense out of life and experience. [Shaking 
his head] It was vulgar — vulgar. I see that 
now; for youve opened my eyes to the past; 
but what good is that for the future? What 
am I to do? Where am I to go? 

LADY CICELY. It’s quite simple. Do what- 
ever you like. Thats what I always do. 

BRASSBOUND. That answer is no good to me. 
What I like is to have something to do; and 
I have nothing. You might as well talk like 
the missionary and tell me to do my duty. 

LADY CICELY [quickly] Oh no thank you. Ive 
had quite enough of your duty, and Howard’s 
duty. Where would you both be now if I’d 
let you do it? 

BRASSBOUND. We’d have been somewhere, 
at all events. It seems to me that now I am 
nowhere. 

LADY CICELY. But amt you coming back to 
England with us? 

BRASSBOUND. What for? 

LADY CICELY. Why, to make the most of 
your opportunities. 

BRASSBOUND. What opportunities? 

LADY CICELY. Dont you understand that 
when you are the nephew of a great bigwig, 
and have influential connexions, and good 
friends among them, lots of things can be 
done for you that are never done for ordinary 
ship captains? 

BRASSBOUND. Ah; but I’m not an aristocrat, 
you see. And like most poor men. I’m proud. 
I dont like being patronized. 

LADY CICELY. What is the use of saying that? 
In my world, which is now your world — our 
world — getting patronage is the whole art 
of life. A man cant have a career without it. 

BRASSBOUND. In my world a man can navi- 
gate a ship and get his living by it. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, I See youre one of the 
Idealists — the Impossibilists! We have them, 
too, occasionally, in our world. There’s only 
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one thing to be done with them. 

BRASSBOUND. Whats that? 

LADY CICELY. Marry them straight off to 
some girl with enough money for them, and 
plenty of sentiment. Thats their fate. 

BRASSBOUND. Youve Spoiled even that 
chance for me. Do you think I could look at 
any ordinary woman after you? You seem 
to be able to make me do pretty well what 
you like; but you cant make me marry any- 
body but yourself. 

LADY CICELY. Do you know, Captain Pa- 
quito, that Ive married no less than seven- 
teen men [Brasshound stares^ to other women. 
And they all opened the subject by saying 
that they would never marry anybody but me. 

BRASSBOUND. Then I shall be the first man 
you ever found to stand to his word. 

LADY CICELY [part pleased, part amused, part 
sympathetic] Do you really want a wife? 

BRASSBOUND. I Want a commander. Dont 
undervalue me: I am a good man when I have 
a good leader. I have courage: I have deter- 
mination: I’m not a drinker: I can command 
a schooner and a shore party if I cant com- 
mand a ship or an army. When work is put 
upon me, I turn neither to save my life nor 
to fill my pocket. Gordon trusted me; and he 
never regretted it. If you trust me, you shant 
regret it. All the same, theres something 
wanting in me: I suppose I’m stupid. 

LADY CICELY. Oh, yourc not stupid. 

BRASSBOUND. Yes I am. Since you saw me 
for the first time in that garden, youve heard 
me say nothing clever. And Ive heard you 
say nothing that didnt make me laugh, or 
make me feel friendly, as well as telling me 
what to think and what to do. Thats what 
I mean by real cleverness. Well, I havnt got 
it. I can give an order when I know what 
order to give. I can make men obey it, willing 
or unwilling. But I’m stupid, I tell you: 
stupid. When theres no Gordon to command 
me, I cant think of what to do. Left to my- 
self, Ive become half a brigand. I can kick 
that little gutterscrub Drinkwater; but I find 
myself doing what he puts into my head be- 
cause I cant think of anything else. When you 
came, I took your orders as naturally as I 
took Gordon’s, though I little thought my 
next commander would be a woman. I want 
to take service under you. And theres no way 
in which that can be done except marrying 
you. Will you let me do it? 

LADY CICELY. I’m afraid you dont quite 


know how odd a match it would be for me 
according to the ideas of English society. 

BRASSBOUND. I care nothing about English 
society: let it mind its own business. 

LADY CICELY [rising, a little alarmed] Captain 
Paquito: lam not in love with you. 

BRASSBOUND rising, with his gaze still 

steadfastly on her] I didnt suppose you were: 
the commander is not usually in love with 
his subordinate. 

LADY CICELY. Nor the Subordinate with the 
commander. 

BRASSBOUND [assenting firmly] Nor the sub- 
ordinate with the commander. 

LADY CICELY [learning for the first time in her 
life what terror is, as she finds that he is uncon- 
sciously mesmerizing her] Oh, you are danger- 
ous! 

BRASSBOUND. Come*. are you in love with 
anybody else? Thats the question. 

LADY CICELY [shaking her head] I have never 
been in love with any real person; and I 
never shall. How could I manage people if 
I had that mad little bit of self left in me? 
Thats my secret. 

BRASSBOUND. Then throw away the last bit 
of self. Marry me. 

LADY CICELY [vainly struggling to recall her 
wandering will] Must I? 

BRASSBOUND. There is no must. You can. I 
ask you to. My fate depends on it. 

LADY CICELY. It’s frightful*, for I dont mean 
to — dont wish to. 

BRASSBOUND. But you will. 

LADY CICELY [quite lost, slowly stretches out 
her hand to give it to him] I — [Gunfire from the 
Thanksgiving. His eyes dilate. It wakes her from 
her trance] What is that? 

BRASSBOUND. It is farewcll. Rescue for you 
— safety, freedom! You were made to be 
something better than the wife of Black 
Paquito. [He kneels and takes her hands] You 
can do no more for me now: I have blundered 
somehow on the secret of command at last 
[he kisses her hands]', thanks for that, and for 
a man’s power and purpose restored and 
righted. And farewell, farewell, farewell. 

LADY CICELY [in a strange ecstasy, holding his 
hands as he rises] Oh, farewell. With my 
heart’s deepest feeling, farewell, farewell. 

BRASSBOUND. With my heart’s noblest honor 
and triumph, farewell. [He turns and flies]. 

LADY CICELY. How glorious! how glorious! 
And what an escape! 

THE END 
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XI 

MAN AND SUPERMAN 

A COMEDY AND A PHILOSOPHY (1901-3) 


ACT I 

Roebuck Ramsden is in his study, ope7iing the 
morning s letters. The study, handsomely and 
solidly furnished, proclaims the man of means. 
Not a speck of dust is visible: it is clear that 
there are at least two housemaids and a parlor- 
maid downstairs, and a housekeeper upstairs who 
does not let them spare elb&tv-grease. Even the 
top of Roebuck's head is polished: on a sunshiny 
day he could heliograph his orders to distant 
camps by merely nodding. In no other respect, 
however, does he suggest the military man. It is 
in active civil life that men get his broad air of 
importance, his dignified expectation of deference, 
his determinate mouth disarmed and refined 
since the hour of his success by the withdrawal 
of opposition and the concession of comfort and 
precedence and power. He is more than a highly 
respectable man: he is marked out as a president 
of highly respectable men, a chairman among 
directors, an alderman among councillors, a 
mayor among aldermen. Four tufts of iron-grey 
hair, which will soon he as white as isinglass, 
and are in other respects not at all unlike it, 
grow in two symmetrical pairs above his ears 
and at the angles of his spreading jaws. He 
wears a black frock coat, a white waistcoat (it is 
bright spring weather), and trousers, neither 
black nor perceptibly blue, of one of those indefi- 
nitely mixed hues which the modern clothier has 
produced to harmonize with the religions of 
respectable men. He has not been out of doors 
yet today; so he still wears his slippers, his boots 
being ready for him on the hearthrug. Surmising 
that he has no valet, and seeing that he has no 
secretary with a shorthand notebook and a type- 
writer, one meditates on how little our great 
burgess domesticity has been disturbed by new 
fashions and methods, or by the enterprise of the 
railway and hotel companies which sell you a 
Saturday to Monday of life at Folkestone as a 
real gentleman for two guineas, first class fares 
both ways included. 

How old is Roebuck? The question is import- 
ant on the threshold of a drama of ideas; for 
under such circumstances everything depends on 
whether his adolescence belonged to the sixties or 
to the eighties. He was boruy as a matter of fact. 


in 1839, and was a Unitarian and Free Trader 
from his boyhood, and an Evolutionist from the 
publication of the Origin of Species. Consequently 
he has always classed himself as an advanced 
thinker and fearlessly outspoken reformer. 

Sittmg at his writing table, he has on his right 
the windows giving on Portland Place. Through 
these, as through a proscenium, the curious 
spectator may contemplate his profile as well as 
the blinds will permit. On his left is the inner 
wall, with a stately bookcase, and the door not 
quite in the middle, but somewhat further from 
him. Against the wall opposite him are two busts 
on pillars: one, to his left, of John Bright; the 
other, to his right, of Mr Herbert Spencer. 
Between them hang an engraved portrait of 
Richard Cobden; enlarged photographs of Mar- 
tineau, Huxley, and George Eliot; autotypes of 
allegories by Mr G. F. Watts (for Roebuck 
believes in the fine arts with all the earnestness 
of a man who does not ujider stand them), a?id an 
impression of Dupont's engraving of Delarochc' s 
Beaux Arts hemicycle, representing the great men 
of all ages. On the wall behind him, above the 
mantelshelf, is a family portrait of impenetrable 
obscurity. 

A chair stands near the writing table for the 
convenience of business visitors. Two other chairs 
are against the wall between the busts. 

A parlormaid enters with a visitor's card. 
Roebuck takes it, and nods, pleased. Evidently a 
welcome caller. 

RAMSDEN. Shew him in. 

The parlormaid goes out and returns with the 
visitor. 

THE MAID. Mr Robinson. 

Mr Robinson is really an uncommonly nice 
looking young fellow. He must, one thinks, be 
the jeune premier; for it is not in reason to 
suppose that a second such attractive male figure 
should appear in one story, The slim, shapely 
frame, the elegant suit of new mourning, the 
small head and regular features, the pretty little 
moustache, the frank clear eyes, the wholesome 
bloom on the youthful complexion, the well 
brushed glossy hair, not curly, but of fine texture 
and good dark color, the arch of good nature in 
the eyebrows, the erect forehead and neatly 
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pointed chiui all announce the man who will love 
and suffer later on. And that he will not do so 
without sympathy is guaranteed by an engaging 
sincerity and eager modest serviceableness which 
stamp him as a man of amiable nature. The 
moment he appears, Ramsden s face expands into 
fatherly liking a?id welcome, an expression which 
drops into one of decorous grief as the youjig 
man approaches him with sorrow in his face as 
well as in his black clothes. Ramsden seems to 
know the nature of the bereavement. As the 
visitor advances silently to the writing table, the 
old man rises and shakes his hand across it 
without a 7vord: a long, affectionate shake which 
tells the story of a recent sorrow common to both. 

RAMSDEN [concluding the handshake and cheer- 
ing tip] Well, well, Octavius, it’s the common 
lot. We must all face it some day. Sit down. 

Octavius takes the visitor s chair. Ramsden 
replaces himself in his own. 

OCTAVIUS. Yes: we must face it, Mr Rams- 
den. But I owed him a great deal. He did 
everything for me that my father could have 
done if he had lived. 

RAMSDEN. He had no son of his own, you 
see. 

OCTAVIUS. But he had daughters; and yet 
he was as good to my sister as to me. And his 
death was so sudden! I always intended to 
thank him — to let him know that I had not 
taken all his care of me as a matter of course, 
as any boy takes his father’s care. But I 
waited for an opportunity; and now he is 
dead — dropped without a moment’s warn- 
ing. He will never know what I felt. [lie takes 
out his handkerchief and cries unaffectedly]. 

RAMSDEN. How do wc know that, Octavius? 
He may know it: we cannot tell. Come! dont 
grieve. [Octavius masters himself and puts up 
his handkerchief]. Thats right. Now let me 
tell you something to console you. The last 
time I saw him — it was in this very room — 
he said to me: “Tavy is a generous lad and 
the soul of honor; and when I see how little 
consideration other men get from their sons, 
I realize how much better than a son he’s 
been to me.” There! Doesnt that do you 
good? 

OCTAVIUS. Mr Ramsden: he used to say to 
me that he had met only one man in the 
world who was the soul of honor, and that 
was Roebuck Ramsden. 

RAMSDEN. Oh, that was his partiality: we 
were very old friends, you know. But there 
was something else he used to say about you. 


I wonder whether I ought to tell you or not! 

OCTAVIUS. You know best. 

RAMSDEN. It was Something about his 
daughter. 

OCTAVIUS [eagerly] About Ann! Oh, do tell 
me that, Mr Ramsden. 

RAMSDEN. Well, he said he was glad, after 
all, you were not his son, because he thought 
that someday Annie and you — [Octavius 
blushes vividly]. Well, perhaps I shouldnt 
have told you. But he was in earnest. 

OCTAVIUS. Oh, if only I thought I had a 
chance! You know, Mr Ramsden, I dont care 
about money or about what people call 
position; and I cant bring myself to take an 
interest in the business of struggling for 
them. Well, Ann has a most exquisite nature; 
but she is so accustomed to be in the thick 
of that sort of thing that she thinks a man’s 
character incomplete if he is not ambitious. 
She knows that if she married me she would 
have to reason herself out of being ashamed 
of me for not being a big success of some 
kind. 

RAMSDEN [getting up and planting himself 
with his back to the fireplace] Nonsense, my 
boy, nonsense! Youre too modest. What does 
she know about the real value of men at her 
age? [More seriously] Besides, she’s a wonder- 
fully dutiful girl. Her father’s wish would 
be sacred to her. Do you know that since 
she grew up to years of discretion, I don’t 
believe she has ever once given her own wish 
as a reason for doing anything or not doing 
it. It’s always “Father wishes me to,” or 
“Mother wouldnt like it.” It’s really almost 
a fault in her. I have often told her she must 
learn to think for herself. 

OCTAVIUS [shaking his head] I could nt ask 
her to marry me because her father wished 
it, Mr Ramsden. 

RAMSDEN. Well, perhaps not. No: of course 
not. I see that. No: you certainly couldnt. 
But when you win her on your own merits, 
it will be a great happiness to her to fulfil 
her father’s desire as well as her own. Eh? 
Come! youll ask her, wont you? 

OCTAVIUS [with sad gaiety] At all events I 
promise you I shall never ask anyone else. 

RAMSDEN. Oh, you shant need to. She’ll 
accept you, my boy — although [here he sud- 
denly becomes very serious indeed] you have 
one great drawback. 

OCTAVIUS [anxiously] What drawback is 
that, Mr Ramsden? I should rather say 
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which of my many drawbacks? 

RAMSDEN^. ril tell you, Octavius. [He takes 
from the table a hook bound in red cloth]» I have 
in my hand a copy of the most infamous, the 
most scandalous, the most mischievous, the 
most blackguardly book that ever escaped 
burning at the hands of the common hang- 
man. I have not read it: I would not soil my 
mind with such filth; but I have read what 
the papers say of it. The title is quite enough 
for me. [He reads f<]. The Revolutionist's 
Handbook and Pocket Companion. By John 
Tanner, M.I.R.C., Member of the Idle Rich 
Class. 

OCTAVIUS [smiling] But Jack — 

RAMSDEN [testily] For goodness’ sake, dont 
call him Jack under my roof [he throws the 
book violently down on the table. Then, somewhat 
relieved, he comes past the table to Octavius, 
and addresses him at close quarters with impres- 
sive gravity]. Now, Octavius, I know that my 
dead friend was right when he said you were 
a generous lad. I know that this man was your 
schoolfellow, and that you feel bound to stand 
by him because there was a boyish friend- 
ship between you. But I ask you to consider 
the altered circumstances. You were treated 
as a son in my friend’s house. You lived there; 
and your friends could not be turned from 
the door. This man Tanner was in and out 
there on your account almost from his child- 
hood. He addresses Annie by her Christian 
name as freely as you do. Well, while her 
father was alive, that was her father’s 
business, not mine. This man Tanner was 
only a boy to him: his opinions were some- 
thing to be laughed at, like a man’s hat on a 
child’s head. But now Tanner is a grown man 
and Annie a grown woman. And her father 
is gone. We dont as yet know the exact terms 
of his will; but he often talked it over with 
me; and I have no more doubt than I have 
that youre sitting there that the will appoints 
me Annie’s trustee and guardian. [Forcibly] 
Now I tell you, once for all, I cant and I 
wont have Annie placed in such a position 
that she must, out of regard for you, suffer 
the intimacy of this fellow Tanner. It’s not 
fair: it’s not right: it’s not kind. What are 
you going to do about it? 

OCTAVIUS. But Ann herself has told Jack 
that whatever his opinions are, he will always 
be welcome because he knew her dear father. 

RAMSDEN [out of patience] That girl’s mad 
about her duty to her parents. [He starts off 


like a goaded ox in the direction of John Bright^ 
in whose expression there is no sympathy for 
him. As he speaks he fumes down to Herbert 
Spencer, who receives him still more coldly]. 
Excuse me, Octavius; but there are limits to 
social toleration. You know that I am not a 
bigoted or prejudiced man. You know that 
I am plain Roebuck Ramsden when other 
men who have done less have got handles 
to their names, because I have stood for 
equality and liberty of conscience while they 
were truckling to the Church and to the 
aristocracy. Whitefield and I lost chance 
after chance through our advanced opinions. 
But I draw the line at Anarchism and Free 
Love and that sort of thing. If I am to be 
Annie’s guardian, she will have to learn that 
she has a duty to me. I wont have it: I will 
not have it. She must forbid John Tanner the 
house; and so must you. 

The parlormaid returns. 

OCTAVIUS. But — 

RAMSDEN [calling his attention to the servant] 
Ssh! Well? 

THE MAID. Mr Tanner wishes to see you, 
sir. 

RAMSDEN. Mr Tanner! 

OCTAVIUS. Jack! 

RAMSDEN. How dare Mr Tanner call on me! 
Say I cannot see him. 

OCTAVIUS [hurt] I am sorry you are turning 
my friend from your door like that. 

THE MAID [calmly] He’s not at the door, sir. 
He’s upstairs in the drawing room with Miss 
Ramsden. He came with Mrs Whitefield and 
Miss Ann and Miss Robinson, sir. 

Ramsden s feelings are beyond words. 

OCTAVIUS [grinning] Thats very like Jack, 
Mr Ramsden. You must see him, even if it’s 
only to turn him out. 

RAMSDEN [hammering out his words with 
suppressed fury] Go upstairs and ask Mr 
Tanner to be good enough to step down here. 
[The parlormaid goes out; and Ramsden returns 
to the fireplace, as to a fortified position]. I 
must say that of all the confounded pieces 
of impertinence — well, if these are Anarchist 
manners, I hope you like them. And Annie 
with him! Annie! A — [he chokes]. 

OCTAVIUS. Yes: thats what surprises me. 
He’s SO desperately afraid of Ann. There 
must be something the matter. 

Mr John Tanner suddenly opens the door and 
enters. He is too young to be described simply as a 
big man with a beard. But it is already plain that 
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middle life will find him in that category. He has 
still some of the slimness of youth; hut youthful- 
ness is not the effect he aims at: his frock coat 
would hefii a prime minister; and a certain high 
chested carriage of the shoulders, a lofty pose 
of the head, and the Olympian majesty with 
which a mane, or rather a huge wisp, of hazel 
colored hair is thrown hack from an imposing 
brow, suggest Jupiter rather than Apollo, He is 
prodigiously fluent of speech, restless, excitable 
{mark the snorting nostril and the restless blue 
eye, just the thirty-secondth of an inch too wide 
open), possibly a little mad. He is carefully 
dressed, not from the vanity that cannot resist 
finery, but from a sense of the importance of 
everything he does which leads him to make as 
much of paying a call as other men do of getting 
married or laying a foundation stone, A sensitive, 
susceptible, exaggerative, earnest man: a megalo- 
maniac, who would be lost without a sense of 
humor. 

Just at present the sense of humor is in 
abeyance. To say that he is excited is nothing: 
all his moods are phases of excitement, lie is 
now in the panic-stricken phase; and he walks 
straight up to Ramsden as if nith the fixed inten- 
tion of shooting him on his own hearthrug. But 
what he pulls from his breast pocket is not a 
pistol, but a foolscap document which he thrusts 
under the indignant nose of Ramsden as he 
exclaims 

TANNER. Ramsden; do you know what that 
is? 

RAMSDEN [loftily'] No, sir. 

TANNER. It’s a copy of Whitefield’s will. 
Ann got it this morning. 

RAMSDEN. When you say Ann, you mean, 
I presume, Miss Whitefield. 

TANNER. I mean our Ann, your Ann, Tavy’s 
Ann, and now, Heaven help me, my Ann! 

OCTAVIUS [rising, very pale] What do you 
mean? 

TANNER. Mean! [He holds up the rvill]. Do 
you know who is appointed Ann’s guardian 
by this will? 

RAMSDEN [coolly] I bclicve I am. 

TANNER. You! You and I, man. I! I!! I!!! 
Both of us! [He flings the will down on the rvrit- 
ing table], 

RAMSDEN. You! Impossible. 

TANNER. It s only too hideously true. [He 
throws himself into Octavius's chair], Ramsden; 
get me out of it somehow. You dont know 
Ann as well as I do. She’ll commit every 
crime a respectable woman can; and she’ll 


justify every one of them by saying that it 
was the wish of her guardians. She’ll put 
everything on us; and we shall have no more 
control over her than a couple of mice over a 
cat. 

OCTAVIUS. Jack: I wish you wouldnt talk 
like that about Ann. 

TANNER. This chap’s in love with her; thats 
another complication. Well, she’ll either jilt 
him and say I didnt approve of him, or marry 
him and say you ordered her to. I tell you, 
this is the most staggering blow that has 
ever fallen on a man of my age and tempera- 
ment. 

RAMSDEN. Let me see that will, sir. [He goes 
to the writing table and picks it up], I cannot 
believe that my old friend Whitefield would 
have shewn such a want of confidence in me 
as to associate me with — [His countenance falls 
as he reads], 

TANNER. It’s all my own doing: thats the 
horrible irony of it. He told me one day that 
you were to be Ann’s guardian; and like a 
fool I began arguing with him about the folly 
of leaving a young woman under the control 
of an old man with obsolete ideas. 

RAMSDEN [stupended] My ideas obsolete!!!!!!! 

TANNER. Totally. I had just finished an 
essay called Down with Government by the 
Grey haired; and I was full of arguments 
and illustrations. I said the proper thing was 
to combine the experience of an old hand 
with the vitality of a young one. Hang me if 
he didnt take me at my word and alter his 
will — it’s dated only a fortnight after that con- 
versation — appointing me as joint guardian 
with you! 

RAMSDEN [jpak and determined] I shall refuse 
to act. 

TANNER. Whats the good of that? Ive been 
refusing all the way from Richmond; but Ann 
keeps on saying that of course she’s only an 
orphan; and that she cant expect the people 
who were glad to come to the house in her 
father’s time to trouble much about her now. 
Thats the latest game. An orphan! It’s like 
hearing an ironclad talk about being at the 
mercy of the wind and waves. 

OCTAVIUS. This is not fair, Jack. She is an 
orphan. And you ought to stand by her. 

TANNER. Stand by her! What danger is she 
in? She has the law on her side; she has 
popular sentiment on her side; she has 
plenty of money and no conscience. All she 
wants with me is to load up all her moral 
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responsibilities on me, and do as she likes at 
the expense of my character. I cant control 
her; and she can compromise me as much as 
she likes. I might as well be her husband. 

RAMSDEN. You Can refuse to accept the 
guardianship. I shall certainly refuse to hold 
it jointly with you. 

TANNER. Yes; and what will she say to that? 
what does she say to it? Just that her father s 
wishes are sacred to her, and that she shall 
always look up to me as her guardian whether 
I care to face the responsibility or not. 
Refuse! You might as well refuse to accept 
the embraces of a boa constrictor when once 
it gets round your neck. 

OCTAVIUS. This sort of talk is not kind to 
me. Jack. 

TANNER \rising and going to Octavius to con- 
sole him<i hut still lamenting^ If he wanted a 
young guardian, why didnt he appoint Tavy? 

RAMSDEN. Ah! why indeed? 

OCTAVIUS. I will tell you. He sounded me 
about it; but I refused the trust because I 
loved her. I had no right to let myself be 
forced on her as a guardian by her father. 
He spoke to her about it; and she said I was 
right. You know I love her, Mr Ramsden; 
and Jack knows it too. If Jack loved a 
woman, I would not compare her to a boa 
constrictor in his presence, however much I 
might dislike her [he sits down between the busts 
and turns his face to the wall]. 

RAMSDEN. I do not bclieve that Whitefield 
was in his right senses when he made that 
will. You have admitted that he made it 
under your influence. 

TANNER. You ought to be pretty well 
obliged to me for my influence. He leaves 
you two thousand five hundred for your 
trouble. He leaves Tavy a dowry for his 
sister and five thousand for himself. 

OCTAVIUS [Aw tears flowing afresh] Oh, I 
cant take it. He was too good to us. 

TANNER. You wont get it, my boy, if 
Ramsden upsets the will. 

RAMSDEN. Ha! I see. You have got me in a 
cleft stick. 

TANNER. He leaves me nothing but the 
charge of Ann’s morals, on the ground that 
I have already more money than is good for 
me. That shews that he had his wits about 
him, dosen’t it? 

RAMSDEN [grimly] I admit that. 

OCTAVIUS [rising and coming from his refuge 
the wall] Mr Ramsden; I think you are 


prejudiced against Jack. He is a man of 
honor, and incapable of abusing — 

TANNER. Dont, Tavy: youll make me ill. I 
am not a man of honor: I am a man struck 
down by a dead hand. Tavy: you must marry 
her after all and take her off my hands. And 
I had set my heart on saving you from her! 

OCTAVIUS. Oh, Jack, you talk of saving me 
from my highest happiness. 

TANNER. Yes, a lifetime of happiness. If it 
were only the first half hour’s happiness, 
Tavy, I would buy it for you with my last 
penny. But a lifetime of happiness! No man 
alive could bear it: it would be hell on earth. 

RAMSDEN [violently] Stuff, sir. Talk sense; 
or else go and waste someone else’s time: I 
have something better to do than listen to 
your fooleries [he positively kicks his way to his 
table and resumes his seat], 

TANNER. You hear him, Tavy! Not an idea 
in his head later than eighteensixty. We 
cant leave Ann with no other guardian to 
turn to. 

RAMSDEN. I am proud of your contempt for 
my character and opinions, sir. Your own are 
set forth in that book, I believe. 

TANNER [eagerly going to the table] What! 
Youve got my book! What do you think of it? 

RAMSDEN. Do you supposc I would read 
such a book, sir? 

TANNER. Then why did you buy it? 

RAMSDEN. I did not buy it, sir. It has been 
sent me by some foolish lady who seems to 
admire your views. I was about to dispose of 
it when Octavius interrupted me. I shall do 
so now, with your permission. [He throws the 
book into the waste paper basket with such 
vehemence that Tanner recoils under the impres- 
sion that it is being thrown at his head]. 

TANNER. You have no more manners than 
I have myself. However, that saves ceremony 
between us. [He sits down again]. What do you 
intend to do about this will? 

OCTAVIUS. May I make a suggestion? 

RAMSDEN. Certainly, Octavius. 

OCTAVIUS. Arnt we forgetting that Ann her- 
self may have some wishes in this matter? 

RAMSDEN. I quite intend that Annies 
wishes shall be consulted in every reasonable 
way. But she is only a woman, and a young 
and inexperienced woman at that. 

TANNER. Ramsden: I begin to pity you. 

RAMSDEN [hotly] I dont want to know how 
you feel towards me, Mr Tanner. 

TANNER. Ann will do just exactly what she 
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likes. And whats more, she’ll force us to 
advise her to do it; and she’ll put the blame 
on us if it turns out badly. So, as Tavy is 
longing to see her — 

OCTAVIUS [shyly^^ I am not, Jack. 

TANNER. You lie, Tavy. you are. So lets 
have her down from the drawing room and 
ask her what she intends us to do. Off with 
you, Tavy, and fetch her. [^I'avy turns to go\ 
And dont be long; for the strained relations 
between myself and Ramsden will make the 
interval rather painful. [Ramsden compresses 
his lips, hut says nothing]. 

OCTAVIUS. Never mind him, Mr Ramsden. 
He’s not serious [lie goes out]. 

RAMSDEN [very deliberately] Mr Tanner: you 
are the most impudent person I have ever 
met. 

TANNER [seriously] I know it, Ramsden. Yet 
even I cannot wholly conquer shame. We 
live in an atmosphere of shame. We are 
ashamed of everything that is real about us; 
ashamed of ourselves, of our relatives, of our 
incomes, of our accents, of our opinions, of 
our experience, just as we are ashamed of 
our naked skins. Good Lord, my dear Rams- 
den, we are ashamed to walk, ashamed to 
ride in an omnibus, ashamed to hire a han- 
som instead of keeping a carriage, ashamed 
of keeping one horse instead of two and a 
groom-gardener instead of a coachman and 
footman. The more things a man is ashamed 
of, the more respectable he is. Why, youre 
ashamed to buy my book, ashamed to read 
it: the only thing youre not ashamed of is to 
judge me for it without having read it; and 
even that only means that youre ashamed to 
have heterodox opinions. Look at the effect 
I produce because my fairy godmother with- 
held from me this gift of shame. I have every 
possible virtue that a man can have except — 

RAMSDEN. I am glad you think so well of 
yourself. 

TANNER. All you mean by that is that you 
think I ought to be ashamed of talking about 
my virtues. You dont mean that I hkvnt got 
them: you know perfectly well that I am as 
sober and honest a citizen as yourself, as 
truthful personally, and much more truthful 
politically and morally. 

RAMSDEN [touched on his most sensitive point] 
I deny that. I will not allow you or any man 
to treat me as if I were a mere member of 
the British public. I detest its prejudices; I 
scorn its narrowness; I demand the right to 


think for myself. You pose as an advanced 
man. Let me tell you that I was an advanced 
man before you were born. 

TANNER. I knew it was a long time ago. 

RAMSDEN. I am as advanced as ever I was. 

I defy you to prove that I have ever hauled 
down the flag. I am more advanced than ever 
I was. I grow more advanced every day. 

TANNER. More advanced in years, Polonius. 

RAMSDEN. Polonius! So you are Hamlet, I 
suppose. 

TANNER. No: I am only the most impudent 
person youve ever met. Thats your notion of 
a thoroughly bad character. When you want 
to give me a piece of your mind, you ask 
yourself, as a just and upright man, what is 
the worst you can fairly say of me. Thief, 
liar, forger, adulterer, perjurer, glutton, 
drunkard? Not one of these names fit me. 
You have to fall back on my deficiency in 
shame. Well, I admit it. I even congratulate 
myself; for if I were ashamed of my real self, 

I should cut as stupid a figure as any of the 
rest of you. Cultivate a little impudence, 
Ramsden; and you will become quite a 
remarkable man. 

RAMSDEN. I have no — 

TANNER. You have no desire for that sort 
of notoriety. Bless you, I knew that answer 
would come as well as I know that a box of 
matches will come out of an automatic 
machine when I put a penny in the slot: you 
would be ashamed to say anything else. 

The crushing retort for which Ramsden has 
been visibly collecting his forces is lost for ever; 
for at this point Octavius returns with Miss Ann 
Whitefield and her mother; and Ramsden springs 
up and hurries to the door to receive them. 
Whether Ann is good-looking or not depends 
upon your taste; also and perhaps chiefly on 
your age and sex. To Octavius she is an enchant- 
ingly beautiful woman, in whose presence the 
fvorld becomes transfigured, and the puny limits 
of individual consciousness are suddenly made 
infinite by a mystic memory of the whole life of 
the race to its beginnings in the east, or even back 
to the paradise from which it fell. She is to him 
the reality of romance, the inner good sense of 
nonsense, the unveiling of his eyes, the freeing of 
his soul, the abolition of time, place, and circum- 
stance, the etherealization of his blood into 
rapturous rivers of the very water of life itself , 
the revelation of all the mysteries and the sancti- 
Jicaiion of all the dogmas. To her mother she is^ 
to put it as moderately as possible, nothing wha^ 
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ever of the kind. Not that Octavius's admiration 
is in any way ridiculous or discreditable. Ann is 
a well formed creature, as far as that goes; and 
she is perfectly ladylike, graceful, and comely, 
with ensnaring eyes and hair. Besides, instead of 
making herself an eyesore, like her mother, she 
has devised a mourning costume of black and 
violet silk which does honor to her late father 
and reveals the family tradition of brave uncon- 
ventionality by which Ramsden sets such store. 

But all this is beside the point as an explanation 
of Anns charm. Turn up her nose, give a cast to 
her eye, replace her black and violet confection by 
the apron and feathers of afiower girl, strike all 
the aitches out of her speech, and Ann would still 
make men dream. Vitality is as common as 
humanity; but, like humanity, it sometimes rises 
to genius; and Ann is one of the vital geniuses. 
Not at all, if you please, an oversexed person: 
that is a vital defect, not a true excess. She is 
a perfectly respectable, perfectly self-controlled 
woman, and looks it; though her pose is fashion- 
ably frank and impulsive. She inspires confidence 
as a person who will do nothing she does not 
mean to do; also some fear, perhaps, as a woman 
who will probably do everything she means to do 
without taking more account of other people than 
may be necessary and what she calls right. In 
short, what the weaker of her own sex sometimes 
call a cat. 

Nothing can be more decorous than her entry 
and her reception by Ramsden, whom she kisses. 
The late Mr Whitefield would be gratified almost 
to impatience by the long faces of the men {except 
Tanner, who is fidgety), the silent handgrasps, 
the sympathetic placing of chairs, the sniffing of 
the widow, and the liquid eye of the daughter, 
whose heart, apparently, will not let her control 
her tongue to speech. Ramsden and Octavius take 
the two chairs from the wall, and place them for 
the two ladies; but Ann comes to Tanner and takes 
his chair, which he offers with a brusque gesture, 
subsequently relieving his irritation by sitting 
down on the corner of the writing table with 
studied indecorum. Octavius gives Mrs White- 
field a chair next Ann, and himself takes the 
vacant one which Ramsden has placed under the 
nose of the effigy of Mr Herbert Spencer. 

Mrs Whitefield, by the way, is a little woman, 
whose faded flaxen hair looks like straw on an 
egg. She has an expression of muddled shrewd- 
ness, a squeak of protest in her voice, and an odd 
air of continually elbowing away some larger 
person who is crushing her into a corner. One 
guesses her as one of those women who are con- 


scious of being treated as silly and negligible, 
and who, without having strength enough to as- 
sert themselves effectually, at any rate never sub- 
mit to their fate. There is a touch of chivalry in 
Octavius's scrupulous attention to her, even 
whilst his whole soul is absorbed by Ann. 

Ramsden goes solemnly back to his magisterial 
seat at the writing table, ignoring Tanner, and 
opens the proceedings. 

RAMSDEN. I am sorry, Annie, to force busi- 
ness on you at a sad time like the present. 
But your poor dear father's will has raised a 
very serious question. You have read it, I 
believe? 

Ann assents with a nod and a catch of her 
breath, too much effected to speak. 

I must say I am surprised to find Mr Tanner 
named as joint guardian and trustee with 
myself of you and Rhoda. [^4 pause. They all 
look portentous; but they have nothing to say. 
Ramsden, a Utile ruffled by the lack of any re- 
sponse, continues)^ I dont know that I can con- 
sent to act under such conditions. Mr Tanner 
has, I understand, some objection also; but 
I do not profess to understand its nature: he 
will no doubt speak for himself. But we are 
agreed that we can decide nothing until we 
know your views. I am afraid I shall have to 
ask you to choose between my sole guardian- 
ship and that of Mr Tanner; for I fear it is 
impossible for us to undertake a joint 
arrangement. 

ANN [m a low musical votce] Mamma — 

MRS WHITEFIELD [hastily'] Now, Ann, I do 
beg you not to put it on me. I have no opinion 
on the subject; and if I had, it would prob- 
ably not be attended to. I am quite content 
with whatever you three think best. 

Tanner turns his head and looks fixedly at 
Ramsden, who angrily refuses to receive this 
mute communication. 

ANN [resuming in the same gentle voice, ignor- 
ing her mother s bad taste] Mamma knows that 
she is not strong enough to bear the whole 
responsibility for me and Rhoda without 
some help and advice. Rhoda must have a 
guardian; and though I am older, I do not 
think any young unmarried woman should 
be left quite to her own guidance. I hope you 
agree with me. Granny? 

TANNER [starting Granny! Do you intend 
to call your guardians Granny? 

ANN. Dont be foolish. Jack. Mr Ramsden 
has always been Grandpapa Roebuck to me: 
I am Granny's Annie; and he is Annie’s 
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Granny. I christened him so when I first 
learned to speak. 

RAMSDEN [sarcastically] I hope you are satis- 
fied, Mr Tanner. Go on, Annie: I quite agree 
with you. 

ANN. Well, if I am to have a guardian, can 
I set aside anybody whom my dear father 
appointed for me? 

RAMSDEN [biting his lip] You approve of 
your father’s choice, then? 

ANN. It is not for me to approve or dis- 
approve. I aecept it. My father loved me and 
knew best what was good for me. 

RAMSDEN. Of course I understand your 
feeling, Annie. It is what I should have ex- 
peeted of you; and it does you eredit. But it 
does not settle the question so completely as 
you think. Let me put a case to you. Suppose 
you were to discover that I had been guilty 
of some disgraceful action — that I was not 
the man your poor dear father took me for! 
Would you still consider it right that I should 
be Rhoda’s guardian? 

ANN. I cant imagine you doing anything 
disgraceful. Granny. 

TANNER [to Ranisden] You havnt done any- 
thing of the sort, have you? 

RAMSDEN [indignantly] No, sir. 

MRS WHiTEFiELD [placidly] Well, then, why 
suppose it? 

ANN. You see. Granny, Mamma would not 
like me to suppose it. 

RAMSDEN [much pcrplexcd] You are both so 
full of natural and affectionate feeling in 
these family matters that it is very hard to 
put the situation fairly before you. 

TANNER. Besides, my friend, you are not 
putting the situation fairly before them. 

RAMSDEN [sulkily] Put it yourself, then. 

TANNER. I will. Ann: Ramsden thinks I am 
not fit to be your guardian; and I quite agree 
with him. He considers that if your father 
had read my book, he wouldnt have ap- 
pointed me. That book is the disgraceful 
action he has been talking about. He thinks 
it’s your duty for Rhoda’s sake to ask him 
to act alone and to make me withdraw. Say 
the word; and I will. 

ANN. But I havnt read your book, Jack. 

TANNER [diving at the waste-paper basket and 
fishing the book out for her] Then read it at 
once and decide, 

RAMSDEN [vehemently] If I am to be your 
guardian, I positively forbid you to read that 
book, Annie. [He smites the table with his fist 


and rises], 

ANN. Of course not if you dont wish it. [5'Ae 
puts the book on the table], 

TANNER. If one guardian is to forbid you to 
read the other guardian’s book, how are we 
to settle it? Suppose I order you to read it! 
What about your duty to me? 

ANN [gently] I am sure you would never pur- 
posely force me into a painful dilemma. Jack. 

RAMSDEN [irritably] Yes, yes, Annie: this is 
all very well, and, as I said, quite natural and 
becoming. But you must make a choice one 
way or the other. We are as much in a 
dilemma as you. 

ANN. I feel that I am too young, too inex- 
perienced, to decide. My father’s wishes are 
sacred to me. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. If you two men wont 
carry them out I must say it is rather hard 
that you should put the responsibility on 
Ann. It seems to me that people are always 
putting things on other people in this world. 

RAMSDEN. I am sorry you take it in that way. 

ANN [touchingly] Do you refuse to accept 
me as your ward. Granny? 

RAMSDEN. No: I iievcr said that. I greatly 
object to act with Mr Tanner: thats all. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Why? What’s the matter 
with poor Jack? 

TANNER. My views are too advanced for 
him. 

RAMSDEN [indignantly] They are not. I deny it. 

ANN. Of course not. What nonsense! No- 
body is more advanced than Granny. I am 
sure it is Jack himself who has made all the 
difficulty. Come, Jack! be kind to me in my 
sorrow. You dont refuse to accept me as your 
ward, do you? 

TANNER [gloomily] No. I let myself in for it; 
so I suppose I must face it. [lie turns away to 
the bookcase^ and stands there, moodily studying 
the titles of the volumes], 

ANN [rising and expanding with subdued but 
gushing delight] Then we are all agreed; and 
my dear father’s will is to be carried out. 
You dont know what a joy that is to me and 
to my mother! [She goes to Ramsden and presses 
I both his hands, saying] And I shall have my 
dear Granny to help and advise me. [5Ae casts 
a glance at Tanner over her shoulder]. And Jack 
the Giant Killer. [5'Ae goes past her mother to 
Octavius] And Jack’s inseparable friend 
Ricky-ticky-tavy [he blushes and looks inex- 
pressibly foolish] , 

MRS WHITEFIELD [Hsiug and shaking her 
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widow* s weeds straight] Now that you are 
Ann*s guardian, Mr Ramsden, I wish you 
would speak to her about her habit of giving 
people nicknames. They cant be expected to 
like it. [SAe moves towards the door], 

ANN. How can you say such a thing, Mam- 
ma! [Glowing with affectionate remorse] Oh, I 
wonder can you be right! Have I been incon- 
siderate? [She turns to Octavius y who is sitting 
astride his chair with his elbows on the hack of it 
Putting her hand on his forehead she turns his 
face up suddenly]. Do you want to be treated 
like a grown-up man? Must I call you Mr 
Robinson in future? 

OCTAVIUS [earnestly] Oh please call me 
Ricky-ticky-tavy. “Mr Robinson'* would 
hurt me cruelly. [She laughs and pats his cheek 
with her fnger; then comes hack to Ramsden], 
You know I’m beginning to think that 
Granny is rather a piece of impertinence. 
But I never dreamt of its hurting you. 

RAMSDEN [breezily, as he pats her affection- 
ately on the hack] My dear Annie, nonsense. 
I insist on Granny. I wont answer to any 
other name than Annie’s Granny. 

ANN [gratefully] You all spoil me, except 
Jack. 

TANNER [over his shoulder, from the bookcase] 
I think you ought to call me Mr Tanner. 

ANN [gently] No you dont. Jack. Thats like 
the things you say on purpose to shock 
people: those who know you pay no atten- 
tion to them. But, if you like. I’ll call you 
after your famous ancestor Don Juan. 

RAMSDEN. Don Juan! 

ANN [innocently] Oh, is there any harm in 
it? I didnt know. Then I certainly wont call 
you that. May I call you Jack until I can 
think of something else? 

TANNER. Oh, for Heaven’s sake dont try to 
invent anything worse. I capitulate. I con- 
sent to Jack. I embrace Jack. Here endeth 
my first and last attempt to assert my 
authority. 

ANN. You see. Mamma, they all really like 
to have pet names. 

MRS WHiTEFiELD. Well, I think you might 
at least drop them until we are out of mourn- 
ing. 

ANN [reproachfully, stricken to the soul] Oh, 
how could you remind me, mother? [iSAe 
hastily leaves the room to conceal her emotion], 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Of coursc. My fault as 
usual! [She follows Ann], 

TANNER [comingfrom the bookcase] Ramsden: 


we’re beaten — smashed — nonentitized, like 
her mother. 

RAMSDEN. Stuff, sir. [Hefollows Mrs White- 
field out of the room], 

TANNER [left alone with Octavius, stares 
whimsically at him] Tavy: do you want to 
count for something in the World? 

OCTAVIUS. I want to count for something 
as a poet: I want to write a great play. 

TANNER. With Ann as the heroine? 

OCTAVIUS. Yes: I confess it. 

TANNER. Take care, Tavy. The play with 
Ann as the heroine is all right; but if youre 
not very careful, by Heaven she’ll marry you. 

OCTAVIUS [sighing No such luck, Jack! 

TANNER. Why, man, your head is in the 
lioness’s mouth: you are half swallowed 
already — in three bites — Bite One, Ricky; 
Bite Two, Ticky; Bite Three, Tavy; and down 
you go. 

OCTAVIUS. She is the same to everybody, 
Jack: you know her ways. 

TANNER. Yes: she breaks everybody’s back 
with the stroke of her paw; but the question 
is, which of us will she eat? My own opinion 
is that she means to eat you. 

OCTAVIUS [rising, pettishly] It’s horrible to 
talk like that about her when she is upstairs 
crying for her father. But I do so want her to 
eat me that I can bear your brutalities be- 
cause they give me hope. 

TANNER. Tavy: thats the devilish side of a 
woman’s fascination: she makes you will 
your own destruction. 

OCTAVIUS. But it’s not destruction: it’s 
fulfilment. 

TANNER. Yes, of her purpose; and that 
purpose is neither her happiness nor yours, 
but Nature’s. Vitality in a woman is a blind 
fury of creation. She sacrifices herself to it: 
do you think she will hesitate to sacrifice you? 

OCTAVIUS. Why, it is just because she is 
self-sacrificing that she will not sacrifice 
those she loves. 

TANNER, That is the profoundest of mis- 
takes, Tavy. It is the self-sacrificing women 
that sacrifice others most recklessly. Because 
they are unselfish, they are kind in little 
things. Because they have a purpose which 
is not their own purpose, but that of the 
whole universe, a man is nothing to them 
but an instrument of that purpose. 

OCTAVIUS. Dont be ungenerous. Jack. They 
take the tenderest care of us. 

TANNER. Yes, as a soldier takes care of his 
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rifle or a musician of his violin. But do they 
allow us any purpose or freedom of our own? 
Will they lend us to one another? Can the 
strongest man escape from them when once 
he is appropriated? They tremble when we 
are in danger, and weep when we die; but 
the tears are not for us, but for a father 
wasted, a son’s breeding thrown away. They 
accuse us of treating them as a mere means 
to our pleasure; but how can so feeble and 
transient a folly as a man’s selfish pleasure 
enslave a woman as the whole purpose of 
Nature embodied in a woman can enslave a 
man? 

OCTAVIUS. What matter, if the slavery 
makes us happy? 

TANNER. No matter at all if you have no 
purpose of your own, and are, like most men, 
a mere breadwinner. But you, Tavy, are an 
artist: that is, you have a purpose as absorb- 
ing and as unscrupulous as a woman’s pur- 
pose. 

OCTAVIUS. Not unscrupulous. 

TANNER. Quite unscrupulous. The true 
artist will let his wife starve, his children go 
barefoot, his mother drudge for his living 
at seventy, sooner than work at anything 
but his art. To women he is half vivisector, 
half vampire. He gets into intimate relations 
with them to study them, to strip the mask 
of convention from them, to surprise their 
inmost secrets, knowing that they have the 
power to rouse his deepest creative energies, 
to rescue him from his cold reason , to make him 
see visions and dream dreams, to inspire him, 
as he calls it. He persuades women that they 
may do this for their own purpose whilst he 
really means them to do it for his. He steals 
the mother’s milk and blackens it to make 
printer’s ink to scoff at her and glorify ideal 
women with. He pretends to spare her the 
pangs of child-bearing so that he may have 
for himself the tenderness and fostering that 
belong ofright to her children. Since marriage 
began, the great artist has been known as a 
bad husband. But he is worse; he is a child- 
robber, a blood-sucker, a hypocrite, and a 
cheat. Perish the race and wither a thousand 
women if only the sacrifice of them enable 
him to act Hamlet better, to paint a finer 
picture, to write a deeper poem, a greater 
play, a profounder philosophy! For mark you, 
Tavy, the artist’s work is to shew us our- 
selves as we really are. Our minds are no- 
thing but this knowledge of ourselves; and he 


who adds a jot to such knowledge creates 
new mind as surely as any woman creates 
new men. In the rage of that creation he is 
as ruthless as the woman, as dangerous to her 
as she to him, and as horribly fascinating. Of 
all human struggles there is none so treacher- 
ous and remorseless as the struggle between 
the artist man and the mother woman. Which 
shall use up the other? that is the issue be- 
tween them. And it is all the deadlier be- 
cause, in your romanticist cant, they love 
one another. 

OCTAVIUS. Even if it were so — and I dont 
admit it for a moment — it is out of the 
deadliest struggles that we get the noblest 
characters. 

TANNER. Remember that the next time you 
meet a grizzly bear or a Bengal tiger, Tavy. 

OCTAVIUS. I meant where there is love. 
Jack. 

TANNER. Oh, the tiger will love you. There 
is no love sincerer than the love of food. I 
think Ann loves you that way: she patted 
your cheek as if it were a nicely underdone 
chop. 

OCTAVIUS. You know. Jack, I should have 
to run away from you if I did not make it a 
fixed rule not to mind anything you say. 
You come out with perfectly revolting things 
sometimes. 

Ramsden returns, folloived by Ann, They 
come in quickly, with their former leisurely air 
of decorous grief changed to one of genuine 
concern, and, on Ramsden* s part, of worry. He 
comes between the two men, intending to address 
Octavius, but pulls himself up abruptly as he sees 
Tanner. 

RAMSDEN. I hardly expected to find you 
still here, Mr Tanner. 

TANNER. Am I in the way? Good morning, 
fellow guardian [he goes towards the door\ 

ANN. Stop, Jack. Granny: he must know, 
sooner or later. 

RAMSDEN. Octavius: I have a very serious 
piece of news for you. It is of the most private 
and delicate nature — of the most painful 
nature too, I am sorry to say. Do you wish 
Mr Tanner to be present whilst I explain? 

OCTAVIUS [turning pale^ I have no secrets 
from Jack. 

RAMSDEN. Before you decide that finally, 
let me say that the news concerns your sister, 
and that it is terrible news. 

OCTAVIUS. Violet! What has happened? Is 
she — dead? 
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RAMSDEN. I am not sure that it is not even 
jvorse than that. 

OCTAVIUS. Is she badly hurt? Has there been 
an accident? 

RAMSDEN. No: nothing of that sort. 

TANNER. Ann; will you have the common 
[lumanity to tell us what the matter is? 

ANN [half whispering^ I cant. Violet has 
lone something dreadful. We shall have to 
^et her away somewhere. [She fiutters to the 
writing table and sits in Ramsdens chair, leaving 
\he three men to fight it out between them\ 

OCTAVIUS [enlightened^ Is that what you 
meant, Mr Ramsden? 

RAMSDEN. Yes. [Octavius sinks upon a chair, 
crushed], I am afraid there is no doubt that 
Violet did not really go to Eastbourne three 
weeks ago when we thought she was with the 
Parry Whitefields. And she called on a 
strange doctor yesterday with a wedding 
ring on her finger. Mrs Parry Whitefield met 
her there by chance; and so the whole thing 
came out. 

OCTAVIUS [rising with his fists clenched] Who 
Is the scoundrel? 

ANN. She wont tell us. 

OCTAVIUS [collapsing into the chair again] 
What a frightful thing! 

TANNER [with angry sarcasm] Dreadful. 
Appalling. Worse than death, as Ramsden 
says. [He comes to Octavius], What would you 
not give, Tavy, to turn it into a railway 
accident, with all her bones broken, or some- 
thing equally respectable and deserving of 
sympathy? 

OCTAVIUS. Dont be brutal. Jack. 

TANNER. Brutal! Good Heavens, man, what 
are you crying for? Here is a woman whom 
we all supposed to be making bad water color 
sketches, practising Grieg and Brahms, 
gadding about to concerts and parties, wast- 
ing her life and her money. We suddenly 
learn that she has turned from these silli- 
nesses to the fulfilment of her highest pur- 
pose and greatest function — to increase, 
multiply, and replenish the earth. And in- 
stead of admiring her courage and rejoicing 
in her instinct; instead of crowning the com- 
pleted womanhood and raising the triumphal 
strain of “Unto us a child is born: unto us a 
son is given”, here you are — you who have 
been as merry as grigs in your mourning for 
the dead — all pulling long faces and looking 
as ashamed and disgraced as if the girl had 
committed the vilest of crimes. 


RAMSDEN [roaring with rage] I will not have 
these abominations uttered in my house [he 
smites the writing-table with his fist], 

TANNER. Look here: if you insult me again 
ril take you at your word and leave your 
house. Ann: where is Violet now? 

ANN. Why? Are you going to her? 

TANNER. Of course I am going to her. She 
wants help; she wants money; she wants 
respect and congratulation; she wants every 
chance for her child. She, does not seem 
likely to get it from you: she shall from me. 
Where is she? 

ANN. Dont be so headstrong. Jack. She s 
upstairs. 

TANNER. What! Under Ramsden s sacred 
roof! Go and do your miserable duty, Rams- 
den. Hunt her out into the street. Cleanse 
your threshold from her contamination. 
Vindicate the purity of your English home. 
1*11 go for a cab. 

ANN [alarmed] Oh, Granny, you mustnt do 
that. 

OCTAVIUS [broken-heartedly, rising] I’ll take 
her away, Mr Ramsden. She had no right 
to come to your house. 

RAMSDEN [indignantly] But I am only too 
anxious to help her. [Turning on Tanner] 
How dare you, sir, impute such monstrous 
intentions to me? I protest against it. I am 
ready to put down my last penny to save her 
from being driven to run to you for protec- 
tion. 

TANNER [subsiding It*s all right, then. He s 
not going to act up to his principles. It’s 
agreed that we all stand by Violet. 

OCTAVIUS. But who is the man? He can 
make reparation by marrying her; and he 
shall, or he shall answer for it to me. 

RAMSDEN. He shall, Octavius. There you 
speak like a man. 

TANNER. Then you dont think him a 
scoundrel, after all? 

OCTAVIUS. Not a scoundrel! He is a heart- 
less scoundrel. 

RAMSDEN. A damned scoundrel. I beg your 
pardon, Annie; but I can say no less. 

TANNER. So we are to marry your sister to 
a damned scoundrel by way of reforming her 
character! On my soul, I think you are all 
mad. 

ANN. Dont be absurd. Jack. Of course you 
are quite right, Tavy; but we dont know who 
he is: Violet wont tell us. 

TANNER. What on earth does it matter who 
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he is? He's done his part; and Violet must 
do the rest. 

' RAMSDEN \he8ide himself] Stuff! lunacy! 
There is a rascal in our midst, a libertine, a 
villain worse than a murderer; and we are 
not to learn who he is! In our ignorance we 
are to shake him by the hand; to introduce 
him into our homes; to trust our daughters 
with him; to — to — 

ANN [coaxingly] There, Granny, dont talk 
so loud. It’s most shocking: we must all 
admit that; but if Violet wont tell us, what 
can we do? Nothing. Simply nothing. 

RAMSDEN. Hmph! I’m not so sure of that. If 
any man has paid Violet any special atten- 
tion, we can easily find that out. If there is 
any man of notoriously loose principles 
among us — 

TANNER. Ahem! 

RAMSDEN [raising his voice] Yes, sir, I repeat, 
if there is any man of notoriously loose prin- 
ciples among us — 

TANNER. Or any man notoriously lacking 
in self-control. 

RAMSDEN [aghast] Do you dare to suggest 
that I am capable of such an act? 

TANNER. My dear Ramsden, this is an act 
of which every man is capable. That is what 
comes of getting at cross purposes with 
Nature. The suspicion you have just flung 
at me clings to us all. It’s a sort of mud that 
sticks to the judge’s ermine or the cardinal’s 
robe as fast as to the rags of the tramp. Come, 
Tavy! dont look so bewildered: it might have 
been me: it might have been Ramsden; just 
as it might have been anybody. If it had, 
what could we do but lie and protest — as 
Ramsden is going to protest. 

RAMSDEN [choking] I — I — I — 

TANNER. Guilt itself could not stammer 
more confusedly. And yet you know per- 
fectly well he’s innocent, Tavy. 

RAMSDEN [exhausted] I am glad you admit 
that, sir. I admit, myself, that there is an 
element of truth in what you say, grossly 
as you may distort it to gratify your malicious 
humor. I hope, Octavius, no suspicion of me 
is possible in your mind. 

OCTAVIUS. Of you! No, not for a moment. 

TANNER [drily] I think he suspects me just 
a little. 

OCTAVIUS . J ack : you couldnt — you wouldnt-— 

TANNER. Why not? 

OCTAVIUS [appalled] Why not! 

TANNER. Oh, well, rU tell you why not. 
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First, you would feel bound to quarrel with 
me. Second, Violet doesnt like me. Third, 
if I had the honor of being the father of 
Violet’s child, I should boast of it instead of 
denying it. So be easy: our friendship is not 
in danger. 

OCTAVIUS. I should have put away the 
suspicion with horror if only you would think 
and feel naturally about it. I beg your pardon. 

TANNER. My pardon! nonsense! And now 
lets sit down and have a family council. [He 
sits down. The rest follow his example y more or 
less under protest]. Violet is going to do the 
State a service; consequently she must be 
packed abroad like a criminal until it’s over. 
Whats happening upstairs? 

ANN. Violet is in the housekeeper’s room — 
by herself, of course. 

TANNER. Why not in the drawing room? 

ANN. Dont be absurd, Jack. Miss Ramsden 
is in the drawing room with my mother, 
considering what to do. 

TANNER. Oh! the housekeeper’s room is the 
penitentiary, I suppose; and the prisoner is 
waiting to be brought before her judges. 
The old cats! 

ANN. Oh, Jack! 

RAMSDEN. You are at present a guest be- 
neath the roof of one of the old cats, sir. My 
sister is the mistress of this house. 

TANNER. She would put me in the house- 
keeper’s room, too, if she dared, Ramsden. 
However, I withdraw cats. Cats would have 
more sense. Ann: as your guardian, I order 
you to go to Violet at once and be particu- 
larly kind to her. 

ANN. I have seen her, Jack. And I am sorry 
to say I am afraid she is going to be rather 
obstinate about going abroad. I think Tavy 
ought to speak to her about it. 

OCTAVIUS. How can I speak to her about 
such a thing [he breaks dorvn]^ 

ANN. Dont break down, Ricky. Try to bear 
it for all our sakes. 

RAMSDEN. Life is not all plays and poems, 
Octavius. Come! face it like a man. 

TANNER [chafing agairi] Poor dear brother! 
Poor dear friends of the family! Poor dear 
Tabbies and Grimalkins! Poor dear every- 
body except the woman who is going to risk 
her life to create another life! Tavy: dont 
you be a selfish ass. Away with you and talk 
to Violet; and bring her down here if she 
cares to come. [Octavius Tell her we’ll 
stand by her. 



S44 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


RAMSDEN [rising No, sir — 

TANNER [rising also and interrupting hirti] 
Oh, we understand: it*s against your con- 
science; but still youll do it. 

ocFAVius. I assure you all, on my word, I 
never meant to be selfish. It’s so hard to 
know what to do when one wishes earnestly 
to do right. 

TANNER. My dear Tavy, your pious English 
habit of regarding the world as a moral 
gymnasium built expressly to strengthen 
your character in, occasionally leads you to 
think about your own confounded principles 
when you should be thinking about other 
people’s necessities. The need of the present 
hour is a happy mother and a healthy baby. 
Bend your energies on that; and you will see 
your way clearly enough. 

Octavius^ much perplexed, goes out. 

RAMSDEN [facing Tanner impressively] And 
Morality, sir? What is to become of that? 

TANNER. Meaning a weeping Magdalen 
and an innocent child branded with her 
shame. Not in our circle, thank you. Morality 
can go to its father the devil. 

RAMSDEN. I thought SO, sir. Morality sent 
to the devil to please our libertines, male 
and female. That is to be the future of Eng- 
land, is it? 

TANNER. Oh, England will survive your 
disapproval. Meanwhile, I understand that 
you agree with me as to the practical course 
we are to take? 

RAMSDEN. Not in your spirit, sir. Not for 
your reasons. 

TANNER. You can explain that if anybody 
calls you to account, here or hereafter. [He 
turns away, and plants himself in front of Mr 
Herbert Spencer, at rvhom he stares gloomily], 

ANN [rising and coming to Ramsden] Granny: 
hadnt you better go up to the drawing room 
and tell them what we intend to do? 

RAMSDEN [looking pointedly at Tanner] I 
hardly like to leave you alone with this 
gentleman. Will you not come with me? 

ANN. Miss Ramsden would not like to 
speak about it before me, Granny. I ought 
not to be present. 

RAMSDEN. You are right: I should have 
thought of that. You are a good girl, Annie. 

He pats her on the shoulder. She looks up at 
him with beaming eyes; and he goes out, much 
moved. Having disposed of him, she looks at 
Tanner, His back being turned to her, she gives 
a moment's attention to her personal appearance. 


then softly goes to him and speaks almost into 
his ear, 

ANN. Jack [he turns with a start]*, are you 
glad that you are my guardian? You dont 
mind being made responsible for me, I hope. 

TANNER. The latest addition to your collec- 
tion of scapegoats, eh? 

ANN. Oh, that stupid old joke of yours 
about me! Do please drop it. Why do you 
say things that you know must pain me? I 
do my best to please you. Jack: I suppose I 
may tell you so now that you are my guardian. 
You will make me so unhappy if you refuse 
to be friends with me. 

TANNER [studying her as gloomily as he studied 
the bust] You need not go begging for my 
regard. How unreal our moral judgments are! 
You seem to me to have absolutely no con- 
science — only hypocrisy; and you cant see 
the difference — yet there is a sort of fascina- 
tion about you. I always attend to you, some- 
how. I should miss you if I lost you. 

ANN [tranquilly slipping her arm into his and 
walking about mth hhn] But isnt that only 
natural. Jack? We have known each other 
since we were children. Do you remember — 

TANNER [abruptly breaking loose] Stop! I 
remember everything. 

ANN. Oh, I daresay we were often very 
silly; but — 

TANNER. I wont havc it, Ann. I am no more 
that schoolboy now than I am the dotard of 
ninety I shall grow into if I live long enough. 
It is over: let me forget it. 

ANN. Wasnt it a happy time? attempts 
to take his arm again^, 

TANNER. Sit down and behave yourself. 
[He makes her sit down in the chair next the 
writing table]. No doubt it was a happy time 
for you. You were a good girl and never com- 
promised yourself. And yet the wickedest 
child that ever was slapped could hardly 
have had a better time. I can understand 
the success with which you bullied the other 
girls: your virtue imposed on them. But tell 
me this: did you ever know a good boy? 

ANN. Of course. All boys are foolish some- 
times; but Tavy was always a really good 
boy. 

TANNER [struck by this] Yes: youre right. 
For some reason you never tempted Tavy. 

ANN. Tempted! Jack! 

TANNER. Yes, my dear Lady Mephisto- 
pheles, tempted. You were insatiably curious 
as to what a boy might be capable of, and 
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diabolically clever at getting through his 
guard and surprising his inmost secrets. 

ANN. What nonsense! All because you used 
to tell me long stories of the wicked things 
you had done — silly boy’s tricks! And you 
call such things inmost secrets! Boys’ secrets 
are just like men’s; and you know what they 
are! 

TANNER [ohstinately] No I dont. What are 
they, pray? 

ANN. Why, the things they tell everybody, 
of course. 

TANNER. Now I swcar I told you things I 
told no one else. You lured me into a compact 
by which we were to have no secrets from 
one another. We were to tell one another 
everything. I didnt notice that you never 
told me anything. 

ANN. You didnt want to talk about me. 
Jack. You wanted to talk about yourself. 

TANNER. Ah, true, horribly true. But what 
a devil of a child you must have been to know 
that weakness and to play on it for the satis- 
faction of your own curiosity! I wanted to 
brag to you, to make myself interesting. And 
I found myself doing all sorts of mischievous 
things simply to have something to tell you 
about. I fought with boys I didnt hate; I lied 
about things I might just as well have told 
the truth about; I stole things I didnt want; 
I kissed little girls I didnt care for. It was all 
bravado; passionless and therefore unreal. 

ANN. I never told of you, Jack. 

TANNER. No; but if you had wanted to stop 
me you would have told of me. You wanted 
me to go on. 

ANN [jiashing out] Oh, thats not true: it’s 
nottrue. Jack. I never wanted you to do those 
dull, disappointing, brutal, stupid, vulgar 
things. I always hoped that it would be some- 
thing really heroic at last. [Recovering herself^ 
Excuse me, Jack; but the things you did 
were never a bit like the things I wanted you 
to do. They often gave me great uneasiness; 
but I could not tell of you and get you into 
trouble. And you were only a boy. I knew 
you would grow out of them. Perhaps I was 
wrong. 

TANNER [sardonically] Do not give way to 
remorse, Ann. At least nineteen twentieths 
of the exploits I confessed to you were pure 
lies. I soon noticed that you didnt like the 
true stories. 

ANN. Of course I knew that some of the 
things couldnt have happened. But — 


TANNER. You are going to remind me that 
some of the most disgraceful ones did. 

ANN [fondly, to his great terror] I dont want 
to remind you of anything. But I knew the 
people they happened to, and heard about 
them. 

TANNER. Yes; but even the true stories were 
touched up for telling. A sensitive boy’s 
humiliations may be very good fun for 
ordinary thickskinned grown-ups; but to the 
boy himself they are so acute, so ignominious, 
that he cannot confess them — cannot but 
deny them passionately. However, perhaps 
it was as well for me that I romanced a bit; 
for, on the one occasion when I told you the 
truth, you threatened to tell of me. 

ANN. Oh, never. Never once. 

TANNER. Yes, you did. Do you remember a 
dark-eyed girl named Rachel Rosetree? 
[Anns broivs contract for an instant involun- 
tarily], I got up a love affair with her; and we 
met one night in the garden and walked about 
very uncomfortably with our arms round one 
another, and kissed at parting, and were 
most conscientiously romantic. If that love 
affair had gone on, it would have bored me 
to death; but it didnt go on; for the next 
thing that happened was that Rachel cut me 
because she found out that I had told you. 
How did she find it out? From you. You went 
to her and held the guilty secret over her 
head, leading her a life of abject terror and 
humiliation by threatening to tell on her. 

ANN. And a very good thing for her, too. It 
w\as my duty to stop her misconduct; and she 
is thankful to me for it now. 

TANNER. Is she? 

ANN. She ought to be, at all events. 

TANNER. It was not your duty to stop m y 
misconduct, I suppose. 

ANN. I did stop it by stopping her. 

TANNER. Are you sure of that? You stopped 
my telling you about my adventures; but 
how do you know that you stopped the adven- 
tures? 

ANN. Do you mean to say that you went on 
in the same way with other girls? 

TANNER. No. I had enough of that sort of 
romantic tomfoolery with Rachel. 

ANN [unconvinced] Then why did you break 
off our confidences and become quite strange 
to me? 

TANNER [enigmatically] It happened just 
then that I got something that I wanted to 
keep all to myself instead of sharing it with 
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you. 

ANN. I am sure I shouldnt have asked for 
any of it if you had grudged it. 

TANNER. It wasnt a box of sweets, Ann. It 
was something youd never have let me call 
my own. 

ANN \incredulously^ What? 

TANNER. My soul. 

ANN. Oh, do be sensible, Jack. You know 
youre talking nonsense. 

TANNER. The most solemn earnest, Ann. 
You didnt notice at that time that you were 
getting a soul too. But you were. It was not 
for nothing that you suddenly found you had 
a moral duty to chastise and reform Rachel. 
Up to that time you had traded pretty ex- 
tensively in being a good child; but you had 
never set up a sense of duty to others. Well, 
I set one up too. Up to that time I had played 
the boy buccaneer with no more conscience 
than a fox in a poultry farm. But now I began 
to have scruples, to feel obligations, to find 
that veracity and honor were no longer 
goody-goody expressions in the mouths of 
grown-up people, but compelling principle 
in myself. 

ANN [quietly] Yes, I suppose youre right. 
You were beginning to be a man, and I to be 
a woman. 

TANNER. Are you sure it was not that we 
were beginning to be something more? What 
does the beginning of manhood and woman- 
hood mean in most people’s mouths? You 
know; it means the beginning of love. But 
love began long before that for me. Love 
played its part in the earliest dreams and 
follies and romances I can remember — may 
I say the earliest follies and romances we can 
remember? — though we did not understand 
it at the time. No: the change that came to 
me was the birth in me of moral passion; and 
I declare that according to my experience 
moral passion is the only real passion. 

ANN. All passions ought to be moral. Jack. 

TANNER. Ought! Do you think that any- 
thing is strong enough to impose oughts on 
a passion except a stronger passion still? 

ANN. Our moral sense controls passion. 
Jack. Dont be stupid. 

TANNER. Our moral sense! And is that not 
a passion? Is the devil to have all the passions 
as well as all the good tunes? If it were not a 
passion — if it were not the mightiest of the 
passions, all the other passions would sweep 
it away like a leaf before a hurricane. It is 


the birth of that passion that turns a child 
into a man. 

ANN. There are other passions, Jack. Very 
strong ones. 

TANNER. All the other passions were in me 
before; but they were idle and aimless — 
mere childish greedinesses and cruelties, 
curiosities and fancies, habits and supersti- 
tions, grotesque and ridiculous to the mature 
intelligence. When they suddenly began to 
shine like newly lit flames it was by no light 
of their own, but by the radiance of the 
dawning moral passion. That passion digni- 
fied them, gave them conscience and mean- 
ing, found them a mob of appetites and 
organized them into an army of purposes and 
principles. My soul was born of that passion. 

ANN. I noticed that you got more sense. 
You were a dreadfully destructive boy before 
that. 

TANNER. Destructive! Stuff! I was only mis- 
chievous. 

ANN. Oh, Jack, you were very destructive. 
You ruined all the young fir trees by chop- 
ping off their leaders with a wooden sword. 
You broke all the cucumber frames with your 
catapult. You set fire to the common: the 
police arrested Tavy for it because he ran 
away when he couldnt stop you. You — 

TANNER. Pooh! pooh! pooh! these were 
battles, bombardments, stratagems to save 
our scalps from the red Indians. You have no 
imagination, Ann. I am ten times more de- 
structive now than I was then. The moral 
passion has taken my destructiveness in hand 
and directed it to moral ends. I have become 
a reformer, and, like all reformers, an icono- 
clast. I no longer break cucumber frames and 
burn gorse bushes: I shatter creeds and 
demolish idols. 

ANN [bored] I am afraid I am too feminine 
to see any sense in destruction. Destruction 
can only destroy. 

TANNER. Yes. That is why it is so useful. 
Construction cumbers the ground with in- 
stitutions made by busybodies. Destruction 
clears it and gives us breathing space and 
liberty. 

ANN. It’s no use. Jack. No woman will agree 
with you there. 

TANNER. Thats because you confuse con- 
struction and destruction with creation and 
murder. Theyre quite different: I adore crea- 
tion and abhor murder. Yes: I adore it in tree 
and flower, in bird and beast, even in you, [A 
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flush of interest and delight suddenly chafes the 
growing perplexity and boredom from her face]. 
It was the creative instinct that led you to 
attach me to you by bonds that have left 
their mark on me to this day. Yes, Ann; the 
old childish compact between us was an un- 
conscious love compact — 

ANN. Jack! 

TANNER. Oh, dont be alarmed — 

ANN. I am not alarmed. 

TANNER [whimsically] Then you ought to be; 
where are your principles? 

ANN. Jack; are you serious or are you not? 

TANNER. Do you mean about the moral 
passion? 

ANN. No, no; the other one. [Confused] Oh! 
you are so silly; one never knows how to take 
you. 

TANNER. You must take me quite seriously. 
I am your guardian; and it is my duty to im- 
prove your mind. 

ANN. The love compact is over, then, is it? 
I suppose you grew tired of me? 

TANNER. No; but the moral passion made 
our childish relations impossible. A jealous 
sense of my new individuality arose in me — 

ANN. You hated to be treated as a boy any 
longer. Poor Jack! 

TANNER. Yes, because to be treated as a 
boy was to be taken on the old footing. I had 
become a new person; and those who knew 
the old person laughed at me. The only man 
who behaved sensibly was my tailor; he took 
my measure anew every time he saw me, 
whilst all the rest went on with their old 
measurements and expected them to fit me. 

ANN. You became frightfully self-conscious. 

TANNER. When you go to heaven, Ann, you 
will be frightfully conscious of your wings 
for the first year or so. When you meet your 
relatives there, and they persist in treating 
you as if you were still a mortal, you will not 
be able to bear them. You will try to get into 
a circle which has never known you except 
as an angel. 

ANN. So it was only your vanity that made 
you run away from us after all? 

TANNER. Yes, only my vanity, as you call it. 

ANN. You need not have kept away from 
me on that account. 

TANNER. From you above all others. You 
fought harder than anybody against my 
emancipation. 

ANN [earnestly] Oh, how wrong you are! I 
would have done anything for you. 


TANNER. Anything except let me get loose 
from you. Even then you had acquired by 
instinct that damnable woman’s trick of heap- 
ing obligations on a man, of placing yourself 
so entirely and helplessly at his mercy that 
at last he dare not take a step without run- 
ning to you for leave. I know a poor wretch 
whose one desire in life is to run away from 
his wife. She prevents him by threatening to 
throw herself in front of the engine of the 
train he leaves her in. That is what all women 
do. If we try to go where you do not want us 
to go there is no law to prevent us; but when 
we take the first step your breasts are under 
our foot as it descends; your bodies are under 
our wheels as we start. No woman shall ever 
enslave me in that way. 

ANN. But, Jack, you cannot get through 
life without considering other people a little. 

TANNER. Ay; but what other people? It is 
this consideration of other people — or rather 
this cowardly fear of them which we call con- 
sideration — that makes us the sentimental 
slaves we are. To consider you, as you call it, 
is to substitute your will for my own. How if 
it be a baser will than mine? Are women 
taught better than men or worse? Are mobs 
of voters taught better than statesmen or 
worse? Worse, of course, in both cases. And 
then what sort of world are you going to get, 
with its public men considering its voting 
mobs, and its private men considering their 
wives? What does Church and State mean 
nowadays? The Woman and the Ratepayer. 

ANN [placidly] I am so glad you understand 
politics. Jack: it will be most useful to you if 
you go into parliament [he collapses like a 
pricked bladder]. But I am sorry you thought 
my influence a bad one. 

TANNER. I dont say it was a bad one. But 
bad or good, I didnt choose to be cut to your 
measure. And I wont be cut to it. 

ANN. Nobody wants you to, Jack. I assure 
you — really on my word — I dont mind your 
queer opinions one little bit. You know we 
have all been brought up to have advanced 
opinions. Why do you persist in thinking me 
so narrow minded? 

TANNER. Thats the danger of it. I know you 
dont mind, because youve found out that it 
doesnt matter. The boa constrictor doesnt 
mind the opinions of a stag one little bit when 
once she has got her coils round it. 

ANN [rising in sudden enlightenment] O-o-o-o- 
oh! now I understand why you warned Tavy 
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that I am a boa constrictor. Granny told me. 
[iSAe laughs and throws her hoa round his neck], 
Doesnt it feel nice and soft, Jack? 

TANNER [in the toils] You scandalous woman, 
will you throw away even your hypocrisy? 

ANN. I am never hypocritical with you, 
Jack. Are you angry? [.SAe withdraws the hoa 
and throws it on a chair]. Perhaps I shouldnt 
have done that. 

TANNER [contemptuously] Pooh, prudery! 
Why should you not, if it amuses you? 

ANN [shyly] Well, because — because I sup- 
pose what you really meant by the boa con- 
strictor was this [she puts her arms round his 
Tieck], 

TANNER [staring at her] Magnificent au- 
dacity! [iSAe laughs and pats his cheeks]. Now 
just to think that if I mentioned this episode 
not a soul would believe me except the 
people who would cut me for telling, whilst 
if you accused me of it nobody would believe 
my denial! 

ANN [taking her arms away with perfect dig- 
nity] You are incorrigible. Jack. But you 
should not jest about our affection for one 
another. Nobody could possibly misunder- 
stand it. You do not misunderstand it, I 
hope. 

TANNER. My blood interprets for me, Ann. 
Poor Ricky Ticky Tavy! 

ANN [looking quickly at him as if this were a 
new light] Surely you are not so absurd as to 
be jealous of Tavy. 

TANNER. Jealous! Why should I be? But I 
dont wonder at your grip of him. I feel the 
coils tightening round my very self, though 
you are only playing with me. 

ANN. Do you think I have designs on Tavy? 

TANNER. I know you have. 

ANN [earnestly] Take care, Jack. You may 
make Tavy very unhappy if you mislead him 
about me. 

TANNER. Never fear: he will not escape you. 

ANN. I wonder are you really a clever man! 

TANNER. Why this sudden misgiving on the 
subject? 

ANN. You seem to understand all the things 
I dont understand; but you are a perfect baby 
in the things I do understand. 

TANNER. I understand how Tavy feels for 
you, Ann: you may depend on that, at all 
events. 

ANN. And you think you understand how 
I feel for Tavy, dont you? 

TANNER. I know Only too well what is going 


to happen to poor Tavy. 

ANN. I should laugh at you, Jack, if it were 
not for poor papa s death. Mind! Tavy will 
be very unhappy. 

TANNER. Yes; but he wont know it, poor 
devil. He is a thousand times too good for 
you. Thats why he is going to make the mis- 
take of his life about you. 

ANN. I think men make more mistakes by 
being too clever than by being too good [she 
sits down, with a trace of contempt for the whole 
male sex in the elegant carriage of her shoulders], 

TANNER. Oh, I know you dont care very 
much about Tavy. But there is always one 
who kisses and one who only allows the kiss. 
Tavy will kiss; and you will only turn the 
cheek. And you will throw him over if any- 
body better turns up. 

ANN [offended] You have no right to say 
such things, Jack. They are not true, and not 
delicate. If you and Tavy choose to be stupid 
about me, that is not my fault. 

TANNER [remorsefdly] Forgive my brut- 
alities, Ann. They are levelled at this wicked 
world, not at you. looks up at him, pleased 
and forgiving. He becomes cautious at once]. All 
the same, I wish Ramsden would come back. 
I never feel safe with you: there is a devilish 
charm — or no: not a charm, a subtle interest 
[she laughs] — Just so: you know it; and you 
triumph in it. Openly and shamelessly 
triumph in it! 

ANN. What a shocking flirt you are, Jack! 

TANNER. A flirt!! I!!! 

ANN. Yes, a flirt. You are always abusing 
and offending people; but you never really 
mean to let go your hold of them. 

TANNER. I will ring the bell. This conversa- 
tion has already gone further than I in- 
tended. 

Ramsden and Octavius come hack with Miss 
Ramsden, a hardheaded old maiden lady in d 
plain brown silk gown, with enough rings, chains, 
and brooches to shew that her plainness of dress 
is a matter of principle, not of poverty. She 
comes into the room very determinedly: the two 
men, perplexed and downcast, follo7ving her, Ann 
rises and goes eagerly to meet her. Tanner re- 
treats to the wall between the busts and pretends 
to study the pictures, Ramsden goes to his table 
as usual; and Octavius clings to the neighborhood 
of Tanner, 

MISS RAMSDEN [almost pusMng Ann aside as 
she comes to Mrs Whitefeld's chair and plants 
herself there resolutely] I wash my hands of the 
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whole affair. 

OCTAVIUS [very wretched] I know you wish 
me to take Violet away, Miss Ramsden. I 
will. [He turns irresolutely to the door], 

RAMSDEN. No, nO — 

MISS RAMSDEN. What is the use of saying 
no. Roebuck? Octavius knows that I would 
not turn any truly contrite and repentant 
woman from your doors. But when a woman 
is not only wicked, but intends to go on being 
wicked, she and I part company. 

ANN. Oh, Miss Ramsden, what do you 
mean? What has Violet said? 

RAMSDEN. Violet is certainly very obstinate. 
She wont leave London. I dont understand 
her. 

MISS RAMSDEN. I do. It’s as plain as the nose 
on your face, Roebuck, that she wont go be- 
cause she doesnt want to be separated from 
this man, whoever he is. 

ANN. Oh, surely, surely! Octavius: did you 
speak to her? 

OCTAVIUS. She wont tell us anything. She 
wont make any arrangement until she has 
consulted somebody. It cant be anybody else 
than the scoundrel who has betrayed her. 

TANNER [to Octavius] Well, let her consult 
him. He will be glad enough to have her sent 
abroad. Where is the difficulty? 

MISS RAMSDEN [taking the answer out of 
Octavius's mouth] The difficulty, Mr Jack, is 
that when I offered to help her I didnt offer 
to become her accomplice in her wickedness. 
She either pledges her word never to see that 
man again, or else she finds some new friends; 
and the sooner the better. 

The parlormaid appears at the door, Ann 
hastily resumes her seat, and looks as uncon- 
cerned as possible. Octavius instinctively imitates 
her. 

THE MAID. The cab is at the door, maam. 

MISS RAMSDEN. What cab? 

THE MAID. For Miss Robinson. 

MISS RAMSDEN. Oh! [Recovering herself] All 
right. [The maid withdraws]. She has sent for 
a cab. 

TANNER. / wanted to send for that cab half 
an hour ago. 

MISS RAMSDEN. I am glad she understands 
the position she has placed herself in. 

RAMSDEN. I dont like her going away in 
this fashion, Susan. We had better not do 
anything harsh. 

OCTAVIUS. No: thank you again and again; 
but Miss Ramsden is quite right. Violet can- 


not expect to stay. 

ANN. Hadnt you better go with her, Tavy? 

OCTAVIUS. She wont have me. 

MISS RAMSDEN. Of course she wont. She’s 
going straight to that man. 

TANNER. As a natural result of her virtuous 
reception here. 

RAMSDEN [much troubled] There, Susan! You 
hear! and theres some truth in it. I wish you 
could reconcile it with your principles to be 
a little patient with this poor girl. She’s very 
young; and theres a time for everything. 

MISS RAMSDEN. Oh, she will get all the sym- 
pathy she wants from the men. Tm surprised 
at you. Roebuck. 

TANNER. So am I, Ramsden, most favorably. 

Violet appears at the door. She is as impeni- 
tent and self-possessed a young lady as one 
would desire to see among the best behaved of her 
sex. Her small head and tiny resolute mouth and 
chin; her haughty crispyiess of speech and trim- 
ness of carriage; the ruthless elegance of her 
equipment, which includes a very smart hat with 
a dead bird in it, mark a personality which is as 
formidable as it is exquisitely pretty. She is not a 
siren, like Ann: admiration comes to her without 
any compulsion or even interest on her part; be- 
sides, there is some fun in Ann, but in this 
woman none, perhaps no mercy either: if any- 
thing restrains her, it is intelligence and pride, 
not compassion. Her voice might be the voice of a 
schoolmistress addressing a class of girls 7vho 
had disgraced themselves, as she proceeds nith 
complete composure and soine disgtist to say ivhat 
she has come to say. 

VIOLET. I have only looked in to tell Miss 
Ramsden that she will find her birthday pres- 
ent to me, the filagree bracelet, in the house- 
keeper’s room. 

TANNER. Do come in, Violet; and talk to us 
sensibly. 

VIOLET. Thank you: I have had quite enough 
of the family conversation this morning. So 
has your mother, Ann: she has gone home 
crying. But at all events, I have found out 
what some of my pretended friends are 
worth. Goodbye. 

TANNER. No, no: one moment. I have some- 
thing to say which I beg you to hear. [She 
looks at him without the slightest curiosity, but 
waits, apparently as much to finish getting her 
glove on as to hear what he has to say]. I am al- 
together on your side in this matter. I con- 
gratulate you, with the sincercst respect, on 
having the courage to do what you have done. 
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You are entirely in the right; and the family 
is entirely in the wrong. 

Sensation, Ann and Miss Ramsden rise and 
turn towards the two, Violet, more surprised than 
any of the others, forgets her glove, and comes 
forward into the middle of the room, both 
puzzled and displeased, Octavius alone does not 
move nor raise his head: he is overwhelmed with 
shame, 

ANN \pleading to Tanner to he sensible^ Jack! 

MISS RAMSDEN [outraged'] Well, I must say! 

VIOLET [sharply to Tanner] Who told you? 

TANNER. Why, Ramsden and Tavy of 
pourse. Why should they not? 

VIOLET. But they dont know. 

TANNER. Dont know what? 

VIOLET. They dont know that I am in the 
right, I mean. 

TANNER. Oh, they know it in their hearts, 
though they think themselves bound to 
blame you by their silly superstitions about 
morality and propriety and so forth. But I 
know, and the whole world really knows, 
though it dare not say so, that you were 
right to follow your instinct; that vitality and 
bravery are the greatest qualities a woman 
can have, and motherhood her solemn initia- 
tion into womanhood; and that the fact of 
your not being legally married matters not 
one scrap either to your own worth or to our 
real regard for you. 

VIOLET [flushing with indignation] Oh! You 
think me a wicked woman, like the rest. You 
think I have not only been vile, but that I 
share your abominable opinions. Miss Rams- 
den: I have borne your hard words because 
I knew you would be sorry for them when 
you found out the truth. But I wont bear 
such a horrible insult as to be complimented 
by Jack on being one of the wretches of 
whom he approves. I have kept my marriage 
a secret for my husband’s sake. But now I 
claim my right as a married woman not to be 
insulted. 

OCTAVIUS [raising his head with inexpressible 
relief] You are married! 

VIOLET. Yes; and I think you might have 
guessed it. What business had you all to take 
it for granted that I had no right to wear my 
wedding ring? Not one of you even asked me: 
I cannot forget that. 

TANNER [in ruins] I am utterly crushed. I 
meant well. I apologize — abjectly apologize. 

VIOLET. I hope you will be more careful in 
future about the things you say. Of course 


one does not take them seriously; but they 
are very disagreeable, and rather in bad 
taste, I think. 

TANNER [bowing to the storm] I have no de- 
fence: I shall know better in future than to 
take any woman’s part. We have all dis- 
graced ourselves in your eyes, I am afraid, 
except Ann. She befriended you. For Ann’s 
sake, forgive us. 

VIOLET. Yes: Ann has been kind; but then 
Ann knew. 

TANNER [with a desperate gesture] Oh!!! Un- 
fathomable deceit! Double crossed! 

MISS RAMSDEN [stiffly] And who, pray, is the 
gentleman who does not acknowledge his 
wife? 

VIOLET [promptly] That is my business, 
Miss Ramsden, and not yours. I have my 
reasons for keeping my marriage a secret for 
the present. 

RAMSDEN. All I can say is that we are ex- 
tremely sorry, Violet. I am shocked to think 
of how we have treated you. 

OCTAVIUS [awkwardly] I beg your pardon, 
Violet. I can say no more. 

MISS RAMSDEN [stUl loth to Surrender] Of 
course what you say puts a very different 
complexion on the matter. All the same, I 
owe it to myself — 

VIOLET [cutting her short] You owe me an 
apology. Miss Ramsden: thats what you owe 
both to yourself and to me. If you were a 
married woman you would not like sitting in 
the housekeeper’s room and being treated 
like a naughty child by young girls and old 
ladies without any serious duties and re- 
sponsibilities. 

TANNER. Dont hit us when we’re down, 
Violet. We seem to have made fools of our- 
selves; but really it was you who made fools 
of us. 

VIOLET. It was no business of yours. Jack, 
in any case. 

TANNER. No business of mine! Why, Rams- 
den as good as accused me of being the un- 
known gentleman. 

Ramsden makes a frantic demonstration; hut 
Violet's cool keen anger extinguishes it, 

VIOLET. You! Oh, how infamous! how 
abominable! how disgracefully you have all 
been talking about me! If my husband knew 
it he would never let me speak to any of you 
again. [To Ramsden] I think you might have 
spared me that, at least. 

RAMSDEN. But I assurc you I never — at 
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least it is a monstrous perversion of some- 
thing I said that — 

MISS RAMSDEN. You necdnt apologize, Roe- 
buck. She brought it all on herself. It is for 
her to apologize for having deceived us. 

VIOLET. I can make allowances for you, 
Miss Ramsden: you cannot understand how 
I feel on this subject, though I should have 
expected rather better taste from people of 
greater experience. However, I quite feel 
that you have placed yourselves in a very 
painful position; and the most truly con- 
siderate thing for me to do is to go at once. 
Good morning. 

She goes, leaving them staring, 

MISS RAMSDEN. Well, I must say! 

RAMSDEN [plaintively\ I dont think she is 
quite fair to us. 

TANNER. You must cowcr before the wed- 
ding ring like the rest of us, Ramsden. The 
cup of our ignominy is full. 

ACT II 

On the carriage drive in the park of a country 
house near Richmond an open touring car has 
broken down. It stands in front of a clump of 
trees round which the drive sweeps to the house, 
which is partly visible through them: indeed 
Tanner, standing in the drive with his hack to us, 
could get an unobstructed view of the west corner 
of the house on his left were he not far too much 
interested in a pair of supine legs in dungaree 
overalls which protrude from beneath the 
machine. He is watching them intently with bent 
back and hands supported on his knees. His 
leathern overcoat and peaked cap proclaim him 
one of the dismounted passengers, 

THE LEGS. Aha! I got him. 

TANNER. All right now? 

THE LEGS. Aw rawt nah. 

Tanner stoops and takes the legs by the ankles, 
drawing their owner forth like a wheelbarrow, 
walking on his hands, with a hammer in his 
mouth. He is a young man in a neat suit of blue 
serge, clean shaven, dark eyed, square fingered, 
with short well brushed black hair and rather ir- 
regular sceptically turned eyebrows. When he is 
manipulating the car his movements are swift and 
sudden^ yet attentive and deliberate. With Tanner 
and Tanner's friends his manner is not in the 
least deferential, but cool and reticent, keeping 
them quite effectually at a distance whilst giving 
them no excuse for complaining of him. Never- 
theless he has a vigilant eye on them always, and 
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that, too, rather cynically, like a man who knows 
the world well from its seamy side. He speaks 
slowly and with a touch of sarcasm; and as he 
does not at all affect the gentleman in his speech, 
it may be inferred that his smart appearance is 
a mark of respect to himself and his own class, 
not to that which employs him. 

He now gets into the car to stow away his 
tools and divest himself of his overalls. Tanner 
takes off his leathern overcoat and pitches it into 
the car with a sigh of relief , glad to be rid of it. 
The chauffeur, noting this, tosses his head con- 
temptuously, and surveys his employer sardonic- 
ally, 

THE CHAUFFEUR. Had enough of it, eh? 

TANNER. I may as well walk to the house 
and stretch my legs and calm my nerves a 
little. [Looking at his watcK\ I suppose you 
know that we have come from Hyde Park 
Corner to Richmond in twenty-one minutes. 

THE CHAUFFEUR. I’d ha done it under 
fifteen if I’d had a clear road all the way. 

TANNER. Why do you do it? Is it for love of 
sport or for the fun of terrifying your unfor- 
tunate employer? 

THE CHAUFFEUR. What are you afraid of? 

TANNER. The police, and breaking my neck. 

THE CHAUFFEUR. W ell, if you like easy going, 
you can take a bus, you know. It’s cheaper. 
You pay me to save your time and give you 
the value of what you paid for the car. [He 
sits down calmly], 

TANNER. I am the slave of that car and of 
you too. I dream of the accursed thing at 
night. 

THE CHAUFFEUR. Youll get ovcr that all 
right. If youre going up to the house, may 
I ask how long youre goin to stay? Because 
if you mean to put in the whole morning in 
there talkin to the ladies, I’ll put the car in 
the garage and make myself agreeable with 
a view to lunching here. If not. I’ll keep the 
car on the go about here til you come. 

TANNER. Better wait here. We shant be 
long. Theres a young American gentleman, 
a Mr Malone, who is driving Mr Robinson 
down in his new American steam car. 

THE CHAUFFEUR [springing up and coming 
hastily out of the car to Tanner] American 
steam car! Wot! racin us dahn from London! 

TANNER. Perhaps theyre here already. 

THE CHAUFFEUR. If I’d known it! [With deep 
reproach] Why didnt you tell me, Mr Tanner? 

TANNER. Because Ive been told that this 
car is capable of 84 miles an hour; and I 
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already know what you are capable of when 
there is a rival car on the road. No, Henry; 
there are things it is not good for you to 
know; and this was one of them. However, 
cheer up: we are going to have a day after 
your own heart. The American is to take 
Mr Robinson and his sister and Miss White- 
field. We are to take Miss Rhoda. 

THE CHAUFFEUR [cousoled, and musing on 
another matter^ Thats Miss Whitefield*s sister, 
isnt it? 

TANNER. Yes. 

THE CHAUFFEUR. And Miss Whitcfield her- 
self is goin in the other car? Not with you? 

TANNER. Why the devil should she come 
with me? Mr Robinson will be in the other 
car. [The Chauffeur looks at Tanner with cool 
incredulity, and turns to the car, whistling a 
popular air softly to himself Tanner, a little 
annoyed, is about to pursue the subject when he 
hears the footsteps of Octavius on the gravel, 
Octavius is coming from the house, dressed for 
motoring, but without his overcoat], Weve lost 
the race, thank Heaven: heres Mr Robinson. 
Well, Tavy, is the steam car a success? 

OCTAVIUS. I think so. We came from Hyde 
Park Corner here in seventeen minutes. [The 
Chauffeur, furious, kicks the car rvith a groan of 
vexation]. How long were you? 

TANNER. Oh, about three quarters of an 
hour or so. 

THE CHAUFFEUR [remonstrating] Now, now, 
Mr Tanner, come now! We could ha done it 
easy under fifteen. 

TANNER. By the way, let me introduce you. 
Mr Octavius Robinson: Mr Enry Straker. 

STRAKER. Pleased to meet you, sir. Mr 
Tanner is gittin at you with is Enry Straker, 
you know. You call it Henery. But I dont 
mind, bless you! 

TANNER. You think it’s simply bad taste in 
me to chaff him, Tavy. But youre wrong. 
This man takes more trouble to drop his 
aitches than ever his father did to pick them 
up. It’s a mark of caste to him. I have never 
met anybody more swollen with the pride of 
class than Enry is. 

STRAKER. Easy, easy! A little moderation, 
Mr Tanner. 

TANNER. A little moderation, Tavy, you 
observe. You would tell me to draw it mild. 
But this chap has been educated. Whats 
more, he knows that we havnt. What was 
that Board School of yours, Straker? 

STRAKER. Sherbrooke Road. 


TANNER. Sherbrooke Road! Would any of 
us say Rugby! Harrow! Eton! in that tone 
of intellectual snobbery? Sherbrooke Road is 
a place where boys learn something: Eton is 
a boy farm where we are sent because we 
are nuisances at home, and because in after 
life, whenever a Duke is mentioned, we can 
claim him as an old school-fellow. 

STRAKER. You dont know nothing about it, 
Mr Tanner. It’s not the Board School that 
does it: it’s the Polytechnic. 

TANNER. His university, Octavius. Not 
Oxford, Cambridge, Durham, Dublin, or 
Glasgow. Not even those Nonconformist 
holes in Wales. No, Tavy. Regent Street! 
Chelsea! the Borough! — I dont know half 
their confounded names: these are his 
universities, not mere shops for selling class 
limitations like ours. You despise Oxford, 
Enry, dont you? 

STRAKER. No, I dont. Very nice sort of 
place, Oxford, I should think, for people that 
like that sort of place. They teach you to 
be a gentleman there. In the Polytechnic 
they teach you to be an engineer or such like. 
See? 

TANNER. Sarcasm, Tavy, sarcasm! Oh, if 
you could only see into Enry’s soul, the depth 
of his contempt for a gentleman, the arro- 
gance of his pride in being an engineer, 
would appal you. He positively likes the car 
to break down because it brings out my 
gentlemanly helplessness and his workman- 
like skill and resource. 

STRAKER. Never you mind him, Mr Robin- 
son. He likes to talk. We know him, dont we? 

OCTAVIUS [earnestly] But theres a great 
truth at the bottom of what he says. I believe 
most intensely in the dignity of labor. 

STRAKER [unimpressed] Thats because you 
never done any, Mr Robinson. My business 
is to do away with labor. Youll get more out 
of me and a machine than you will out of 
twenty laborers, and not so much to drink 
either. 

TANNER. For Heaven’s sake, Tavy, dont 
start him on political economy. He knows all 
about it; and we dont. Youre only a poetic 
Socialist, Tavy: he’s a scientific one. 

STRAKER [unperturbed] Yes. Well, this 
conversation is very improvin’, but Ive got 
to look after the car; and you two want to 
talk about your ladies. I know. [He pretends 
to busy himself about the car, hut presently 
saunters off to indulge in a cigar et]. 
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TANNER. Thats a very momentous social I 
phenomenon. I 

OCTAVIUS. What is? 

TANNER. Straker is. Here have we literary 
and cultured persons been for years setting 
up a cry of the New Woman whenever some 
unusually old fashioned female came along, 
and never noticing the advent of the New 
Man. Strakcr’s the New Man. 

OCTAVIUS. I see nothing new about him, 
except your way of chaffing him. But I dont 
want to talk about him just now. I want to 
speak to you about Ann. 

TANNER. Straker knew even that. He learnt 
it at the Polytechnic, probably. Well, what 
about Ann? Have you proposed to her? 

OCTAVIUS \self -reproach fully] I was brute 
enough to do so last night. 

TANNER. Brute enough! What do you 
mean? 

OCTAVIUS [diihyramhically] Jack: we men 
are all coarse: we never understand how 
exquisite a woman’s sensibilities are. How 
could I have done such a thing! 

TANNER. Done what, you maudlin idiot? 

OCTAVIUS. Yes, I am an idiot. Jack: if you 
had heard her voice! if you had seen her 
tears! I have lain awake all night thinking 
of them. If she had reproached me, I could 
have borne it better. 

TANNER. Tears! thats dangerous. What did 
she say? 

ocrrAVius. She asked me how she could 
think of anything now but her dear father. 
She stifled a sob — \he breaks down]. 

TANNER [patting him on the hack] Bear it like 
a man, Tavy, even if you feel it like an ass. 
It’s the old game: she’s not tired of playing 
with you yet. 

OCTAVIUS [impatiently] Oh, dont be a fool. 
Jack. Do you suppose this eternal shallow 
cynicism of yours has any real bearing on a 
nature like hers? 

TANNER. Hm! Did she say anything else? 

OCTAVIUS. Yes; and that is why I expose 
myself and her to your ridicule by telling 
you what passed. 

TANNER [remorsefully] No, dear Tavy, not 
ridicule, on my honor! However, no matter. 
Go on. 

OCTAVIUS. Her sense of duty is so devout, 
so perfect, so — 

TANNER. Yes: I know. Go on. 

OCTAVIUS. You see, under this new arrange- 
ment, you and Ramsden are her guardians; 


and she considers that all her duty to her 
father is now transferred to you. She said 
she thought I ought to have spoken to you 
both in the first instance. Of course she is 
right; but somehow it seems rather absurd 
that I am to come to you and formally ask 
to be received as a suitor for your ward’s 
hand. 

TANNER. I am glad that love has not totally 
extinguished your sense of humor, Tavy. 

OCTAVIUS. That answer wont satisfy her. 

TANNER. My official answer is, obviously. 
Bless you, my children: may you be happy! 

OCTAVIUS. I wish you would stop playing 
the fool about this. If it is not serious to you, 
it is to me, and to her. 

TANNER. You kiiow Very well that she is 
as free to choose as you are. 

OCTAVIUS. She does not think so. 

TANNER. Oh, doesnt she! just! However, 
say what you want me to do? 

OCTAVIUS. I want you to tell her sincerely 
and earnestly what you think about me. I 
want you to tell her that you can trust her 
to me — that is, if you feci you can. 

TANNER. I have no doubt that I can trust 
her to you. What worries me is the idea of 
trusting you to her. Have you read Maeter- 
linck’s book about the bee? 

OCTAVIUS [keeping his temper with difficulty] 
I am not discussing literature at present. 

TANNER. Be just a little patient with me. 
I am not discussing literature: the book 
about the bee is natural history. It’s an 
awful lesson to mankind. You think that you 
are Ann’s suitor; that you are the pursuer 
and she the pursued; that it is your part to 
woo, to persuade, to prevail, to overcome. 
Fool: it is you who are the pursued, the 
marked down quarry, the destined prey. You 
need not sit looking longingly at the bait 
through the wires of the trap: the door is 
open, and will remain so until it shuts behind 
you for ever. 

OCTAVIUS. I wish I could believe that, vilely 
as you put it. 

TANNER. Why, man, what other work has 
she in life but to get a husband? It is a 
woman’s business to get married as soon as 
possible, and a man’s to keep unmarried as 
long as he can. You have your poems and 
your tragedies to work at: Ann has nothing. 

OCTAVIUS. I cannot write without inspira- 
tion. And nobody can give me that except 
Ann. 

N 
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TANNER. Well, hadnt you better get it from 
her at a safe distance? Petrarch didnt see half 
as much of Laura, nor Dante of Beatrice, as 
you see of Ann now; and yet they wrote first- 
rate poetry — at least so Fm told. They never 
exposed their idolatry to the test of domes- 
tic familiarity; and it lasted them to their 
graves. Marry Ann; and at the end of a week 
youll find no more inspiration in her than in 
a plate of muffins. 

OCTAVIUS. You think I shall tire of her! 

TANNER. Not at all; you dont get tired of 
muffins. But you dont find inspiration in 
them; and you wont in her when she ceases 
to be a poet’s dream and becomes a solid 
eleven stone wife. Youll be forced to dream 
about somebody else; and then there will be 
a row. 

OCTAVIUS. This sort of talk is no use, Jack. 
You dont understand. You have never been 
in love. 

TANNER. I! I have never been out of it. 
Why, I am in love even with Ann. But I am 
neither the slave of love nor its dupe. Go to 
the bee, thou poet: consider her ways and 
be wise. By Heaven, Tavy, if women could 
do without our work, and we ate their 
children’s bread instead of making it, they 
would kill us as the spider kills her mate or 
as the bees kill the drone. And they would 
be right if we were good for nothing but 
love. 

OCTAVIUS. Ah, if we were only good enough 
for Love! There is nothing like Love: there 
is nothing else but Love: without it the world 
would be a dream of sordid horror. 

TANNER. And this — this is the man who asks 
me to give him the hand of my ward! Tavy: 
I believe we were changed in our cradles, 
and that you are the real descendant of Don 
Juan. 

OCTAVIUS. I beg you not to say anything 
like that to Ann. 

TANNER. Dont be afraid. She has marked 
you for her own; and nothing will stop her 
now. You are doomed. [Straker comes hack with 
a newspaper]. Here comes the New Man, 
demoralizing himself with a halfpenny paper 
as usual. 

STRAKER. Now would you believe it, Mr 
Robinson, when we’re out motoring we take 
in two papers: the Times for him, the Leader 
or the Echo for me. And do you think I ever 
see my paper? Not much. He grabs the 
Leader and leaves me to stodge myself with 


his Times. 

OCTAVIUS. Are there no winners in the 
Times? 

TANNER. Enry dont old with bettin, Tavy. 
Motor records are his weakness. Whats the 
latest? 

STRAKER. Paris to Biskra at forty miles an 
hour average, not countin the Mediterranean. 

TANNER. How many killed? 

STRAKER. Two silly sheep. What does it 
matter? Sheep dont cost such a lot: they 
were glad to ave the price without the trouble 
o sellin em to the butcher. All the same, 
d’y’see, therell be a clamor agin it presently; 
and then the French Government’ll stop it; 
an our chance’ll be gone, see? Thats what 
makes me fairly mad: Mr Tanner wont do a 
good run while he can. 

TANNER. Tavy: do you remember my uncle 
James? 

OCTAVIUS. Yes. Why? 

TANNER. Uncle James had a first rate cook; 
he couldnt digest anything except what she 
cooked. Well, the poor man was shy and 
hated society. But his cook was proud of her 
skill, and wanted to serve up dinners to 
princes and ambassadors. To prevent her from 
leaving him, that poor old man had to give a 
big dinner twice a month, and suffer agonies 
of awkwardness. Now here am I; and here is 
this chap Enry Straker, the New Man. I 
loathe travelling; but I rather like Enry. He 
cares for nothing but tearing along in a 
leather coat and goggles, with two inches of 
dust all over him, at sixty miles an hour and 
the risk of his life and mine. Except, of 
course, when he is lying on his back in the 
mud under the machine trying to find out 
where it has given way. Well, if I dont give 
him a thousand mile run at least once a 
fortnight I shall lose him. He will give me 
the sack and go to some American millionaire; 
and I shall have to put up with a nice respect- 
ful groom-gardener-amateur, who will touch 
his hat and know his place. I am Enry’s 
slave, just as Uncle James was his cook’s 
slave. 

STRAKER [exasperated] Garn! I wish I had a 
car that would go as fast as you can talk, 
Mr Tanner. What I say is that you lose 
money by a motor car unless you keep it 
workin. Might as well ave a pram and a nuss- 
maid to wheel you in it as that car and me if 
you dont git the last inch out of us both. 

TANNER [soothingly] All right, Henry, all 
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right. We*ll go out for half an hour presently. 

8TRAKER [m disgu8t\ Arf an ahr! [lie returns 
to his machine; seats himself in it; and turns up 
a fresh page of his paper in search of more news\ 

OCTAVIUS. Oh, that reminds me. I have a 
note for you from Rhoda. [He gives Tanner a 
note\ 

TANNER [opening it\ I rather think Rhoda 
is heading for a row with Ann. As a rule 
there is only one person an English girl hates 
more than she hates her eldest sister; and 
thats her mother. But Rhoda positively 
prefers her mother to Ann. She — [indignantly] 
Oh, I say! 

OCTAVIUS. Whats the matter? 

TANNER. Rhoda was to have come with me 
for a ride in the motor car. She says Ann has 
forbidden her to go out with me. 

Straker suddenly begins whistling his favorite 
air with remarkable deliberation. Surprised by 
this burst of larklike melody ^ and jarred by a 
sardonic note in its cheerfulness, they turn and 
look inquiringly at him. But he is busy with his 
paper; and nothing comes of their movement. 

OCTAVIUS [recovering himself] Does she give 
any reason? 

TANNER. Reason! An insult is not a reason. 
Ann forbids her to be alone with me on any 
occasion. Says I am not a fit person for a 
young girl to be with. What do you think of 
your paragon now? 

OCTAVIUS. You must remember that she 
has a very heavy responsibility now that her 
father is dead. Mrs Whitefield is too weak 
to control Rhoda. 

TANNER [staring at him] In short, you agree 
with Ann. 

OCTAVIUS. No; but I think I understand her. 
You must admit that your views are hardly 
suited for the formation of a young girls 
mind and character. 

TANNER. I admit nothing of the sort. I 
admit that the formation of a young lady s 
mind and character usually consists in telling 
her lies; but I object to the particular lie 
that I am in the habit of abusing the confi- 
dence of girls. 

OCTAVIUS. Ann doesnt say that. Jack. 

TANNER. What else does she mean? 

STRAKER [catching sight of Ann coming from 
the house] Miss Whitefield, gentlemen. [He 
dismounts and strolls away down the avenue with 
the air of a man who knows he is no longer 
wanted], 

ANN [comng between Octavius and Tanner'] 


Good morning. Jack. I have come to tell you 
that poor Rhoda has got one of her headaches 
and cannot go out with you today in the car. 
It is a cruel disappointment to her, poor 
child! 

TANNER. What do you say now, Tavy? 

OCTAVIUS. Surely you cannot misunder- 
stand, Jack. Ann is shewing you the kindest 
consideration, even at the cost of deceiving 
you. 

ANN. What do you mean? 

TANNER. Would you like to cure Rhoda’s 
headache, Ann? 

ANN. Of course. 

TANNER. Then tell her what you said just 
now; and add that you arrived about two 
minutes after I had received her letter and 
read it. 

ANN. Rhoda has written to you! 

TANNER. With full particulars. 

OCTAVIUS. Never mind him, Ann. You were 
right — quite right. Ann was only doing her 
duty. Jack; and you know it. Doing it in the 
kindest way, too. 

ANN [going to Octavius] How kind you are, 
Tavy! How helpful! How well you under- 
stand! 

Octavius beams. 

TANNER. Ay: tighten the coils. You love 
her, Tavy, dont you? 

OCTAVIUS. She knows I do. 

ANN. Hush. For shame, Tavy! 

TANNER. Oh, I give you leave. I am your 
guardian; and I commit you to Tavy’s care 
for the next hour. I am off for a turn in the 
car. 

ANN. No, Jack. I must speak to you about 
Rhoda. Ricky: will you go back to the house 
and entertain your American friend. He’s 
rather on Mamma’s hands so early in the 
morning. She wants to finish her housekeep- 
ing. 

OCTAVIUS. I fly, dearest Ann [he kisses her 
hand]. 

ANN [tenderly] Ricky Ticky Tavy! 

He looks at her with an eloquent blush, and 
runs off. 

TANNER [bluntly] Now look here, Ann. This 
time youve landed yourself; and if Tavy 
were not in love with you past all salvation 
he’d have found out what an incorrigible 
liar you are. 

ANN. You misunderstand, Jack. I didn’t 
dare tell Tavy the truth. 

TANNER. No: your daring is generally in 
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the opposite direction. What the devil do 
you mean by telling Rhoda that I am too 
vicious to associate with her? How can I ever 
have any human or decent relations with her 
again, now that you have poisoned her mind 
in that abominable way? 

ANN. I know you are incapable of behaving 
badly — 

TANNER. Then why did you lie to her? 

ANN. I had to. 

TANNER. Had to! 

ANN. Mother made me. 

TANNER [his eye Jiashi?2g] PI a! I might have 
known it. The mother! Always the mother! 

ANN. It was that dreadful book of yours. 
You know how timid mother is. All timid 
women are conventional: we must be con- 
ventional, Jack, or we are so cruelly, so vilely 
misunderstood. Even you, who are a man, 
cannot say what you think without being 
misunderstood and vilified — yes: I admit it: 
I have had to vilify you. Do you want to have 
poor Rhoda misunderstood and vilified in the 
same way? Would it be right for mother to 
let her expose herself to such treatment 
before she is old enough to judge for herself? 

TANNER. In short, the way to avoid mis- 
understanding is for everybody to lie and 
slander and insinuate and pretend as hard 
as they can. That is what obeying your 
mother comes to. 

ANN. I love my mother. Jack. 

TANNER [rvorking himself up into a sociological 
rage] Is that any reason why you are not to 
call your soul your own? Oh, I protest against 
this vile abjection of youth to age! Look at 
fashionable society as you know it. What 
does it pretend to be? An exquisite dance of 
nymphs. What i s it? A horrible procession of 
wretched girls, each in the claws of a cynical, 
cunning, avaricious, disillusioned, ignorantly 
experienced, foul-minded old woman whom 
she calls mother, and whose duty it is to 
corrupt her mind and sell her to the highest 
bidder. Why do these unhappy slaves marry 
anybody, however old and vile, sooner than 
not marry at all? Because, marriage is their 
only means of escape from these decrepit 
fiends who hide their selfish ambitions, their 
jealous hatreds of the young rivals who have 
supplanted them, under the mask of maternal 
duty and family affection. Such things are 
abominable: the voice of nature proclaims 
for the daughter a father’s care and for the 
son a mother’s. The law for father and son 


and mother and daughter is not the law of 
love: it is the law of revolution, of emancipa- 
tion, of final supersession of the old and worn- 
out by the young and capable. I tell you, 
the first duty of manhood and womanhood 
is a Declaration of Independence: the man 
who pleads his father’s authority is no man: 
the woman who pleads her mother’s authority 
is unfit to bear citizens to a free people. 

ANN [watching him with quiet curiosity^ I 
suppose you will go in seriously for politics 
some day. Jack. 

TANNER [heavily let dorvii] Eh? What? Wh — ? 
[Collectmg his scattered What has that 
got to do with what I have been saying? 

ANN. You talk so well. 

TANNER. Talk! Talk! It means nothing to 
you but talk. Well, go back to your mother, 
and help her to poison Rhoda’s imagination 
as she has poisoned yours. It is the tame 
elephants who enjoy capturing the wild ones. 

ANN. I am getting on. Yesterday I was a 
boa constrictor: today I am an elephant. 

TANNER. Yes. So pack your trunk and be- 
gone: I have no more to say to you. 

ANN. You are so utterly unreasonable and 
impracticable. What can I do? 

TANNER. Do! Break your chains. Go your 
way according to your own conscience and 
not according to your mother’s. Get your 
mind clean and vigorous; and learn to enjoy 
a fast ride in a motor car instead of seeing 
nothing in it but an excuse for a detestable 
intrigue. Come with me to Marseilles and 
across to Algiers and to Biskra, at sixty miles 
an hour. Come right down to the Cape if you 
like. That will be a Declaration of Indepen- 
dence with a vengeance. You can write a 
book about it afterwards. That will finish 
your mother and make a woman of you. 

ANN [thoughtfully^ I dont think there would 
be any harm in that. Jack. You are my 
guardian: you stand in my father’s place, by 
his own wish. Nobody could say a word 
against our travelling together. It would be 
delightful: thank you a thousand times. Jack. 
I’ll come. 

TANNER [aghast] Youll come!!! 

ANN. Of course. 

TANNER. But — [he stops, utterly appalled; 
then resumes feebly] No: look here, Ann: if 
theres no harm in it theres no point in doing 
it. 

ANN. How absurd you are! You dont want 
to compromise me, do you? 
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TANNER. Yes: thats the whole sense of my 
proposal. 

ANN. You are talking the greatest non- 
sense; and you know it. You would never do 
anything to hurt me. 

TANNER. Well, if you dont want to be com- 
promised, dont come. 

ANN \ 7 viih simple earnestness^ Yes, I will 
come. Jack, since you wish it. You are my 
guardian; and I think we ought to see more 
of one another and come to know one another 
better. [Gratefully^ It’s very thoughtful and 
very kind of you. Jack, to offer me this lovely 
holiday, especially after what I said about 
Rhoda. You really are good — much better 
than you think. When do we start? 

TANNER. But — 

The conversati07i is interrupted by the arrival 
of Mrs Whitefeld from the house. She is accom- 
panied by the American gentleman, and followed 
by Ramsde7i and Octavius. 

Hector Malone is an Eastern A77ierican; but 
he is not at all ashamed of his natio7iality . This 
makes English people of fashion thmk well of 
hhn, as of a yoking fellow who is manly enough 
to confess to a7i obvious disadvantage without a7iy 
atte77ipt to conceal or extenuate it. They feel that 
he ought not to be made to suffer for what is 
clearly not his fault, and 77iake a pomt of bemg 
specially kind to hm. His chivalrous manners to 
wome7i, a7id his elevated 77ioral sentiments, being 
both gratuitous a7id u7iusual, strike them as per- 
haps a little u7ifortu7iate; a7id though they f7id 
his vem of easy humor rather a77iusing when it 
has ceased to puzzle the7n (as it does at first), 
they have had to make hhn U7iderstand that he 
really must not tell anecdotes U7iless they are 
strictly perso7ial and scandalous, and also that 
oratory is an acco77iplishment which belongs to a 
cruder stage of civilizatio7i than that in which his 
migration has la7ided him. On these pohits Hector 
is not quite c07ivinced: he still thhiks that the 
British are apt to make merits of their stupidities, 
and to represent their various incapacities as 
pohits of good breedhig. E7iglish life seems to 
hhn to suffer from a lack of edifying rhetoric 
(which he calls rnoral tone); English behavior to 
sherv a want of respect for womaiihood; English 
pro7iunciation to fail very vulgarly in tackling 
such 7vords as world, girl, bird, etc.; English 
society to be plain spoken to an exte7it which 
stretches occasionally to hitolerable coarseness; 
and English hitercourse to need enlivening by 
games and stories and other pasthnes; so he does 
not feel called upon to acquire these defects after 


taking great pains to cultivate himself in a first 
rate manner before venturing across the Atlantic, 
To this culture he finds English people either 
totally indiff€re7it, as they very commonly are to 
all culture, or else politely evasive, the truth being 
that Hector s culture is nothing but a state of 
saturation 7vith our literary exports of thirty 
years ago, reimported by hhn to be unpacked at a 
mo7nent*s notice and hurled at the head of English 
literature, science, and art, at every conversational 
opportu7iity. The dis7nay set up by these sallies 
encourages hhn in his belief that he is helping to 
educate Engla7id. When he fi7ids people chatter- 
ing harmlessly about Anatole France a7id Nietz- 
sche, he devastates them with Matthew Arnold, 
the Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, and even 
Macaulay; and as he is devoutly religious at 
bottom, he first leads the unwary, by humorous 
irreverence, to leave popular theology out of 
account in discussing moral questions with him, 
a7id then scatters the7n in co7ifusion by de7nand- 
hig ivhether the carry hig out of his ideals of 
co7iduct was not the 7na7iifest object of God 
Al77iighty in creating honest 7nen and pure w07nen. 
The engaghig freshness of his perso7iality and 
the du7nbfoundering staleness of his culture make 
it exire77iely difficult to decide whether he is worth 
kno7iing; for whilst his C07npa7iy is undeniably 
pleasant and e7ilivening, there is intellectually 
nothhig new to be got out of hhn, especially as he 
despises politics, and is carefid not to talk com- 
i7iercial shop, in which department he is probably 
77iuch in advaiice of his English capitalist friends. 
He gets on best with roma7itic Christians of the 
ainoristic sect: heiice the frieiids hip which has 
sprung up heUveen him and Octavius. 

In appearaiice Hector is a neatly built young 
77ian of tive7ily-four, with a short, smartly 
trim7ned black beard, clear, ivell shaped eyes, 
and an higratiating vivacity of expression. He is, 
fro77i the fashionable point of view, faultlessly 
dressed. As he coiiies alo7ig the drive from the 
house with Mrs Whitefeld he is sedulously 
77iaki7ig hi7)iself agreeable and entertaining, and 
thereby placmg on her slender 7vit a burden it is 
unable to hear. An E7iglishman 7vould let her 
alone, acceptmg boredo7n and indifference as 
their co77i7non lot; a7id the poor lady fva7its to be 
either let alone or let prattle about the things 
that interest her. 

Ra77isde7i strolls over to mspect the motor car. 
Octavius joms Hector. 

ANN [jpou7icing on her mother joyously)^ Oh, 
mamma, what do you think! Jack is going 
to take me to Nice in his motor car. Isnt it 
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lovely? I am the happiest person in London. 

TANNER Mrs Whitefield objects. 

I am sure she objects. Doesnt she, Ramsden? 

RAMSDEN. I should think it very likely 
indeed. 

ANN. You dont object, do you, mother? 

MRS WHITEFIELD. I object! Why should I? 

I think it will do you good, Ann. [Trotting 
over to Tanner"] I meant to ask you to take 
Rhoda out for a run occasionally: she is too 
much in the house; but it will do when you 
come back. 

TANNER. Abyss beneath abyss of perfidy! 

ANN [hastily^ to distract attention from this 
outburst] Oh, I forgot; you have not met Mr 
Malone. Mr Tanner, my guardian: Mr Hector 
Malone. 

HECTOR. Pleased to meet you, Mr Tanner. 
I should like to suggest an extension of the 
travelling party to Nice, if I may. 

ANN. Oh, we’re all coming. Thats under- 
stood, isnt it? 

HECTOR. I also am the mawdest possessor 
of a motor car. If Miss Rawbnsn will allow 
me the privilege of taking her, my car is at 
her service. 

OCTAVIUS. Violet! 

General constraint. 

ANN [suhduedly] Come, mother; we must 
leave them to talk over the arrangements. I 
must see to my travelling kit. 

Mrs Whitefield looks bewildered; but Ann 
draws her discreetly away; and they disappear 
round the corner towards the house. 

HECTOR. I think I may go so far as to say 
that I can depend on Miss Rawbnsn ’s con- 
sent. 

Continued embarrassment. 

OCTAVIUS. I’m afraid we must leave Violet 
behind. There are circumstances which make 
it impossible for her to come on such an 
expedition. 

HECTOR [amused and not at all convinced] Too 
American, eh? Must the young lady have a 
chaperone? 

OCTAVIUS. It’s not that, Malone — at least 
not altogether. 

HECTOR. Indeed! May I ask what other 
objection applies? 

TANNER [impatiently] Oh, tell him, tell him. 
We shall never be able to keep the secret 
unless everybody knows what it is. Mr 
Malone: if you go to Nice with Violet, you 
go with another man’s wife. She is married. 

HECTOR [thunderstruck] You dont tell me so! 


TANNER. We do. In confidence. 

RAMSDEN [with an air of importance, lest 
Malone should suspect a misalliance] Her 
marriage has not yet been made known: she 
desires that it shall not be mentioned for 
the present. 

HECTOR. I shall respect the lady’s wishes. 
Would it be indiscreet to ask who her 
husband is, in case I should have an oppor- 
tunity of cawnsulting him about this trip? 

TANNER. We dont know who he is. 

HECTOR [retiring into his shell in a very marked 
manner] In that case, I have no more to say. 

They become more embarrassed than ever. 

OCTAVIUS. You must think this very strange. 

HECTOR. A little singular. Pardn mee for 
saying so. 

RAMSDEN [half apologetic, half huffy] The 
young lady was married secretly; and her 
husband has forbidden her, it seems, to de- 
clare his name. It is only right to tell you, 
since you are interested in Miss — er — in 
Violet. 

OCTAVIUS [sympathetically] I hope this is not 
a disappointment to you. 

HECTOR [softened, coming out of his shell 
again] Well: it is a blow. I can hardly under- 
stand how a man can leave his wife in such 
a position. Surely it’s not custoMary. It’s not 
manly. It’s not considerate. 

OCTAVIUS. We feel that, as you may 
imagine, pretty deeply. 

RAMSDEN [testily] It is some young fool who 
has not enough experience to know what 
mystifications of this kind lead to. 

HECTOR [with strong symptoms of moral re- 
pugnance] I hope so. A man need be very 
young and pretty foolish too to be excused 
for such conduct. You take a very lenient 
view, Mr Ramsden, Too lenient to my mind. 
Surely marriage should ennoble a man. 

TANNER [sardonically] Ha! 

HECTOR. Am I to gather from that cacchina- 
tion that you dont agree with me, Mr 
Tanner? 

TANNER [drily] Get married and try. You 
may find it delightful for a while: you cer- 
tainly wont find it ennobling. The greatest 
common measure of a man and a woman is 
not necessarily greater than the man’s single 
measure. 

HECTOR. Well, we think in America that a 
woman’s morl number is higher than a man’s, 
and that the purer nature of a woman lifts a 
man right out of himself, and makes him 
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better than he was. 

OCTAVIUS \wiih convictiori] So it does. 

TANNER. No wonder American women pre- 
fer to live in Europe! It's more comfortable 
than standing all their lives on an altar to be 
worshipped. Anyhow, Violet’s husband has^ 
not been ennobled. So whats to be done? 

HECTOR [shaking his head] I cant dismiss 
that man’s cawnduct as lightly as you do, 
Mr Tanner. However, I’ll say no more. Who- 
ever he is, he’s Miss Rawbnsn’s husband; and 
I should be glad for her sake to think better 
of him. 

OCTAVIUS [touched; for he divines a secret 
sorrow] I’m very sorry, Malone. Very sorry. 

HECTOR [gratefully] Youre a good fellow, 
Rawbnsn. Thank you. 

TANNER. Talk about something else. Violet’s 
coming from the house. 

HECTOR. I should esteem it a very great 
favor, gentlemen, if you would take the op- 
portunity to let me have a few words with 
the lady alone. I shall have to cry off this 
trip; and it’s rather a dullicate — 

RAMSDEN [glad to escape] Say no more. 
Come, Tanner. Come, Tavy. [He strolls away 
into the park with Octavius and Tanner, past the 
motor car], 

Violet comes down the avenue to Hector, 

VIOLET. Are they looking? 

HECTOR. No. 

She kisses him, 

VIOLET. Have you been telling lies for my 
sake? 

HECTOR. Lying! Lying hardly describes it. 
I overdo it. I get carried away in an ecstasy 
of mendacity. Violet: I wish youd let me own 

up* . 

VIOLET [instantly becoming serious and re- 
solute] No, no. Hector: you promised me not 
to. 

HECTOR. I’ll keep my prawmis until you 
release me from it. But I feel mean, lying to 
those men, and denying my wife. Just das- 
tardly. 

VIOLET. I wish your father were not so un- 
reasonable. 

HECTOR. He’s not unreasonable. He’s right 
from his point of view. He has a prejudice 
against the English middle class. 

VIOLET. It’s too ridiculous. You know how 
I dislike saying such things to you. Hector; 
but if I were to — oh, well, no matter. 

HECTOR. I know. If you were to marry the 
son of an English manufacturer of awffice 


furniture, your friends would consider it a 
misalliance. And here’s my silly old dad, who 
is the biggest awffice furniture man in the 
world, would shew me the door for marrying 
the most perfect lady in England merely be- 
cause she has no handle to her name. Of 
course it’s just absurd. But I tell you, Violet, 
I dont like deceiving him. I feel as if I was 
stealing his money. Why wont you let me 
own up? 

VIOLET. We cant afford it. You can be as 
romantic as you please about love. Hector; 
but you mustnt be romantic about money. 

HECTOR [divided between his uxoriousness and 
his habitual elevation of moral sentiment] Thats 
very English. [Appealing to her impulsively] 
Violet: dad’s bound to find us out someday. 

VIOLET. Oh yes, later on of course. But dont 
lets go over this every time we meet, dear. 
You promised — 

HECTOR. All right, all right, I — 

VIOLET [not to be silenced] It is I and not you 
who suffer by this concealment; and as to 
facing a struggle and poverty and all that 
sort of thing I simply will not do it. It’s too 
silly. 

HECTOR. You shall not. I’ll sort of borrow 
the money from my dad until I get on my 
own feet; and then I can own up and pay up 
at the same time. 

VIOLET [alarmed and indignant] Do you mean 
to work? Do you want to spoil our marriage? 

HECTOR. Well, I dont mean to let marriage 
spoil my character. Your friend Mr Tanner 
has got the laugh on me a bit already about 
that; and — 

VIOLET. The beast! I hate Jack Tanner. 

HECTOR [magnanimously] Oh, hee’s all 
right: he only needs the love of a good woman 
to ennoble him. Besides, he’s proposed a 
motoring trip to Nice; and I’m going to take 
you. 

VIOLET. How jolly! 

HECTOR. Yes; but how are we going to 
manage? You see, theyve warned me off 
going with you, so to speak. Theyve told me 
in cawnfidnce that youre married. Thats 
just the most overwhelming cawnfidnce Ive 
ever been honored with. 

Tanner returns with Straker, who goes to his 
car, 

TANNER. Your Car is a great success, Mr 
Malone. Your engineer is showing it off to 
Mr Ramsden. 

HECTOR [eagerly—forgetting himself] Lets 
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come, Vi. 

VIOLET [coldly, warning him with her eyes^ I 
beg your pardon, Mr. Malone: I did not quite 
catch — 

HECTOR [recollecting himself'\ I ask to be 
allowed the pleasure of shewing you my little 
American steam car, Miss Rawbnsn. 

VIOLET. I shall be very pleased. [They go off 
together down the avenue^. 

TANNER. About this trip, Straker. 

STRAKER [preoccupied with the ear] Yes? 

TANNER. Miss Whiteficld is supposed to be 
coming with me. 

STRAKER. So I gather. 

TANNER. Mr Robinson is to be one of the 
party. 

STRAKER. Yes. 

TANNER. Well, if you can manage so as to 
be a good deal occupied with me, and leave 
Mr Robinson a good deal occupied with Miss 
Whitefield, he will be deeply grateful to you. 

STRAKER [looking round at hini\ Evidently. 

TANNER. “Evidently”! Your grandfather 
would have simply winked. 

STRAKER. My grandfather would have 
touched his at. 

TANNER. And I should have given your 
good nice respectful grandfather a sovereign. 

STRAKER. Five sliillins, more likely. [lie 
leaves the car and approaches Tanner\ What 
about the lady’s views? 

TANNER. She is just as willing to be left to 
Mr Robinson as Mr Robinson is to be left to 
her. looks at his principal with cool 

scepticism; then turns to the car whistling his 
favorite air\ Stop that aggravating noise. 
What do you mean by it? [Straker calmly re- 
sumes the melody and finishes it. Tanner politely 
hears it out before he again addresses Straker, 
this time with elaborate seriousness]. Enry: I 
have ever been a warm advocate of the 
spread of music among the masses; but I 
object to your obliging the company when- 
ever Miss Whitefield’s name is mentioned. 
You did it this morning, too. 

STRAKER [obstinately] It’s not a bit o use. 
Mr Robinson may as well give it up first as 
last. 

TANNER. Why? 

STRAKER. Garni You know why. Course it’s 
not my business; but you neednt start kiddin 
me about it. 

TANNER. I am not kidding. I dont know 
why. 

STRAKER [cheerfully sulky] Oh, very well. 


All right. It aint my business. 

TANNER [impressively] I trust, Enry, that, 
as between employer and engineer, I shall 
always know how to keep my proper distance, 
and not intrude my private affairs on you. 
^Even our business arrangements are subject 
to the approval of your Trade Union. But 
dont abuse your advantages. Let me remind 
you that Voltaire said that what was too silly 
to be said could be sung. 

STRAKER. It wasnt Voltaire: it was Bow 
Mar Shay. 

TANNER. I stand corrected: Beaumarchais 
of course. Now you seem to think that what 
is too delicate to be said can be whistled. Un- 
fortunately your whistling, though melodi- 
ous, is unintelligible. Come! theres nobody 
listening: neither my genteel relatives nor 
the secretary of your confounded Union. As 
man to man, Enry, why do you think that 
my friend has no chance with Miss White- 
field? 

STRAKER. Cause she’s arter summun else. 

TANNER. Bosh! wllO clsC? 

STRAKER. You. 

TANNER. Me!!! 

STRAKER. Mean to tell me you didnt know? 
Oh, come, Mr Tanner! 

TANNER [in fierce earnest] Are you playing 
the fool, or do you mean it? 

STRAKER [fvith a fiash of temper] I’m not 
playin no fool. [More coolly] Why, it’s as plain 
as the nose on your face. If you aint spotted 
that, you dont know much about these sort 
of things. [Serene again] Ex-cuse me, you 
know, Mr Tanner; but you asked me as man 
to man; and I told you as man to man. 

TANNER [wildly appealing to the heavens] 
Then I — /am the bee, the spider, the marked 
down victim, the destined prey. 

STRAKER. I dunno about the bee and the 
spider. But the marked down victim, thats 
what you are and no mistake; and a jolly good 
job for you, too, I should say. 

TANNER [momentously] Henry Straker: the 
golden moment of your life has arrived. 

STRAKER. What d’y’mean? 

TANNER. That record to Biskra. 

STRAKER [eagerly] Yes? 

TANNER. Break it. 

STRAKER [rising to the height of his destiny] 
D’y’mean it? 

TANNER. I do. 

STRAKER. When? 

TANNER. Now. Is that machine ready to 
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start? 

STRAKER [quailing But you cant — 

TANNER [cuttmg him short hy getting into the 
car] Off we go. First to the bank for money; 
then to my rooms for my kit; then to your 
rooms for your kit; then break the record 
from London to Dover or Folkestone; then 
across the channel and away Jike mad to 
Marseilles, Gibraltar, Genoa, any port from 
which we can sail to a Mahometan country 
where men are protected from women. 

STRAKER. Garn! youre kiddin. 

TANNER [resolutely^ Stay behind then. If 
you wont come I’ll do it alone. [He starts the 
motor\ 

STRAKER [running after hwi] Here! Mister! 
arf a mo! steady on! [he scrambles in as the car 
plunges forward] . 

ACT III 

Evening i?i the Sierra Nevada. Rolling slopes 
of brown with olive trees instead of apple trees in 
the cultivated patches, and occasional prickly 
pears instead of gorse and bracken in the 7vilds. 
Higher up, tall stone peaks and precipices, all 
handsome and distinguished. No 7vild nature 
here: rather a most aristocratic 7nountqm Umd- 
scape 77iade by a fastidious artist-creator. No 
vulgar profusion of vegetation: even a touch of 
aridity in the frequent patches of stones: Spariisk 
magnificence and Spanish economy every7vhere. 

Not very far north of a spot at which the high 
road over one of the passes crosses a tunnel on the 
railway from Malaga to Granada, is one of the 
mountain amphitheatres of the Sierra. Looking at 
it from the 7vide end of the horse-shoe, one sees, 
a little to the right, in the face of the cliff, a 
romantic cave which is really an abandoned 
quarry, and towards the left a little hill, com- 
manding a view of the road, 7vhich skirts the 
amphitheatre on the left, maintaining its higher 
level on embankments and an occasional stone 
arch. On the hill, 7vatching the road, is a 7tian 
who is either a Spaniard or a Scotchman. Prob- 
ably a Spaniard, since he wears the dress of a 
Spanish goatherd and seems at home in the Sierra 
Nevada, but very like a Scotchman for all that. 
In the hollow, on the slope leading to the quarry - 
cave, are about a dozen men who, as they reclme 
at their ease round a heap of smouldering white 
ashes of dead leaf and brush7vood, have an air 
of being conscious of themselves as picturesque 
scoundrels honoring the Sierra by using it as an 
effective pictorial background. As a matter of 


artistic fact they are not picturesque; and the 
mountains tolerate them as lions tolerate lice. An 
English policeman or Poor Law Guardian would 
recognize them as a selected band of tramps and 
ablebodied paupers. 

This description of them is not wholly con- 
temptuous. Whoever has intelligently observed 
the traiyip, or visited the ablebodied ward of a 
workhouse, will admit that our social failures are 
not all drunkards and weaklings. Some of them 
are men 7vho do not fit the class they were born 
into. Precisely the same qualities that make the 
educated gentleman an artist may 7nake an un- 
educated manual laborer an ablebodied pauper. 
There are men 7vho fall helplessly into the work- 
house because they are good for nothing; but 
there are also 7nen 7vho are there because they are 
strong-minded enough to disregard the social 
convention {obviously not a disinterested one on 
the part of the ratepayer) which bids a man live 
by heavy ayid badly paid drudgery when he has 
the alternative of walking into the 7vorkhouse, 
announcing himself as a destitute person, and 
legally cojnpelling the Guardians to feed, clothe, 
ayid house him better than he cotildfeed, clothe, 
and house himself 7vithout great exertion. When 
a man who is born a poet refuses a stool in a 
stockbroker s office, and starves in a garret, 
sptmging on a poor landlady or on his friends 
and relatives sooner thari work against his grain; 
or 7vhen a lady, because she is a lady, 7villface 
any extremity of parasitic dependence rather 
than take a situation as cook or parlormaid, we 
make large allowances for them. To such allow- 
ances the ablebodied pauper, and his nomadic 
variant the tramp, are equally entitled. 

Further, the imaginative man, if his life is to 
be tolerable to him, must have leisure to tell him- 
self stories, and a position which lends itself to 
imaginative decoration. The ranks of unskilled 
labor offer no such positions. We misuse our 
laborers horribly; and 7vhen a man refuses to be 
misused, we have no right to say that he is refus- 
ing honest work. Let us be frank in this matter 
before we go on rvith our play; so that we may 
enjoy it without hypocrisy. If 7ve 7vere reasoning, 
far-sighted people, four fijihs of us 7vould go 
straight to the Guardians for relief, and knock 
the 7vhole social system to pieces with inost beyie- 
Jicial reconstructive results. The reason we do not 
do this is because 7ve 7vork like bees or ants, by in- 
stinct or habit, not reasoning about the matter at 
all. Therefore when a man comes along who can 
and does reason, and who, applying the Kantian 
test to his conduct, can truly say to us, If every- 
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body did as I do, the world would he compelled 
to reform itself industrially , and abolish slavery 
and squalor, which exist only because everybody 
does as you do, let us honor that man and seri- 
ously consider the advisability of following his 
example. Such a man is the ablehodied, able- 
minded pauper. Were he a gentleman doing his 
best to get a pension, or a sinecure instead of 
sweeping a crossing, nobody would blame him 
for deciding that so long as the alternative lies 
between living mainly at the expense of the com- 
munity and allowing the community to live mainly 
at his, it would he folly to accept what is to him 
personally the greater of the two evils. 

We may therefore contemplate the tramps of 
the Sierra without prejudice, admitting cheerfully 
that our objects — briefly, to be gentlemen of for- 
tune — are much the same as theirs, and the differ- 
ence in our position and methods merely acci- 
dental, One or two of them, perhaps, it would be 
wiser to kill without malice in a friendly and 
frank manner; for there are bipeds, just as there 
are quadrupeds, who are too dangerous to be left 
unchained and unmuzzled; and these cannot 
fairly expect to have other men s lives wasted in 
the work of watching them. But as society has not 
the courage to kill them, and, when it catches 
them, simply wreaks on them some superstitious 
expiatory rites of torture and degradation, and 
then lets them loose with heightened qualifica- 
tions for mischief, it is just as well that they are 
at large in the Sierra, and in the hands of a chief 
who looks as if he might possibly , on provocation, 
order them to be shot. 

This chief, seated in the centre of the group on 
a squared block of stone from the quarry, is a 
tall strong man, with a striking cockatoo nose, 
glossy black hair, pointed heard, upturned mous- 
tache, and a Mephistophelean affectation which 
is fairly imposing, perhaps because the scenery 
admits of a larger swagger than Piccadilly, per- 
haps because of a certain sentimentality in the 
man which gives him that touch of grace which 
alone can excuse deliberate picturesqueness. His 
eyes and mouth are by no means rascally; he has 
a fine voice and a ready wit; and whether he is 
really the strongest man in the party or not, he 
looks it. He is certainly the best fed, the best 
dressed, and the best trained. The fact that he 
speaks English is not unexpected, in spite of the 
Spanish landscape; for with the exception of one 
man who might be guessed as a bullfighter ruined 
by drink, and one unmistakable Frenchman, they 
are all cockney or American; therefore, in a land 
of cloaks and sombreros, they mostly wear seedy 


overcoats, woollen mufflers, hard hemispherical 
hats, and dirty brown gloves. Only a very few 
dress after their leader, whose broad sombrero 
with a cock's feather in the band, and voluminous 
cloak descending to his high hoots, are as un- 
English as possible. None of them are armed; 
and the ungloved ones keep their hands in their 
pockets because it is their national belief that it 
must he dangerously cold in the open air mth the 
night coming on, {It is as warm an evening as 
any reasonable man could desire). 

Except the bullfighting inebriate there is only 
one person in the company who looks more than, 
say, thirty-three. He is a small man with reddish 
whiskers, weak eyes, and the anxious look of a 
small tradesman in difficulties. He wears the 
only tall hat visible: it shines in the sunset with 
the sticky glow of some sixpenny patent hat re- 
viver, often applied and constantly tending to pro- 
duce a worse state of the original surface than 
the ruin it was applied to remedy. He has a collar 
and cuffs of celluloid; and his brown Chesterfield 
overcoat, with velvet collar, is still presentable. 
He is pre-eminently the respectable man of the 
party, and is certainly over forty, possibly over 
fifty. He is the corner man on the leader s right, 
opposite three men in scarlet ties on his left. One 
of these three is the Frenchman, Of the remaining 
two, who are both English, one is argumentative, 
solemn, and obstinate; the other rowdy and mis- 
chievous. 

The chief, with a magnificent fling of the end 
of his cloak across his left shoulder, rises to 
address them. The applause which greets him 
shews that he is a favorite orator, 

THE CHIEF. Friends and fellow brigands. I 
have a proposal to make to this meeting. We 
have now spent three evenings in discussing 
the question Have Anarchists or Social- 
Democrats the most personal courage? We 
have gone into the principles of Anarchism 
and Social-Democracy at great length. The 
cause of Anarchy has been ably represented 
by our one Anarchist, who doesnt know what 
Anarchism means [laughter '] — 

THE ANARCHIST [rmVig] A point of order, 
Mendoza — 

MENDOZA [forcibly] No, by thunder: your 
last point of order took half an hour. Besides, 
Anarchists dont believe in order. 

THE ANARCHIST [mild, poUte but persistent; he 
is, in fact, the respectable looking elderly man in 
the celluloid collar and cuffs] That is a vulgar 
error. I can prove — 

MENDOZA. Order, order. 
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THE OTHERS [skoutin^ Order, order. Sit 
down. Chair! Shut up. 

The Anarchist is suppressed, 

MENDOZA. On the other hand we have three 
Social-Democrats among us. They are not on 
speaking terms; and they have put before 
us three distinct and incompatible views of 
Social-Democracy. 

THE THREE MEN IN SCARLET TIES. 1. Mr 
Chairman, I protest. A personal explanation. 
2. It’s a lie. I never said so. Be fair, Mendoza. 
S. Je demande la parole. C’est absolument 
faux. C’est faux! faux!! faux!!! Assas-s-s-s- 
sin!!!!!! 

MENDOZA. Order, order. 

THE OTHERS. Order, order, order! Chair! 

The Social-Democrats are suppressed. 

MENDOZA. Now, we toleratc all opinions 
here. But after all, comrades, the vast 
majority of us are neither Anarchists nor 
Socialists, but gentlemen and Christians. 

THE MAJORITY [shouiiug osseut] Hear, hear! 
So we are. Right. 

THE ROWDY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [smarting under 
suppression^ You aint no Christian. Youre a 
Sheeny, you are. 

MENDOZA [with crushing magnanimity^ My 
friend: I am an exception to all rules. It is 
true that I have the honor to be a Jew; and 
when the Zionists need a leader to reassemble 
our race on its historic soil of Palestine, Men- 
doza will not be the last to volunteer [sym- 
pathetic applause — Hear, Hear, Sfc.\ But I 
am not a slave to any superstition. I have 
swallowed all the formulas, even that of 
Socialism; though, in a sense, once a Socialist, 
always a Socialist. 

THE SOCIAL-DEMOCRATS. Hear, hear! 

MENDOZA. But I am well aware that the 
ordinary man — even the ordinary brigand, 
who can scarcely be called an ordinary man 
[Hear, hear!] — is not a philosopher. Common 
sense is good enough for him; and in our 
business affairs common sense is good enough 
for me. Well, what is our business here in the 
Sierra Nevada, chosen by the Moors as the 
fairest spot in Spain? Is it to discuss abstruse 
questions of political economy? No: it is to 
hold up motor cars and secure a more equit- 
able distribution of wealth. 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT. All made by 

labor, mind you. 

MENDOZA [urbanely'] Undoubtedly. All made 
by labor, and on its way to be squandered by 
wealthy vagabonds in the dens of vice that 


disfigure the sunny shores of the Mediter- 
ranean. We intercept that wealth. We re- 
store it to circulation among the class that 
produced it and that chiefly needs it: the 
working class. We do this at the risk of our 
lives and liberties, by the exercise of the 
virtues of courage, endurance, foresight, and 
abstinence — especially abstinence. I myself 
have eaten nothing but prickly pears and 
broiled rabbit for three days. 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [stuhhomly] No 
more aint we. 

MENDOZA [indignantly] Have I taken more 
than my share? 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [unmovciT] Why 

should you? 

THE ANARCHIST. Why should he not? To 
each according to his needs: from each ac- 
cording to his means. 

THE FRENCHMAN [shaking his Jisi at the 
Anarchist] Fumiste! 

MENDOZA [diplomatically] I agree with both 
of you. 

THE GENUINELY ENGLISH BRIGANDS. Hear, 
hear! Bravo Mendoza! 

MENDOZA. What I say is, let us treat one 
another as gentlemen, and strive to excel in 
personal courage only when we take the 
field. 

THE ROWDY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [derisively] 
Shikespear. 

A whistle comes from the goatherd on the hill. 
He springs up and points excitedly forward along 
the road to the north. 

THE GOATHERD. Automobile! Automobile! 
[He rushes dow?i the hill and joins the rest, who 
all scramble to their feet]. 

MENDOZA [in ringing tones] To arms! Who 
has the gun? 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [handing a rife 

to Mendoza] Here. 

MENDOZA. Have the nails been strewn in 
the road? 

THE ROWDY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT. TwO ahnceS 
of em. 

MENDOZA, Good! [To the Frenchman] With 
me, Duval. If the nails fail, puncture their 
tires with a bullet. [He gives the rifle to Duval, 
who follows him up the hill. Mendoza produces 
an opera glass. The others hurry across to the 
road and disappear to the north]. 

MENDOZA [on the hill, using his glass] Two 
only, a capitalist and his chauffeur. They look 
English. 

DUVAL. Angliche! Aoh yess. Cochonsl 
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[Handling the rijle'] Faut tirer, n'est-ce-pas? 

MENDOZA. No: the nails have gone home. 
Their tire is do^vn: they stop. 

DUVAL [shouting to the others'] Fondez sur 
eux, nom de Dieu! 

MENDOZA [rebuking his excitement] Du calme, 
Duval: keep your hair on. They take it 
quietly. Let us descend and receive them. 

Mendoza descends, passing behind the fire and 
coming for rvard, whilst Tanner arid Straker, in 
their motoring goggles, leather coats, and caps, 
are led in from the road by the brigands. 

TANNER. Is this the gentleman you describe 
as your boss? Does he speak English? 

THE ROAVDY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT. Course e daz. 
Y* downt suppowz we Hinglishmen luts 
ahrselves be bossed by a bloomin Spenniard, 
do you? 

MENDOZA [with dignity] Allow me to intro- 
duce myself: Mendoza, President of the 
League of the Sierra! [Posing loftily] I am a 
brigand: I live by robbing the rich. 

TANNER [promptly] I am a gentleman: I live 
by robbing the poor. Shake hands. 

THE ENGLISH SOCIAL-DEMOCRATS. Hear, hear! 

General laughter and good humor. Tanner 
and Mendoza shake hands. The Brigands drop 
into their former places. 

STRAKER. Ere! where do I come in? 

TANNER [introducing] My friend and chauf- 
feur. 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [sUSpiciOUSly] 

Well, which is he? friend or show-foor? It 
makes all the difference, you know. 

MENDOZA [explaining] We should expect 
ransom for a friend. A professional chauffeur 
is free of the mountains. He even takes a 
trifling percentage of his principal’s ransom 
if he will honor us by accepting it. 

STRAKER. I see. Just to encourage me to 
come this way again. Well, I’ll think about 
it. 

DUVAL [impulsively rushing across to Straker] 
Mon fr^re! [He embraces him rapturously and 
kisses him on both cheeks]. 

STRAKER [disgusted] Ere, git aht: dont be 
silly. Who are you, pray? 

DUVAL. Duval: Social-Democrat. 

STRAKER. Oh, youre a Social-Democrat, 
are you? 

THE ANARCHIST. He means that he has 
sold out to the parliamentary humbugs 
and the bourgeoisie. Compromise! that is his 
faith. 

DUVAL [furumsly] I understand what he say. 


He say Bourgeois. He say Compromise. 
Jamais de la vie! Miserable menteur — 

STRAKER. See here. Captain Mendoza, ah 
mach o this sort o thing do you put up 
with here? Are we avin a pleasure trip 
in the mountains, or are we at a Socialist 
meetin? 

THE MAJORITY. Hear, hear! Shut up. Chuck 
it. Sit down, &c. &c. [The Social-Democrats 
and the Anarchist are hustled into the background. 
Straker, after supermtending this proceeding 
with satisfaction, places himself on Mendoza's 
left. Tanner being on his right]. 

MENDOZA. Can we offer you anything? 
Broiled rabbit and prickly pears — 

TANNER. Thank you: we have dined. 

MENDOZA [to his followers] Gentlemen: 
business is over for the day. Go as you please 
until morning. 

The Brigands disperse into groups lazily. 
Some go into the cave. Others sit down or lie 
down to sleep in the open. A few produce a pack 
of cards and move off towards the road; for it is 
now starlight; arid they know that motor cars have 
lamps which can he turned to account for lighting 
a card party. 

STRAKER [calling after them] Dont none of 
you go fooling with that car, d’ye hear? 

MENDOZA. No fear. Monsieur le Chauffeur. 
The first one we captured cured us of 
that. 

STRAKER [interested] What did it do? 

MENDOZA. It carried three brave comrades 
of ours, who did not know how to stop it, into 
Granada, and capsized them opposite the 
police station. Since then we never touch 
one without sending for the chauffeur. Shall 
we chat at our ease? 

TANNER. By all means. 

Tanner, Mendoza, and Straker sit down on 
the turf by the fire. Mendoza delicately waives 
his presidential dignity, of which the right to sit 
on the squared stone block is the appanage, by 
sitting on the ground like his guests, and using 
the stone only as a support for his back. 

MENDOZA. It is the custom in Spain always 
to put off business until tomorrow. In fact, you 
have arrived out of office hours. However, if 
you would prefer to settle the question of 
ransom at once, I am at your service. 

TANNER. Tomorrow will do for me. I am 
rich enough to pay anything in reason. 

MENDOZA [respectfully, much struck by this 
admission] You are a remarkable man, sir. 
Our guests usually describe themselves as 
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miserably poor. 

TANNER. Pooh! Miserably poor people dont 
owp motor cars. 

MENDOZA. Precisely what we say to them. 

TANNER. Treat us well: we shall not prove 
ungrateful. 

STRAKER. No prickly pears and broiled 
rabbits, you know. Dont tell me you cant do 
us a bit better than that if you like. 

MENDOZA. Wine, kids, milk, cheese, and 
bread can be procured for ready money. 

STRAKER [^graciously^ Now youre talkin. 

TANNER. Are you all Socialists here, may I 
ask? 

MENDOZA [repudiating this humiliating mis- 
conception^ Oh no, no, no: nothing of the kind, 
I assure you. We naturally have modern 
views as to the injustice of the existing dis- 
tribution of wealth: otherwise we should lose 
our self-respect. But nothing that you could 
take exception to, except two or three fad- 
dists. 

TANNER. I had no intention of suggesting 
anything discreditable. In fact, I am a bit 
of a Socialist myself. 

STRAKER [drily] Most rich men are, I notice. 

MENDOZA. Quite so. It has reached us, I 
admit. It is in the air of the century. 

STRAKER. Socialism must be lookin up a 
bit if your chaps are taking to it. 

MENDOZA. That is true, sir. A movement 
which is confined to philosophers and honest 
men can never exercise any real political in- 
fluence: there are too few of them. Until a 
movement shews itself capable of spread- 
ing among brigands, it can never hope for a 
political majority. 

TANNER. But are your brigands any less 
honest than ordinary citizens? 

MENDOZA. Sir: I will be frank with you. 
Brigandage is abnormal. Abnormal profes- 
sions attract two classes: those who are not 
good enough for ordinary bourgeois life and 
those who are too good for it. We are dregs 
and scum, sir: the dregs very filthy, the scum 
very superior. 

STRAKER. Take care! some o the dregs’ll 
hear you. 

MENDOZA. It does not matter: each brigand 
thinks himself scum, and likes to hear the 
others called dregs. 

TANNER. Come! you are a wit. [Mendoza in- 
clines his head, flattered]. May one ask you a 
blunt question? 

MENDOZA. As blunt as you please. 


TANNER. How does it pay a man of your 
talent to shepherd such a flock as this on 
broiled rabbit and prickly pears? I have seen 
men less gifted, and I’ll swear less honest, 
supping at the Savoy on foie gras and cham- 
pagne. 

MENDOZA. Pooh! they have all had their 
turn at the broiled rabbit, just as I shall have 
my turn at the Savoy. Indeed, I have had a 
turn there already — as waiter. 

TANNER. A waiter! You astonish me! 

MENDOZA [reflectively] Yes: I, Mendoza of 
the Sierra, was a waiter. Hence, perhaps, 
my cosmopolitanism. [With sudden intensity] 
Shall I tell you the story of my life? 

STRAKER [apprehensively] If it aint too long, 
old chap — 

TANNER [interrupting him] Tsh-sh: you are a 
Philistine, Henry: you have no romance in 
you. [ To Mendoza] Y ou interest me extremely, 
President. Never mind Henry: he can go to 
sleep. 

MENDOZA. The woman I loved — 

STRAKER. Oh, this is a love story, is it? 
Right you are. Go on: I was only afraid you 
were going to talk about yourself. 

MENDOZA. Myself! I have thrown myself 
away for her sake: that is why I am here. No 
matter: I count the world well lost for her. 
She had, I pledge you my word, the most 
magnificent head of hair I ever saw. She had 
humor; she had intellect; she could cook to 
perfection; and her highly strung tempera- 
ment made her uncertain, incalculable, vari- 
able, capricious, cruel, in a word, enchanting. 

STRAKER. A six sliillin novel sort o woman, 
all but the eookin. Rr name was Lady Gladys 
Plantagenet, wasnt it? 

MENDOZA. No, sir: she was not an earl’s 
daughter. Photography, reproduced by the 
half-tone process, has made me familiar 
with the appearance of the daughters of the 
English peerage; and I can honestly say that 
I would have sold the lot, faces, dowries, 
clothes, titles, and all, for a smile from this 
woman. Yet she was a woman of the people, 
a worker: otherwise — let me reciprocate your 
bluntness — I should have scorned her. 

TANNER. Very properly. And did she re- 
spond to your love? 

MENDOZA. Should I be here if she did? She 
objected to marry a Jew. 

TANNER. On religious grounds? 

MENDOZA. No: she was a freethinker. She 
said that every Jew considers in his heart 



S66 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


that English people are dirty in their habits. 

TANNER [surprised^ Dirty! 

MENDOZA. It shewed her extraordinary 
knowledge of the world; for it is undoubtedly 
true. Our elaborate sanitary code makes us 
unduly contemptuous of the Gentile. 

TANNER. Did you ever hear that, Henry? 

STRAKER. Ive heard my sister say so. She 
was cook in a Jewish family once. 

MENDOZA. I could not deny it; neither could 
I eradicate the impression it made on her 
mind. I could have got round any other 
objection; but no woman can stand a sus- 
picion of indelicacy as to her person. My 
entreaties were in vain; she always retorted 
that she wasnt good enough for me, and 
recommended me to marry an accursed 
barmaid named Rebecca Lazarus, whom I 
loathed. I talked of suicide: she offered me 
a packet of beetle poison to do it with. I 
hinted at murder: she went into hysterics; 
and as I am a living man I went to America 
so that she might sleep without dreaming 
that I was stealing upstairs to cut her throat. 
In America I went out west and fell in with 
a man who was wanted by the police for hold- 
ing up trains. It was he who had the idea of 
holding up motor cars in the South of Europe: 
a welcome idea to a desperate and disap- 
pointed man. He gave me some valuable 
introductions to capitalists of the right sort. 
I formed a syndicate; and the present enter- 
prise is the result. I became leader, as the 
Jew always becomes leader, by his brains 
and imagination. But with all my pride of 
race I would give everything I possess to be 
an Englishman. I am like a boy: I cut her 
name on the trees and her initials on the sod. 
When I am alone I lie down and tear my 
wretched hair and cry Louisa — 

STRAKER [startled] Louisa! 

MENDOZA. It is her name — Louisa — Louisa 
Straker — 

TANNER. Straker! 

STRAKER [scramhUng up on his knees most 
indignantly] Look here: Louisa Straker is 
my sister, see? Wot do you mean by gassin 
about her like this? Wotshe got to do with 
you? 

MENDOZA. A dramatic coincidence! You 
are Enry, her favorite brother! 

STRAKER. Oo are you callin Enry? What 
call have you to take a liberty with my name 
or with hers? For two pins I’d punch your fat 
edd, so I would. 


MENDOZA [wiih grandiose calm] If I let you 
do it, will you promise to brag of it after- 
wards to her? She will be reminded of her 
Mendoza: that is all I desire. 

TANNER. This is genuine devotion, Henry. 
You should respect it. 

STRAKER [fiercely] Funk, more likely. 

MENDOZA [springing to his feet] Funk! Young 
man: I come of a famous family of fighters; 
and as your sister well knows, you would have 
as much chance against me as a perambulator 
against your motor car. 

STRAKER [secretly daunted, hut rising from 
his knees with an air of reckless pugnacity] I 
aint afraid of you. With your Louisa! Louisa! 
Miss Straker is good enough for you, I should 
think. 

MENDOZA. I wish you could persuade her to 
think so. 

STRAKER [exasperated] Here — 

TANNER [rising quickly and interposing] Oh 
come, Henry: even if you could fight the 
President you cant fight the whole League of 
the Sierra. Sit down again and be friendly. A 
cat may look at a king; and even a President 
of brigands may look at your sister. All this 
family pride is really very old fashioned. 

STRAKER [subdued, hut grumbling] Let him 
look at her. But wot does he mean by makin 
out that she ever looked at im? [Reluctantly 
resuming his couch on the turf] Ear him talk, 
one ud think she was keepin company with 
him. [He turns his hack on them and composes 
himself to sleep], 

MENDOZA [^o Tanner, becoming more con-- 
fidential as he finds himself virtually alone with 
a sympathetic listener in the still starlight of the 
mountains; for all the rest are asleep hy this 
time] It was just so with her, sir. Her in- 
tellect reached forward into the twentieth 
century: her social prejudices and family 
affections reached back into the dark ages. 
Ah, sir, how the words of Shakespear seem 
to fit every crisis in our emotions! 

I loved Louisa: 40,000 brothers 

Could not with all their quantity of love 

Make up my sum. 

And so on. I forget the rest. Call it madness 
if you will — infatuation. I am an able man, 
a strong man: in ten years I should have 
owned a first-class hotel. I met her; and — 
you see! — I am a brigand, an outcast. Even 
Shakespear cannot do justice to what I feel 
for Louisa. Let me read you some lines that 
1 have written about her myself. However 
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slight their literary merit may be, they ex- 
press what I feel better than any casual 
words can. [He produces a packet of hotel hills 
scrawled with manuscript^ and kneels at the fire 
to decipher them, poking it with a stick to make it 
glow\ 

TANNER [slapping him rudely on the shoulder^ 
Put them in the fire, President. 

MENDOZA [startled] Eh? 

TANNER. You are sacrificing your career to 
a monomania. 

MENDOZA. I know it. 

TANNER. No you dont. No man would com- 
mit such a crime against himself if he really 
knew what he was doing. How can you look 
round at these august hills, look up at this 
divine sky, taste this finely tempered air, 
and then talk like a literary hack on a second 
floor in Bloomsbury? 

MENDOZA [shaking his head] The Sierra is 
no better than Bloomsbury when once the 
novelty has worn off. Besides, these moun- 
tains make you dream of women — of women 
with magnificent hair. 

TANNER. Of Louisa, in short. They will not 
make me dream of women, my friend: I am 
hcartwhole. 

MENDOZA. Do not boast until morning, sir. 
This is a strange country for dreams. 

TANNER. Well, we shall see. Goodnight. 
[He lies donm and composes himself to sleep], 

Mendoza, with a sigh, follofvs his example; 
and for a few moments there is peace in the 
Sierra. Then Mendoza sits up suddenly and says 
pleadingly to Tanner — 

MENDOZA. Just allow me to read a few lines 
before you go to sleep. I should really like 
your opinion of them. 

TANNER [drowsily] Go on. I am listen- 
ing. 

MENDOZA. I saw thcc first on Whitsun week 
Louisa, Louisa — 

TANNER [rousing himself] My dear Presi- 
dent, Louisa is a very pretty name; but 
it really doesnt rhyme well to Whitsun 
week. 

MENDOZA. Of course not. Louisa is not the 
rhyme, but the refrain. 

TANNER [subsiding Ah, the refrain. I beg 
your pardon. Go on. 

MENDOZA. Perhaps you do not care for that 
one: I think you will like this better. [He 
recites, in rich soft tones, and in slow time] 
Louisa, I love thee. 

I love thee, Louisa. 


Louisa, Louisa, Louisa, I love thee. 

One name and one phrase make my music, 
Louisa. 

Louisa, Louisa, Louisa, I love thee. 

Mendoza thy lover. 

Thy lover, Mendoza, 

Mendoza adoringly lives for Louisa. 

Theres nothing but that in the world for 
Mendoza. 

Louisa, Louisa, Mendoza adores thee. 

[Affected] There is no merit in producing 
beautiful lines upon such a name. Louisa is 
an exquisite name, is it not? 

TANNER [all but asleep, responds with a faint 
groan], 

MENDOZA. O wert thou, Louisa, 

The wife of Mendoza, 
Mendoza's Louisa, Louisa Mendoza, 

How blest were the life of Louisa’s Mendoza! 
How painless his longing of love for Louisa! 

That is real poetry — from the heart — 
from the heart of hearts. Dont you think it 
will move her? 

No answer. 

[Resignedly] Asleep, as usual. Doggrel to 
all the world: heavenly music to me! Idiot 
that I am to wear my heart on my sleeve! 
[He composes himself to sleep, murmuring 
Louisa, I love thee; I love thee, Louisa; 
Louisa, Louisa, Louisa, I — 

Straker snores; rolls over on his side; and re- 
lapses into sleep. Stillness settles on the Sierra; 
and the darkness deepens. The fire has again 
buried itself in white ash and ceased to glow. 
The peaks shew unfathomably dark against the 
starry firmament; but now the stars dim and 
vanish; and the sky seems to steal away out of 
the universe. Instead of the Sierra there is no- 
thing: omnipresent nothing. No sky, no peaks, 
no light, no sound, no time nor space, utter void. 
Then somewhere the beginning of a pallor, and 
with it a faint throbbing buzz as of a ghostly 
violoncello palpitating on the same note endlessly. 
A couple of ghostly violins presently take ad- 
vantage of this bass 



and therewith the pallor reveals a man in the void, 
an incorporeal but visible man, seated, absurdly 
enough, on nothing. For a moment he raises his 
head as the music passes him by. Then, with 
a heavy sigh, he droops in utter dejection; and 
the violins, discouraged, retrace their melody in 
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despair and at last give it up, extinguished hy 
wailings from uncanny wind instruments, thus: 



It is all very odd. One recognizes the Mozar- 
tian strain; and on this hint, and hy the aid 
of certain sparkles of violet light in the pallor, 
the man s costume explains itself as that of a 
Spanish nobleman of the X V-X VI century. Don 
Juan, of course; hut where^ why? how? Besides, 
in the brief lifting of his face, now hidden hy 
his hat brim, there was a curious suggestion 
of Tanner. A more critical, fastidious, hand- 
some face, paler and colder, fvithout Taniiers 
impetuous credulity and enthusiasm, and without 
a touch of his modern plutocratic vulgarity, btU 
still a resemblance, even an identity. The name 
too: Do?i Juan Tenorio, John Tanner. Where 
on earth — or elsewhere — have we got to from the 
XX century and the Sierra? 

Another pallor in the void, this time not violet, 
hut a disagreeable smoky yello7v. With it, the 
whisper of a ghostly clarionet turning this tune 
into infinite sadness: 



The yellowish pallor moves: there is an old crone 
wandering in the void, bent and toothless; draped, 
as well as one can guess, in the coarse brown 
frock of some religious order. She wanders and 
wanders in her sloiv hopeless rvay, much as a 
waspfiies in its rapid busy way, until she blunders 
against the thing she seeks: companionship. 
With a sob of relief the poor old creature clutches 
at the presence of the man and addresses him in 
her dry unlovely voice, which can still express 
pride and resolution as well as suffering. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Excusc me; but I am so 
lonely; and this place is so awful. 

DON JUAN. A new comer? 

THE OLD WOMAN. Yes*. I supposc I died this 
morning. I confessed; I had extreme unction; 
I was in bed with my family about me and 
my eyes fixed on the cross. Then it grew 
dark; and when the light came back it was 
this light by which I walk seeing nothing. 
I have wandered for hours in horrible loneli- 
ness. 

DON JUAN [sighing\ Ah! you have not yet 


lost the sense of time. One soon does, in 
eternity. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Where are we? 

DON JUAN. In hell. 

THE OLD WOMAN [proudly"\ Hell! I in hell! 
How dare you? 

DON JUAN [unimpressed^ Why not, Senora? 

THE OLD WOMAN. You do not know to whom 
you are speaking. I am a lady, and a faithful 
daughter of the Church. 

DON JUAN. I do not doubt it. 

THE OLD WOMAN. But liow then can I be in 
hell? Purgatory, perhaps: I have not been 
perfect: who has? But hell! oh, you are lying. 

DON JUAN. Hell, Senora, I assure you; hell 
at its best: that is, its most solitary — though 
perhaps you would prefer company. 

THE OLD WOMAN. But I havc sinccrcly re- 
pented; I have confessed — 

DON JUAN. How much? 

THE OLD WOMAN. Morc sins than I really 
committed. I loved confession. 

DON JUAN. Ah, that is perhaps as bad as 
confessing too little. At all events, Senora, 
whether by oversight or intention, you are 
certainly damned, like myself; and there 
is nothing for it now but to make the best 
of it. 

THE OLD WOMAN [indignantkj] Oh! and I 
might havc been so much wickeder! All my 
good deeds wasted! It is unjust. 

DON JUAN. No: you were fully and clearly 
warned. For your bad deeds, vicarious atone- 
ment, mercy without justice. For your good 
deeds, justice without mercy. We have many 
good people here. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Wcrc you a good man? 

DON JUAN. I was a murderer. 

THE OLD WOMAN. A murderer! Oh, how dare 
they send me to herd with murderers! I was 
not as bad as that: I was a good woman. 
There is some mistake: where canTliave it 
set right? 

DON JUAN. I do not know whether mistakes 
can be corrected here. Probably they will not 
admit a mistake even if they have made one. 

THE OLD WOMAN. But whom Can I ask? 

DON JUAN. I should ask the Devil, Senora: 
he understands the ways of this place, which 
is more than I ever could. 

THE OLD WOMAN. The Dcvil! I speak to the 
Devil! 

DON JUAN. In hell, Senora, the Devil is the 
leader of the best society. 

THE OLD WOMAN. I tell you, wretch, I know 
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I am not in hell. 

DON JUAN. How do you know? 

THE OLD WOMAN. Becausc I feel no pain. 

DON JUAN. Oh, then there is no mistake: 
you are intentionally damned. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Why do you say that? 

DON JUAN. Because hell, Senora, is a place 
for the wicked. The wicked are quite com- 
fortable in it: it was made for them. You tell 
me you feel no pain. I conclude you are one 
of those for whom Hell exists. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Do y o u feel no pain? 

DON JUAN. I am not one of the wicked, 
Senora; therefore it bores me, bores me be- 
yond description, beyond belief. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Not One of the wicked! 
You said you were a murderer. 

DON JUAN. Only a duel. I ran my sword 
through an old man who was trying to run 
his through me. 

THE OLD WOMAN. If you Were a gentleman, 
that was not a murder. 

DON JUAN. The old man called it murder, 
because he was, he said, defending his 
daughter’s honor. By this he meant that 
because I foolishly fell in love with her and 
told her so, she screamed; and he tried to 
assassinate me after calling me insulting 
names. 

THE OLD WOMAN. You Were like all men. 
Libertines and murderers all, all, all! 

DON JUAN, And yet we meet here, dear 
lady. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Listen to me. My father 
was slain by just such a ^vretch as you, in 
just such a duel, for just such a cause. I 
screamed: it was my duty. My father drew 
on my assailant: his honor demanded it. He 
fell: that was the reward of honor. I am here: 
in hell, you tell me: that is the reward of duty. 
Is there justice in heaven? 

DON JUAN. No; but there is justice in hell: 
heaven is far above such idle human per- 
sonalities. You will be welcome in hell, 
Senora. Hell is the home of honor, duty, 
justice, and the rest of the seven deadly 
virtues. All the wickedness on earth is done 
in their name: where else but in hell should 
they have their reward? Have I not told you 
that the truly damned are those who are 
happy in hell? 

THE OLD WOMAN. And are you happy here? 

DON JUAN [springing to his feet] No; and that 
is the enigma on which I ponder in darkness. 
Why am I here? I, who repudiated all duty, 


trampled honor underfoot, and laughed at 
justice. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Oh, what do I care why 
you are here? Why am I here? I, who sacri- 
ficed all my inclinations to womanly virtue 
and propriety! 

DON JUAN. Patience, lady: you will be per- 
fectly happy and at home here. As saith the 
poet, “Hell is a city much like Seville.” 

THE OLD WOMAN. Happy! here! where I am 
nothing! where I am nobody! 

DON JUAN. Not at all: you are a lady; and 
wherever ladies are is hell. Do not be sur- 
prised or terrified: you will find everything 
here that a lady can desire, including devils 
who will serve you from sheer love of servi- 
tude, and magnify your importance for the 
sake of dignifying their service — the best of 
servants. 

THE OLD WOMAN. My Servants will be devils! 

DON JUAN. Have you ever had servfints who 
were not devils? 

THE OLD WOMAN. Never*, they were devils, 
perfect devils, all of them. But that is only 
a manner of speaking. I thought you meant 
that my servants here would be real devils. 

DON JUAN. No more real devils than you 
will be a real lady. Nothing is real here. That 
is the horror of damnation. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Oh, this is all madness. 
This is worse than fire and the worm. 

DON JUAN. For you, perhaps, there are 
consolations. For instance: how old were you 
when you changed from time to eternity? 

THE OLD WOMAN. Do not ask me how old I 
w a s — ^as if I were a thing of the past. lam 77. 

DON JUAN. A ripe age, Senora. But in hell 
old age is not tolerated. It is too real. Here 
we worship Love and Beauty. Our souls being 
entirely damned, we cultivate our hearts. 
As a lady of 77, you would not have a single 
acquaintance in hell. 

THE OLD WOMAN. How Can I help my age, 
man? 

DON JUAN. You forget that you have left 
your age behind you in the realm of time. 
You are no more 77 than you are 7 or 17 or 
27. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Nonsense! 

DON JUAN. Consider, Senora: was not this 
true even when you lived on earth? When you 
were 70, were you really older underneath 
your wrinkles and your grey hairs than when 
you were 30? 

THE OLD WOMAN. No, younger*. at 30 I was 
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a fool. But of what use is it to feel younger 
and look older? 

DON JUAN, You see, Seftora, the look was 
only an illusion. Your wrinkles lied, just as 
the plump smooth skin of many a stupid girl 
of 17, with heavy spirits and decrepit ideas, 
lies about her age? Well, here we have no 
bodies: we see each other as bodies only be- 
cause we learnt to think about one another 
under that aspect when we were alive; and 
we still think in that way, knowing no other. 
But we can appear to one another at what 
age we choose. You have but to will any of 
your old looks back, and back they will come. 

THE OLD WOMAN. It cannot be true. 

DON JUAN. Try. 

THE OLD WOMAN. Seventeen! 

DON JUAN. Stop. Before you decide, I had 
better tell you that these things are a matter 
of fashion. Occasionally we have a rage for 
17; but it does not last long. Just at present 
the fashionable age is 40 — or say 37; but 
there are signs of a change. If you were at all 
good-looking at 27, I should suggest your 
trying that, and setting a new fashion. 

THE OLD WOMAN. I do not bclieve a word 
you are saying. However, 27 be it. [Whisk/ 
the old woman becomes a young one, magnifi- 
cently attired, and so handsome that in the radi- 
ance into which her dull yellow halo has sud- 
denly lightened one might almost mistake her for 
Ann Whitefield\ 

DON JUAN. Dona Ana de Ulloa! 

ANA. What? You know me! 

DON JUAN. And you forget me! 

ANA. I cannot see your face. [He raises his 
hat\ Don Juan Tenorio! Monster! You who 
slew my father! even here you pursue me. 

DON JUAN. I protest I do not pursue you. 
Allow me to withdraw [going\ 

ANA [seizing his arm^ You shall not leave 
me alone in this dreadful place. 

DON JUAN. Provided my staying be not in- 
terpreted as pursuit. 

ANA [releasing him] You may well wonder 
how I can endure your presence. My dear, 
dear father! 

DON JUAN. Would you like to see him? 

ANA. My father here! ! ! 

DON JUAN. No: he is in heaven. 

ANA. I knew it. My noble father! He is 
looking down on us now. What must he feel 
to see his daughter in this place, and in con- 
versation with his murderer! 

DON JUAN. By the way, if we should meet 


him — 

ANA. How can we meet him? He is in 
heaven. 

DON JUAN. He condescends to look in upon 
us here from time to time. Heaven bores him. 
So let me warn you that if you meet him he 
will be mortally offended if you speak of me 
as his murderer! ‘He maintains that he was a 
much better swordsman than I, and that if 
his foot had not slipped he would have killed 
me. No doubt he is right: I was not a good 
fencer. I never dispute the point; so we are 
excellent friends. 

ANA. It is no dishonor to a soldier to be 
proud of his skill in arms. 

DON JUAN. You would rather not meet him, 
probably. 

ANA. How dare you say that? 

DON JUAN. Oh, that is the usual feeling here. 
You may remember that on earth — though 
of course we never confessed it — the death 
of anyone we knew, even those we liked best, 
was always mingled with a certain satisfac- 
tion at being finally done with them. 

ANA. Monster! Never, never. 

DON JUAN [placidly] I see you recognize the 
feeling. Yes: a funeral was always a festivity 
in black, especially the funeral of a relative. 
At all events, family ties are rarely kept up 
here. Your father is quite accustomed to this: 
he will not expect any devotion from you. 

ANA. Wretch: I wore mourning for him all 
my life. 

DON JUAN. Yes: it became you. But a life of 
mourning is one thing: an eternity of it quite 
another. Besides, here you are as dead as he. 
Can anything be more ridiculous than one 
dead person mourning for another? Do not 
look shocked, my dear Ana; and do not be 
alarmed: there is plenty of humbug in hell 
(indeed there is hardly anything else); but 
the humbug of death and age and change is 
dropped because here we are all dead and 
all eternal. You will pick up our ways soon. 

ANA. And will all the men call me their dear 
Ana? 

DON JUAN. No. That was a slip of the tongue. 
I beg your pardon. 

ANA [almost tenderly] Juan: did you really 
love me when you behaved so disgracefully 
to me? 

DON JUAN [impatiently] Oh, I beg you not to 
begin talking about love. Here they talk of 
nothing else but love: its beauty, its holiness, 
its spirituality, its devil knows what! — excuse 
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me; but it does so bore me. They dont know 
what theyre talking about: I do. They think 
they have achieved the perfection of love 
because they have no bodies. Sheer imagin- 
ative debauchery! Faugh! 

ANA. Has even death failed to refine your 
soul, Juan.^ Has the terrible judgment of 
which my father s statue was the minister 
taught you no reverence? 

DON JUAN. How is that very flattering 
statue, by the way? Does it still come to 
supper with naughty people and cast them 
into this bottomless pit? 

ANA. It has been a great expense to me. 
The boys in the monastery school would not 
let it alone: the mischievous ones broke it; 
and the studious ones wrote their names on 
it. Three new noses in two years, and fingers 
without end. I had to leave it to its fate at 
last; and now I fear it is shockingly mutilated. 
My poor father! 

DON JUAN. Hush! Listen! [T7vo great chords 
rolling on syncopated waves of sound break forth: 
D minor and its dominant: a sound of dreadful 
joy to all mxmcians\ Ha! Mozart’s statue 
music. It is your father. You had better 
disappear until I prepare him. [SAe vanishes\ 

From the void comes a living statue of white 
marble, designed to represent a majestic old man. 
But he waives his majesty with infinite grace; 
walks with a feather-like step; and makes every 
wrinkle in his war worn visage brim over with 
holiday joyousness. To his sculptor he owes a 
perfectly trained figure, which he carries erect 
and trim; and the ends of his moustache curl up, 
elastic as watchsprings, giving him an air which, 
hut for its Spanish dignity, would be called 
jaunty. He is on the pleasantest terms with Don 
Juan. His voice, save for a much more distin- 
guished intonation, is so like the voice of Roebuck 
Ramsden that it calls attention to the fact that 
they are not unlike one another in spite of their 
very different fashions of shaving. 

DON JUAN. Ah, here you are, my friend. 
Why dont you learn to sing the splendid 
music Mozart has written for you? 

THE STATUE. Unluckily he has written it 
for a bass voice. Mine is a counter tenor. 
Well: have you repented yet? 

DON JUAN. I have too much consideration 
for you to repent, Don Gonzalo. If I did, you 
would have no excuse for coming from 
heaven to argue with me. 

THE STATUE. True. Remain obdurate, my 
boy. I wish I had killed you, as I should have 


done but for an accident. Then I should have 
come here; and you would have had a statue 
and a reputation for piety to live up to. Any 
news? 

DON JUAN. Yes: your daughter is dead. 

THE STATUE [puzzled] My daughter? 
collecting] Oh! the one you were taken with. 
Let me see: what was her name? 

DON JUAN. Ana. 

THE STATUE. To be sure: Ana. A good- 
looking girl, if I recollect aright. Have you 
warned Whatshisname? her husband. 

DON JUAN. My friend Ottavio? No: I have 
not seen him since Ana arrived. 

Ana comes indignantly to light. 

ANA. What does this mean? Ottavio here 
and your friend! And you, father, have for- 
gotten my name. You are indeed turned to 
stone. 

THE STATUE. My dear*. I am so much more 
admired in marble than I ever was in my own 
person that I have retained the shape the 
sculptor gave me. He was one of the first 
men of his day: you must acknowledge that. 

ANA. Father! Vanity! personal vanity! from 
you! 

THE STATUE. All, you outlived that weak- 
ness, my daughter: you must be nearly 80 by 
this time. I was cut off (by an accident) in my 
64th year, and am considerably your junior 
in consequence. Besides, my child, in this 
place, what our libertine friend here would 
call the farce of parental wisdom is dropped. 
Regard me, I beg, as a fellow creature, not 
as a father. 

ANA. You speak as this villain speaks. 

THE STATUE. Juan is a sound thinker. Ana. 
A bad fencer, but a sound thinker. 

ANA [horror creeping upon her] I begin to 
understand. These are devils, mocking me. 
I had better pray. 

THE STATUE [consoUng her] No, no, no, "my 
child: do not pray. If you do, you will throw 
away the main advantage of this place. 
Written over the gate here are the words 
“Leave every hope behind, ye who enter.” 
Only think what a relief that is! For what is 
hope? A form of moral responsibility. Here 
there is no hope, and consequently no duty, 
no work, nothing to be gained by praying, 
nothing to be lost by doing what you like. 
Hell, in short, is a place where you have 
nothing to do but amuse yourself. [Don Juan 
sighs deeply]. You sigh, friend Juan; but if 
you dwelt in heaven, as I do, you would 
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realize your advantages. 

DON JUAN. You are in good spirits today, 
Commander. You are positively brilliant. 
What is the matter? 

THE STATUE. I have come to a momentous 
decision, my boy. But first, where is our 
friend the Devil? I must consult him in the 
matter. And Ana would like to make his 
acquaintance, no doubt. 

ANA. You are preparing some torment for 
me. 

DON JUAN. All that is superstition, Ana. 
Reassure yourself. Remember: the devil is 
not so black as he is painted. 

THE STATUE. Let US give him a call. 

At the wave of the statue's hand the great 
chords roll out again; hut this time Mozart's 
music gets grotesquely adulterated 7vith Gounod's. 
A scarlet halo begins to glow; and into it the 
Devil rises, very Mephistophelean, and not at 
all unlike Mendoza, though not so interesting. 
He looks older; is getting prematurely bald; and, 
in spite of an effusion of goodnature and friendli- 
ness, is peevish and sensitive when his advances 
are not reciprocated. He does not inspire much 
confidence in his po7vers of hard work or endur- 
ance, and is, on the 7vhole, a disagreeably self- 
indulgent looking person; but he is clever a7id 
plausible, though perceptibly less 7vell bred than 
the two other 7nen, a7id enor7nously less vital than 
the woman. 

THE DEVIL [heartihf] Have I the pleasure of 
again receiving a visit from the illustrious 
Commander of Calatrava? [Coldly^ Don Juan, 
your servant. [Politely^ And a strange lady? 
My respects, Sehora. 

ANA. Are you — 

THE DEVIL \bowing\ Lucifer, at your service. 

ANA. I shall go mad. 

THE DEVIL [^gallantly^ Ah, Sehora, do not be 
anxious. You come to us from earth, full of the 
prejudices and terrors of that priest-ridden 
place. You have heard me ill spoken of; and 
yet, believe me, I have hosts of friends there. 

ANA. Yes: you reign in their hearts. 

THE DEVIL [shaking his head^ You flatter me, 
Sehora; but you are mistaken. It is true that 
the world cannot get on without me; but it 
never gives me credit for that: in its heart it 
mistrusts and hates me. Its sympathies are 
all with misery, with poverty, with starva- 
tion of the body and of the heart. I call on 
it to sympathize with joy, with love, with 
happiness, with beauty — 

DON JUAN [nauseated] Excuse me: I am 


going. You know I cannot stand this. 

THE DEVIL [angrily] Yes: I know that you 
are no friend of mine. 

THE STATUE. What harm is he doing you, 
Juan? It seems to me that he was talking 
excellent sense when you interrupted him. 

THE DEVIL [7varmly patting the statue's hand] 
Thank you, my friend: thank you. You have 
always understood me: he has always dis- 
paraged and avoided me. 

DON JUAN. I have treated you with perfect 
courtesy. 

THE DEVIL. Courtesy! What is courtesy? I 
care nothing for mere courtesy. Give me 
warmth of heart, true sincerity, the bond of 
sympathy with love and joy — 

DON JUAN. You are making me ill. 

THE DEVIL. There! [Appealing to the statue] 
You hear, sir! Oh, by what irony of fate was 
this cold selfish egotist sent to my kingdom, 
and you taken to the icy mansions of the sky! 

THE STATUE. I cant complaiii. I was a hypo- 
crite; and it served me right to be sent to 
heaven. 

THE DEVIL. Why, sir, do you not join us, 
and leave a sphere for which your tempera- 
ment is too sympathetic, your heart too 
warm, your capacity for enjoyment too 
generous? 

THE STATUE. I liavc this day resolved to do 
so. In future, excellent Son of the Morning, 
I am yours. I have left heaven for ever. 

THE DEVIL [agam touchmg the marble hand] 
Ah, what an honor! wliat a triumph for our 
cause! Thank you, thank you. And now, my 
friend — I may call you so at last — could 
you not persuade him to take the place you 
have left vacant above? 

THE STATUE [shaking his head] I cannot 
conscientiously recommend anybody with 
whom I am on friendly terms to deliberately 
make himself dull and uncomfortable. 

THE DEVIL. Of course not; but are you sure 
he would be uncomfortable? Of course you 
know best: you brought him here originally; 
and we had the greatest hopes of him. His 
sentiments were in the best taste of our best 
people. You remember how he sang? [He 
begins to sing in a nasal operatic baritone, 
tre7nulous from an eternity of 7nisuse in the 
French manner] 

Vivan le femmine! 

Viva il buon vino! 

THE STATUE [taking up the tu7ie an octave 
higher in his counter tenor] 
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Sostegno e gloria 
D^umanitk. 

THE DEVIL. Precisely. Well, he never sings 
for us now. 

DON JUAN. Do you complain of that? Hell 
is full of musical amateurs: music is the 
brandy of the damned. May not one lost soul 
be permitted to abstain? 

THE DEVIL. You dare blaspheme against the 
sublimest of the arts! 

DON JUAN \7vith cold disgust ]You talk like a 
hysterical woman fawning on a fiddler. 

THE DEVIL. I am not angry. I merely pity 
you. You have no soul; and you are uncon- 
scious of all that you lose. Now you, Senor 
Commander, are a born musician. How well 
you sing! Mozart would be delighted if he 
were still here: but he moped and went to 
heaven. Curious how these clever men, whom 
you would have supposed born to be popular 
here, have turned out social failures, like 
Don Juan! 

DON JUAN. I am really very sorry to be a 
social failure. 

THE DEVIL. Not that wc dont admire your 
intellect, you know. We do. But I look at the 
matter from your own point of view. You 
dont get on with us. The place doesnt suit 
you. The truth is, you have — I wont say no 
heart; for we know that beneath all your 
affected cynicism you have a warm one — 

DON JUAN [shrinking^ Don’t, please dont. 

THE DEVIL [iiettled^ Well, youve no capacity 
for enjoyment. Will that satisfy you? 

DON JUAN. It is a somewhat less insufferable 
form of cant than the other. But if youll allow 
me, I’ll take refuge, as usual, in solitude. 

THE DEVIL. Why not take refuge in heaven? 
Thats the proper place for you. \To Ana\ 
Come, Sehora! could you not persuade him 
for his own good to try change of air? 

ANA. But can he go to heaven if he wants 
to? 

THE DEVIL. Whats to prevent him? 

ANA. Can anybody — can / go to heaven if 
I want to? 

THE DEVIL [rather contemptuously^ Certainly, 
if your taste lies that way. 

ANA. But why doesn’t everybody go to 
heaven, then? 

THE STATUE [chuckHug] I Can tell you that, 
my dear. It’s because heaven is the most 
angelically dull place in all creation: thats 
why. 

THE DEVIL. His Exccllcncy the Commander 


puts it with military bluntness; but the strain 
of living in heaven is intolerable. There is a 
notion that I was turned out of it; but as a 
matter of fact nothing could have induced me 
to stay there. I simply left it and organized 
this place. 

THE STATUE. I doiit wondcr at it. Nobody 
could stand an eternity of heaven. 

THE DEVIL. Oh, it suits somc people. Let 
us be just. Commander: it is a question of 
temperament. I dont admire the heavenly 
temperament: I dont understand it: I dont 
know that I particularly want to understand 
it; but it takes all sorts to make a universe. 
There is no accounting for tastes: there are 
people who like it. I think Don Juan would 
like it. 

DON JUAN. But — pardon my frankness — 
could you really go back there if you desired 
to; or are the grapes sour? 

THE DEVIL. Back there! I often go back 
there. Have you never read the book of Job? 
Have you any canonical authority for assum- 
ing that there is any barrier between our 
circle and the other one? 

ANA. But surely there is a great gulf fixed. 

THE DEVIL. Dear lady: a parable must not 
be taken literally. The gulf is the difference 
between the angelic and t he diabolic tempera- 
ment. What more impassable gulf could you 
have? Think of what you have seen on earth. 
There is no physical gulf between the philo- 
sopher’s class room and the bull ring; but 
the bull fighters do not come to the class 
room for all that. Have you ever been in 
the country where I have the largest follow- 
ing? England. There they have great race- 
courses, and also concert rooms where they 
play the classical compositions of His Excel- 
lency’s friend Mozart. Those who go to the 
racecourses can stay away from them and go 
to the classical concerts instead if they like: 
there is no law against it; for Englishmen 
never will be slaves: they are free to do what- 
ever the Government and public opinion 
allow them to do. And the classical concert is 
admitted to be a higher, more cultivated, 
poetic, intellectual, ennobling place than the 
racecourse. But do the lovers of racing desert 
their sport and flock to the concert room? 
Not they. They would suffer there all the 
weariness the Commander has suffered in 
heaven. There is the great gulf of the parable 
between the two places. A mere physical 
gulf they could bridge; or at least I could 
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bridge it for them (the earth is full of DeviPs 
Bridges); but the gulf of dislike is impassable 
and eternal. And that is the only gulf that 
separates my friends here from those who 
are invidiously called the blest. 

ANA. I shall go to heaven at once. 

THE STATUE. My child: one word of warn- 
ing first. Let me complete my friend Lucifer's 
similitude of the classical concert. At every 
one of those concerts in England you will 
find rows of weary people who are there, not 
because they really like classical music, but 
because they think they ought to like it. 
Well, there is the same thing in heaven. A 
number of people sit there in glory, not 
because they are happy, but because they 
think they owe it to their position to be in 
heaven. They are almost all English. 

THE DEVIL. Yes: the Southerners give it up 
and join me just as you have done. But the 
English really do not seem to know when 
they are thoroughly miserable. An English- 
man thinks he is moral when he is only 
uncomfortable. 

THE STATUE. In short, my daughter, if you 
go to Heaven without being naturally 
qualified for it, you will not enjoy yourself 
there. 

ANA. And who dares say that I am not 
naturally qualified for it? The most distin- 
guished princes of the Church have never 
questioned it. I owe it to myself to leave this 
place at once. 

THE DEVIL [offended] As you please, Sehora. 
I should have expected better taste from 
you. 

ANA. Father: I shall expect you to come 
with me. You cannot stay here. What will 
people say? 

THE STATUE. People! Why, the best people 
are here — princes of the church and all. So 
few go to Heaven, and so many come here, 
that the blest, once called a heavenly host, 
are a continually dwindling minority. The 
saints, the fathers, the elect of long ago are 
the cranks, the faddists, the outsiders of 
today. 

THE DEVIL. It is true. From the beginning 
of my career I knew that I should win in the 
long run by sheer weight of public opinion, 
in spite of the long campaign of misrepresenta- 
tion and calumny against me. At bottom the 
universe is a constitutional one; and with 
such a majority as mine I cannot be kept 
permanently out of office. 


DON JUAN. I think, Ana, you had better 
stay here, 

ANA [jealously] You do not want me to go 
with you. 

DON JUAN. Surely you do not want to enter 
Heaven in the company of a reprobate like 
me. 

ANA. All souls are equally precious. You 
repent, do you not? 

DON JUAN. My dear Ana, you are silly. Do 
you suppose heaven is like earth, where 
people persuade themselves that what is 
done can be undone by repentance; that what 
is spoken can be unspoken by withdrawing 
it; that what is true can be annihilated by a 
general agreement to give it the lie? No: 
heaven is the home of the masters of reality: 
that is why I am going thither. 

ANA. Thank you: I am going to heaven for 
happiness. I have had quite enough of reality 
on earth. 

DON JUAN. Then you must stay here; for 
hell is the home of the unreal and of the 
seekers for happiness. It is the only refuge 
from heaven, which is, as I tell you, the home 
of the masters of reality, and from earth, 
which is the home of the slaves of reality. 
The earth is a nursery in which men and 
women play at being heroes and heroines, 
saints and sinners; but they are dragged 
down from their fool’s paradise by their 
bodies: hunger and cold and thirst, age and 
decay and disease, death above all, makes 
them slaves of reality: thrice a day meals 
must be eaten and digested: thrice a century 
a new generation must be engendered: ages 
of faith, of romance, and of science are all 
driven at last to have but one prayer “Make 
me a healthy animal.” But here you escape 
this tyranny of the flesh; for here you are 
not an animal at all: you are a ghost, an 
appearance, an illusion, a convention, death- 
less, ageless: in a word, bodiless. There are 
no social questions here, no political questions, 
no religious questions, best of all, perhaps, 
no sanitary questions. Here you call your ap- 
pearance beauty, your emotions love, your 
sentiments heroism, your aspirations virtue, 
just as you did on earth; but here there are 
no hard facts to contradict you, no ironic con- 
trast of your needs with your pretensions, no 
human comedy, nothing but a perpetual rom- 
ance, a universal melodrama. As our German 
friend put it in his poem, “the poetically non- 
sensical here is good sense; and the Eternal 
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Feminine draws, us ever upward and on*' — 
without getting us a step farther. And yet 
you want to leave this paradise! 

ANA. But if hell be so beautiful as this, how 
glorious must heaven be! 

The Devil, the Statue, and Don Juan all begin 
to speak at once in violent protest; then stop, 
abashed. 

DON JUAN. I beg your pardon. 

THE DEVIL. Not at all. I interrupted you. 

THE STATUE. You Were going to say some- 
thing. 

DON JUAN. After you, gentlemen. 

THE DEVIL [to Don Jwfln] You have been so 
eloquent on the advantages of my dominions 
that I leave you to do equal justice to the 
drawbacks of the alternative establishment. 

DON JUAN. In heaven, as I picture it, dear 
lady, you live and work instead of playing 
and pretending. You face things as they are; 
you escape nothing but glamor; and your 
steadfastness and your peril are your glory. 
If the play still goes on here and on earth, 
and all the world is a stage, heaven is at 
least behind the scenes. But heaven cannot 
be described by metaphor. Thither I shall go 
presently, because there I hope to escape at 
last from lies and from the tedious, vulgar 
pursuit of happiness, to spend my eons in 
contemplation — 

THE STATUE. Ugh! 

DON JUAN. Seiior Commander; I do not 
blame your disgust; a picture gallery is a dull 
place for a blind man. But even as you enjoy 
the contemplation of such romantic mirages 
as beauty and pleasure; so would I enjoy the 
contemplation of that which interests me 
above all things; namely, Life; the force that 
ever strives to attain greater power of con- 
templating itself. What made this brain of 
mine, do you think? Not the need to move 
my limbs; for a rat with half my brains moves 
as well as I. Not merely the need to do, but 
the need to know what I do, lest in my blind 
efforts to live I should be slaying myself. 

THE STATUE. You would have slain yourself 
in your blind efforts to fence but for my foot 
slipping, my friend. 

DON JUAN. Audacious ribald: your laughter 
will finish in hideous boredom before morn- 
ing. 

THE STATUE. Ha ha! Do you remember how 
I frightened you when I said something like 
that to you from my pedestal in Seville? It 
sounds rather flat without my trombones. 


DON JUAN. They tell me it generally sounds 
flat with them. Commander. 

ANA. Oh, do not interrupt with these 
frivolities, father. Is there nothing in heaven 
but contemplation, Juan. 

DON JUAN. In the heaven I seek, no other 
joy. But there is the work of helping Life in 
its struggle upward. Think of how it wastes 
and scatters itself, how it raises up obstacles 
to itself and destroys itself in its ignorance 
and blindness. It needs a brain, this irresis- 
tible force, lest in its ignorance it should resist 
itself. What a piece of work is man! says the 
poet. Yes; but what a blunderer! Here is the 
highest miracle of organization yet attained 
by life, the most intensely alive thing that 
exists, the most conscious of all the organ- 
isms; and yet, how wretched are his brains! 
Stupidity made sordid and cruel by the reali- 
ties learnt from toil and poverty: Imagina- 
tion resolved to starve sooner than face 
these realities, piling up illusions to hide 
them, and calling itself cleverness, genius! 
And each accusing the other of its own 
defect; Stupidity accusing Imagination of 
folly, and Imagination accusing Stupidity of 
ignorance; whereas, alas! Stupidity has all 
the knowledge, and Imagination all the 
intelligence. 

THE DEVIL. And a pretty kettle of fish they 
make of it between them. Did I not say, 
when I was arranging that affair of Faust’s, 
that all Man’s reason has done for him is 
to make him beastlier than any beast. One 
splendid body is worth the brains of a 
hundred dyspeptic, flatulent philosophers. 

DON JUAN. You forget that brainless mag- 
nificence of body has been tried. Things 
immeasurably greater than man in every 
respect but brain have existed and perished. 
The megatherium, the icthyosaurus have 
paced the earth with seven-league steps and 
hidden the day with cloud vast wings. Where 
are they now? Fossils in museums, and so few 
and imperfect at that, that a knuckle bone 
or a tooth of one of them is prized beyond the 
lives of a thousand soldiers. These things 
lived and wanted to live; but for lack of brains 
they did not know how to carry out their 
purpose, and so destroyed themselves. 

THE DEVIL. And is Man any the less 
destroying himself for all this boasted brain 
of his? Have you walked up and down upon 
the earth lately? I have; and I have examined 
Man’s wonderful inventions. And I tell you 
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that in the arts of life man invents no- 
thing; but in the arts of death he outdoes 
Nature herself, and produces by chemistry 
and machinery all the slaughter of plague, 
pestilence, and famine. The peasant I tempt 
today eats and drinks "what was eaten and 
drunk by the peasants of ten thousand years 
ago; and the house he lives in has not altered 
as much in a thousand centuries as the 
fashion of a lady’s bonnet in a score of weeks. 
But when he goes out to slay, he carries a 
marvel of mechanism that lets loose at the 
touch of his finger all the hidden molecular 
energies, and leaves the javelin, the arrow, 
the blowpipe of his fathers far behind. In 
the arts of peace Man is a bungler. I have 
seen his cotton factories and the like, with 
machinery that a greedy dog could have 
invented if it had wanted money instead of 
food. I know his clumsy typewriters and 
bungling locomotives and tedious bicycles: 
they are toys compared to the Maxim gun, 
the submarine torpedo boat. There is nothing 
in Man’s industrial machinery but his greed 
and sloth: his heart is in his weapons. This 
marvellous force of Life of which you boast 
is a force of Death: Man measures his 
strength by his destructiveness. What is his 
religion? An excuse for hating m e. What is 
his law? An excuse for hanging you. What is 
his morality? Gentility! an excuse for con- 
suming without producing. What is his art? 
An excuse for gloating over pictures of 
slaughter. What are his politics? Either the 
worship of a despot because a despot can kill, 
or parliamentary cock-fighting. I spent an 
evening lately in a certain celebrated legis- 
lature, and heard the pot lecturing the kettle 
for its blackness, and ministers answering 
questions. When I left I chalked up on the 
door the old nursery saying “Ask no questions 
and you will be told no lies.’’ I bought a 
sixpenny family magazine, and found it full 
of pictures of young men shooting and stab- 
bing one another. I saw a man die: he was a 
London bricklayer’s laborer with seven 
children. He left seventeen pounds club 
money; and his wife spent it all on his 
funeral and went into the workhouse with 
the children next day. She would not have 
spent sevenpence on her children’s school- 
ing: the law had to force her to let them be 
taught gratuitously; but on death she spent 
all she had. Their imagination glows, their 
energies rise up at the idea of death, these 


people: they love it; and the more horrible 
it is the more they enjoy it. Hell is a place 
far above their comprehension: they derive 
their notion of it from two of the greatest 
fools that ever lived, an Italian and an 
Englishman. The Italian described it as a 
place of mud, frost, filth, fire, and venomous 
serpents: all torture. This ass, when he was 
not lying about me, was maundering about 
some woman whom he saw once in the street. 
The Englishman described me as being ex- 
pelled from Heaven by cannons and gun- 
powder; and to this day every Briton believes 
that the whole of his silly story is in the 
Bible. What else he says I do not know; for 
it is all in a long poem which neither I nor any- 
one else ever succeeded in wading through. 
It is the same in everything. The highest 
form of literature is the tragedy, a play in 
which everybody is murdered at the end. In 
the old chronicles you read of earthquakes 
and pestilences, and are told that these 
shewed the power and majesty of God and 
the littleness of Man. Nowadays the chron- 
icles describe battles. In a battle two bodies 
of men shoot at one another with bullets and 
explosive shells until one body runs away, 
when the others chase the fugitives on horse- 
back and cut them to pieces as they fly. And 
this, the chronicle concludes, shews the great- 
ness and majesty of empires, and the little- 
ness of the vanquished. Over such battles 
the people run about the streets yelling with 
delight, and egg their governments on to 
spend hundreds of millions of money in 
the slaughter, whilst the strongest Ministers 
dare not spend an extra penny in the pound 
against the poverty and pestilence through 
which they themselves daily walk. I could 
give you a thousand instances; but they all 
come to the same thing: the power that 
governs the earth is not the power of Life 
but the power of Death; and the inner need 
that has nerved Life to the effort of organiz- 
ing itself into the human being is not the 
need for higher life but for a more efficient 
engine of destruction. The plague, the famine, 
the earthquake, the tempest were too spas- 
modic in their action; the tiger and crocodile 
were too easily satiated and not cruel 
enough: something more constantly, more 
ruthlessly, more ingeniously destructive was 
needed; and that something was Man, the 
inventor of the rack, the stake, the gallows, 
the electric chair; of sword and gun and 
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poison gas; above all, of justice, duty, 
patriotism, and all the other isms by which 
even those who are clever enough to be 
humanely disposed are persuaded to become 
the most destructive of all the destroyers. 

DON JUAN. Pshaw! all this is old. Your weak 
side, my diabolic friend, is that you have 
always been a gull: you take Man at his own 
valuation. Nothing would flatter him more 
than your opinion of him. He loves to think 
of himself as bold and bad. He is neither one 
nor the other: he is only a coward. Call him 
tyrant, murderer, pirate, bully; and he will 
adore you, and swagger about with the 
consciousness of having the blood of the old 
sea kings in his veins. Call him liar and thief; 
and he will only take an action against you 
for libel. But call him coward; and he will 
go mad with rage: he will face death to out- 
face that stinging truth. Man gives every 
reason for his conduct save one, every excuse 
for his crimes save one, every plea for his 
safety save one; and that one is his cowardice. 
Yet all his civilization is founded on his 
cowardice, on his abject tameness, which he 
calls his respectability. There are limits to 
what a mule or an ass will stand; but Man 
will suffer himself to be degraded until his 
vileness becomes so loathsome to his op- 
pressors that they themselves are forced to 
reform it. 

THE DEVIL. Precisely. And these are the 
creatures in whom you discover what you 
call a Life Force! 

DON JUAN. Yes; for now comes the most 
surprising part of the whole business. 

THE STATUE. Wliats that? 

DON JUAN. Why, that you can make any of 
these cowards brave by simply putting an 
idea into his head. 

THE STATUE. Stuff! As an old soldier I admit 
the cowardice: it’s as universal as sea sickness, 
and matters just as little. But that about 
putting an idea into a man’s head is stuff and 
nonsense. In a battle all you need to make 
you fight is a little hot blood and the know- 
ledge that it’s more dangerous to lose than 
to win. 

DON JUAN. That is perhaps why battles arc 
so useless. But men never really overcome 
fear until they imagine they are fighting to 
further a universal purpose — fighting for an 
idea, as they call it. Why was the Crusader 
braver than the pirate? Because he fought, 
not for himself, but for the Cross. What force 


was it that met him with a valor as reckless 
as his own? The force of men who fought, 
not for themselves, but for Islam. They took 
Spain from us, though we were fighting for 
our very hearths and homes; but when we, 
too, fought for that mighty idea, a Catholic 
Church, we swept them back to Africa. 

THE DEVIL [ironically^ What! you a Catholic, 
Sehor Don Juan! A devotee! My congratula- 
tions. 

THE STATUE [scriously^ Come, come! as a 
soldier, I can listen to nothing against the 
Church. 

DON JUAN. Have no fear, Commander: this 
idea of a Catholic Church will survive Islam, 
will survive the Cross, will survive even that 
vulgar pageant of incompetent schoolboyish 
gladiators which you call the Army. 

THE STATUE. Juan: you will force me to call 
you to account for this. 

DON JUAN. Useless: I cannot fence. Every 
idea for which Man will die will be a Catholic 
idea. When the Spaniard learns at last that 
he is no better than the Saracen, and his 
prophet no better than Mahomet, he will 
arise, more Catholic than ever, and die on a 
barricade across the filthy slum he starves in, 
for universal liberty and equality. 

THE STATUE. Bosh! 

DON JUAN. What you call bosh is the only 
thing men dare die for. Later on. Liberty 
will not be Catholic enough: men will die for 
human perfection, to which they will sacrifice 
all their liberty gladly. 

THE DEVIL. Ay: they will never be at a loss 
for an excuse for killing one another. 

DON JUAN. What of that? It is not death 
that matters, but the fear of death. It is not 
killing and dying that degrades us, but base 
living, and accepting the wages and profits of 
degradation. Better ten dead men than one 
live slave or his master. Men shall yet rise 
up, father against son and brother against 
brother, and kill one another for the great 
Catholic idea of abolishing slavery. 

THE DEVIL. Yes, whcn the Liberty and 
Equality of which you prate shall have made 
free white Christians cheaper in the labor 
market than black heathen slaves sold by 
auction at the block. 

DON JUAN. Never fear! the white laborer 
shall have his turn too. But I am not now 
defending the illusory forms the great ideas 
take. I am giving you examples of the fact 
that this creature Man, who in his own selfish 
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affairs is a coward to the backbone, will fight 
for an idea like a hero. He may be abject as 
a citizen; but he is dangerous as a fanatic. 
He can only be enslaved whilst he is spiritu- 
ally weak enough to listen to reason. I tell 
you, gentlemen, if you can shew a man a 
piece of what he now calls God’s work to do, 
and what he will later on call by many new 
names, you can make him entirely reckless of 
the consequences to himself personally. 

ANA. Yes: he shirks all his responsibilities, 
and leaves his wife to grapple with them. 

THE STATUE. Well Said, daughter. Do not 
let him talk you out of your common sense. 

THE DEVIL. Alas! Sehor Commander, now 
that we have got on to the subject of Woman, 
he will talk more than ever. However, I con- 
fess it is for me the one supremely interest- 
ing subject. 

DON JUAN. To a woman, Senora, man’s 
duties and responsibilities begin and end 
with the task of getting bread for her chil- 
dren. To her, Man is only a means to the end 
of getting children and rearing them. 

ANA. Is that your idea of a woman’s mind? 
I call it cynical and disgusting animalism. 

DON JUAN. Pardon me. Ana: I said nothing 
about a woman’s whole mind. I spoke of her 
view of Man as a separate sex. It is no more 
cynical than her view of herself as above 
all things a Mother. Sexually, Woman is 
Nature’s contrivance for perpetuating its 
highest achievement. Sexually, Man is 
Woman’s contrivance for fulfilling Nature’s 
behest in the most economical way. She 
knows by instinct that far back in the evolu- 
tional process she invented him, differentiated 
him, created him in order to produce some- 
thing better than the single-sexed process 
can produce. Whilst he fulfils the purpose 
for which she made him, he is welcome to 
his dreams, his follies, his ideals, his heroisms, 
provided that the keystone of them all is the 
worship of woman, of motherhood, of the 
family, of the hearth. But how rash and 
dangerous it was to invent a separate crea- 
ture whose sole function was her own im- 
pregnation! For mark what has happened. 
First, Man has multiplied on her hands until 
there are as many men as women; so that 
she has been unable to employ for her pur- 
poses more than a fraction of the immense 
energy she has left at his disposal by saving 
him the exhausting labor of gestation. This 
superfluous energy has gone to his brain and 


to his muscle. He has become too strong t( 
be controlled by her bodily, and too imagina 
tive and mentally vigorous to be conteni 
with mere self-reproduction. He has createc 
civilization without consulting her, taking 
her domestic labor for granted as the founda 
tion of it. 

ANA. That is true, at all events. 

THE DEVIL. Yes: and this civilization! wha 
is it, after all? 

DON JUAN. After all, an excellent peg t( 
hang your cynical commonplaces on; bu 
before all, it is an attempt on Man’s part t( 
make himself something more than the men 
instrument of Woman’s purpose. So far, th< 
result of Life’s continual effort not only t< 
maintain itself, but to achieve higher anc 
higher organization and completer self 
consciousness, is only, at best, a doubtfu 
campaign between its forces and those o 
Death and Degeneration. The battles in thi 
campaign are mere blunders, mostly won 
like actual military battles, in spite of th< 
commanders. 

THE STATUE. That is a dig at me. N( 
matter: go on, go on. 

DON JUAN. It is a dig at a much highe 
power than you. Commander. Still, you mus 
have noticed in your profession that even ; 
stupid general can win battles when th* 
enemy’s general is a little stupider. 

THE STATUE \yery seriously] Most true, Juar 
most true. Some donkeys have amazing lucl< 

DON JUAN. Well, the Life Force is stupid 
but it is not so stupid as the forces of Deatl 
and Degeneration. Besides, these are in it 
pay all the time. And so Life wins, after 
fashion. What mere copiousness of fecundit; 
can supply and mere greed preserve, w 
possess. The survival of whatever form c 
civilization can produce the best rifle and th 
best fed riflemen is assured. 

THE DEVIL. Exactly! the survival, not c 
the most effective means of Life but of th 
most effective means of Death. You alway 
come back to my point, in spite of you 
wrigglings and evasions and sophistries, no 
to mention the intolerable length of you 
speeches. 

DON JUAN. Oh, come! who began makinj 
long speeches? However, if I overtax you 
intellect, you can leave us and seek th 
society of love and beauty and the rest c 
your favorite boredoms 

THE DEVIL [much offended] This is not fail 
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Don Juan, and not civil. I am also on the 
intellectual plane. Nobody can appreciate it 
more than I do. I am arguing fairly with you, 
and, I think, successfully refuting you. Let 
us go on for another hour if you like. 

DON JUAN. Good: let us. 

THE STATUE. Not that I scc any prospect 
of your coming to any point in particular, 
Juan. Still, since in this place, instead of 
merely killing time we have to kill eternity, 
go ahead by all means. 

DON JUAN [somewhat impatiently^ My point, 
you marble-headed old masterpiece, is only 
a step ahead of you. Are we agreed that Life 
is a force which has made innumerable ex- 
periments in organizing itself; that the mam- 
moth and the man, the mouse and the 
megatherium, the flies and the fleas and the 
Fathers of the Church, are all more or less 
successful attempts to build up that raw 
force into higher and higher individuals, the 
ideal individual being omnipotent, omni- 
scient, infallible, and withal completely, 
unilludedly self-conscious: in short, a god? 

THE DEVIL. I agree, for the sake of argu- 
ment. 

THE STATUE. I agree, for the sake of 
avoiding argument. 

ANA. I most emphatically disagree as re- 
gards the Fathers of the Church; and I must 
beg you not to drag them into the argu- 
ment. 

DON JUAN. I did so purely for the sake of 
alliteration. Ana; and I shall make no further 
allusion to them. And now, since we are, 
with that exception, agreed so far, will you 
not agree with me further that Life has not 
measured the success of its attempts at 
godhead by the beauty or bodily perfection 
of the result, since in both these respects the 
birds, as our friend Aristophanes long ago 
pointed out, are so extraordinarily superior, 
with their power of flight and their lovely 
plumage, and, may I add, the touching 
poetry of their loves and nestings, that it is 
inconceivable that Life, having once pro- 
duced them, should, if love and beauty were 
her object, start off on another line and labor 
at the clumsy elephant and the hideous ape, 
whose grandchildren we are? 

ANA. Aristophanes was a heathen; and you, 
Juan, I am afraid, are very little better. 

THE DEVIL. You conclude, then, that Life 
was driving at clumsiness and ugliness? 

DON JUAN. No, perverse devil that you are, 


a thousand times no. Life was driving at 
brains — at its darling object: an organ by 
which it can attain not only self-conscious- 
ness but self-understanding. 

THE STATUE. This is metaphysics, Juan. 
Why the devil should — [to The Devil] I beg 
your pardon. 

THE DEVIL. Pray dont mention it. I have 
always regarded the use of my name to 
secure additional emphasis as a high com- 
pliment to me. It is quite at your service. 
Commander. 

THE STATUE. Thank you: thats very good 
of you. Even in heaven, I never quite got out 
of my old military habits of speech. What I 
was going to ask Juan was why Life should 
bother itself about getting a brain. Why 
should it want to understand itself? Why not 
be content to enjoy itself? 

DON JUAN. Without a brain. Commander, 
you would enjoy yourself without knowing it, 
and so lose all the fun. 

THE STATUE. Truc, most true. But I am 
quite content with brain enough to know 
that Fm enjoying myself. I dont want to 
understand why. In fact, Fd rather not. My 
experience is that one’s pleasures dont bear 
thinking about. 

DON JUAN. That is why intellect is so un- 
popular. But to Life, the force behind the 
Man, intellect is a necessity, because with- 
out it he blunders into death. Just as Life, 
after ages of struggle, evolved that wonderful 
bodily organ the eye, so that the living 
organism could see where it was going and 
what was coming to help or threaten it, and 
thus avoid a thousand dangers that formerly 
slew it, so it is evolving today a mind’s eye 
that shall see, not the physical world, but 
the purpose of Life, and thereby enable the 
individual to work for that purpose instead 
of thwarting and baffling it by setting up 
shortsighted personal aims as at present. 
Even as it is, only one sort of man has ever 
been happy, has ever been universally re- 
spected among all the conflicts of interests 
and illusions. 

THE STATUE. You mean the military man. 

DON JUAN. Commander: I do n o t mean the 
military man. When the military man ap- 
proaches, the world locks up its spoons and 
packs off its womankind. No: I sing, not arms 
and the hero, but the philosophic man: he 
who seeks in contemplation to discover the 
inner will of the world, in invention to dis- 
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cover the means of fulfilling that will, and in 
action to do that will by the so-discovered 
means. Of all other sorts of men I declare 
myself tired. They are tedious failures. When 
I was on earth, professors of all sorts prowled 
round me feeling for an unhealthy spot in 
me on which they could fasten. The doctors 
of medicine bade me consider what I must 
do to save my body, and offered me quack 
cures for imaginary diseases. I replied that 
I was not a hypochondriac; so they called me 
Ignoramus and went their way. The doctors 
of divinity bade me consider what I must do 
to save my soul; but I was not a spiritual 
hypochondriac any more than a bodily one, 
and would not trouble myself about that 
either; so they called me Atheist and went 
their way. After them came the politician 
who s«aid there was only one purpose in 
nature, and that was to get him into parlia- 
ment. I told him I did not care whether he 
got into parliament or not; so he called me 
Mugwump and went his way. Then came 
the romantic man, the Artist, with his love 
songs and his paintings and his poems; and 
with him I had great delight for many years, 
and some profit; for I cultivated my senses 
for his sake; and his songs taught me to hear 
better, his paintings to see better, and his 
poems to feel more deeply. But he led me at 
last into the worship of Woman. 

ANA. Juan! 

DON JUAN. Yes: I came to believe that in her 
voice was all the music of the song, in her 
face all the beauty of the painting, and in her 
soul all the emotion of the poem. 

ANA. And you were disappointed, I suppose. 
Well, was it her fault that you attributed all 
these perfections to her? 

DON JUAN. Yes, partly. For with a wonder- 
ful instinctive cunning, she kept silent and 
allowed me to glorify her: to mistake my own 
visions, thoughts, and feelings for hers. Now 
my friend the romantic man was often too poor 
or too timid to approach those women who 
were beautiful or refined enough to seem to 
realize his ideal; and so he went to his grave 
believing in his dream. But I was more favored 
by nature and circumstance. I was of noble 
birth and rich; and when my person did not 
please, my conversation flattered, though I 
generally found myself fortunate in both. 

THE STATUE. CoXCOmb! 

DON JUAN. Yes; but even my coxcombry 
pleased. Well, I found that when I had 


touched a woman’s imagination, she would 
allow me to persuade myself that she loved 
me; but when my suit was granted she never 
said “I am happy: my love is satisfied”: she 
always said, first, “At last, the barriers are 
down,” and second, “When will you come 
again?” 

ANA, That is exactly what men say. 

DON JUAN. I protest I never said it. But all 
women say it. Well, these two speeches 
always alarmed me; for the first meant that 
the lady’s impulse had been solely to throw 
down my fortifications and gain my citadel; 
and the second openly announced that hence- 
forth she regarded me as her property, and 
counted my time as already wholly at her 
disposal. 

THE DEVIL. That is where your want of 
heart came in. 

THE STATUE [sfiakvig Ms head] You shouldnt 
repeat what a woman says, Juan. 

ANA [severely] It should be sacred to you. 

THE STATUE. Still, they certainly do say it. 
I never minded the barriers; but there was 
always a slight shock about the other, unless 
one was very hard hit indeed. 

DON JUAN. Then the lady, who had been 
happy and idle enough before, became 
anxious, preoccupied with me, always in- 
triguing, conspiring, pursuing, watching, 
waiting, bent wholly on making sure of her 
prey: I being the prey, you understand. 
Now this was not what I had bargained for. 
It may have been very proper and very 
natural; but it was not music, painting, 
poetry, and joy incarnated in a beautiful 
woman. I ran away from it. I ran away from 
it very often: in fact I became famous for 
running away from it. 

ANA. Infamous, you mean. 

DON JUAN. I did not run away from you. 
Do you blame me for running away from the 
others? 

ANA. Nonsense, man. You are talking to a 
woman of 77 now. If you had had the chance, 
you would have run away from me too — if 
I had let you. You would not have found it 
so easy with me as with some of the others. 
If men will not be faithful to their home and 
their duties, they must be made to be. I 
daresay you all want to marry lovely incar- 
nations of music and painting and poetry. 
Well, you cant have them, because they 
dont exist. If flesh and blood is not good 
enough for you you must go without: thats 
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all. Women have to put up with flesh-and- 
blood husbands — and little enough of that 
too, sometimes; and you will have to put up 
with flesh-and-blood wives. yThe Devil looks 
dubious. The Statue makes a wry face^. I sec 
you dont like that, any of you; but it’s true, 
for all that; so if you dont like it you can 
lump it. 

DON JUAN. My dear lady, you have put my 
whole case against romance into a few sen- 
tences. That is just why I turned my back 
on the romantic man with the artist nature, 
as he called his infatuation. I thanked him 
for teaching me to use my eyes and ears; but 
I told him that his beauty worshipping and 
happiness hunting and woman idealizing 
was not worth a dump as a philosophy of life; 
so he called me Philistine and went his way. 

ANA. It seems that Woman taught you 
something, too, with all her defects. 

DON JUAN. She did more; she interpreted 
all the other teaching for me. Ah, my friends, 
when the barriers were down for the first 
time, what an astounding illumination! I 
had been prepared for infatuation, for in- 
toxication, for all the illusions of love’s young 
dream; and lo! never was my perception 
clearer, nor my criticism more ruthless. The 
most jealous rival of my mistress never saw 
every blemish in her more keenly than I. I 
was not duped: I took her without chloro- 
form. 

ANA. But you did take her. 

DON JUAN. That was the revelation. Up to 
that moment I had never lost the sense of 
being my own master; never consciously 
taken a single step until my reason had 
examined and approved it. I had come to 
believe that I was a purely rational creature: 
a thinker! I said, with the foolish philosopher, 
“I think; therefore I am.” It was Woman 
who taught me to say ‘T am; therefore I 
think.” And also ‘T would think more; there- 
fore I must be more.” 

THE STATUE. This is extremely abstract 
and metaphysical, Juan. If you would stick 
to the concrete, and put your discoveries in 
the form of entertaining anecdotes about 
your adventures with women, your con- 
versation would be easier to follow. 

DON JUAN. Bah! what need I add? Do you 
not understand that when I stood face to 
face with Woman, every fibre in my clear 
critical brain warned me to spare her and 
save myself. My morals said No. My con- 


science said No. My chivalry and pity for her 
said No. My prudent regard for myself said 
No. My ear, practised on a thousand songs and 
symphonies; my eye, exercised on a thousand 
paintings; tore her voice, her features, her 
color to shreds. I caught all those tell-tale 
resemblances to her father and mother by 
which I knew what she would be like in 
thirty years’ time. I noted the gleam of gold 
from a dead tooth in the laughing mouth: I 
made curious observations of the strange 
odors of the chemistry of the nerves. The 
visions of my romantic reveries, in which I 
had trod the plains of heaven with a death- 
less, ageless creature of coral and ivory, de- 
serted me in that supreme hour. I remem- 
bered them and desperately strove to recover 
their illusion; but they now seemed the 
emptiest of inventions: my judgment was 
not to be corrupted: my brain still said No 
on every issue. And whilst I was in the act 
of framing my excuse to the lady, Life seized 
me and threw me into her arms as a sailor 
throws a scrap of fish into the mouth of a 
seabird. 

THE STATUE. You might as well have gone 
without thinking such a lot about it, Juan. 
You are like all the clever men: you have 
more brains than is good for you. 

THE DEVIL. And were you not the happier 
for the experience, Senor Don Juan? 

DON JUAN. The happier, no: the wiser, yes. 
That moment introduced me for the first 
time to myself, and, through myself, to the 
world. I saw then how useless it is to attempt 
to impose conditions on the irresistible force 
of Life; to preach prudence, careful selection, 
virtue, honor, chastity — 

ANA. Don Juan: a word against chastity is 
an insult to me. 

DON JUAN. I say nothing against your 
chastity, Sehora, since it took the form of a 
husband and twelve children. What more 
could you have done had you been the most 
abandoned of women? 

ANA. I could have had twelve husbands 
and no children: thats what I could have 
done, Juan. And let me tell you that that 
would have made all the difference to the 
earth which I replenished. 

THE STATUE. Bravo Ana! Juan: you are 
floored, quelled, annihilated. 

DON JUAN. No; for though that difference 
is the true essential difference — Dona Ana 
has, I admit, gone straight to the real point 
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— yet it is not a difference of love or chastity, 
or even constancy; for twelve children by 
twelve different husbands would have re- 
plenished the earth perhaps more effectively. 
Suppose my friend Ottavio had died when 
you were thirty, you would never have re- 
mained a widow: you were too beautiful. 
Suppose the successor of Ottavio had died 
when you were forty, you would still have 
been irresistible; and a woman who marries 
twice marries three times if she becomes free 
to do so. Twelve lawful children borne by 
one highly respectable lady to three different 
fathers is not impossible nor condemned by 
public opinion. That such a lady may be more 
law abiding than the poor girl whom we used 
to spurn into the gutter for bearing one un- 
lawful infant is no doubt true; but dare you 
say she is less self-indulgent? 

ANA. She is more virtuous: that is enough 
for me. 

DON JUAN. In that case, what is virtue but 
the IVade Unionism of the married? Let us 
face the facts, dear Ana. The Life Force 
respects marriage only because marriage is 
a contrivance of its own to secure the greatest 
number of children and the closest care of 
them. For honor, chastity, and all the rest of 
your moral figments it cares not a rap. Mar- 
riage is the most licentious of human in- 
stitutions — 

ANA. Juan! 

THE STATUE [protesting] Really! — 

DON JUAN [determinedly] I say the most 
licentious of human institutions: that is the 
secret of its popularity. And a woman seek- 
ing a husband is the most unscrupulous of all 
the beasts of prey. The confusion of marriage 
with morality has done more to destroy the 
conscience of the human race than any other 
single error. Come, Ana! do not look shocked: 
you know better than any of us that marriage 
is a mantrap baited with simulated accom- 
plishments and delusive idealizations. When 
your sainted mother, by dint of scoldings 
and punishments, forced you to learn how 
to play half a dozen pieces on the spinet — 
which she hated as much as you did — had she 
any other purpose than to delude your suitors 
into the belief that your husband would have 
in his home an angel who would fill it with 
melody, or at least play him to sleep after 
dinner? You married my friend Ottavio: 
well, did you ever open the spinet from the 
hour when the Church united him to you? 


ANA. You are a fool, Juan. A young married 
woman has something else to do than sit at 
the spinet without any support for her back; 
so she gets out of the habit of playing. 

DON JUAN. Not if she loves music. No: be- 
lieve me, she only throws away the bait when 
the bird is in the net. 

ANA [bitterly] And men, I suppose, never 
throw off the mask when their bird is in the 
net. The husband never becomes negligent, 
selfish, brutal — oh, never! 

DON JUAN. What do these recriminations 
prove, Ana? Only that the hero is as gross 
an imposture as the heroine. 

ANA. It is all nonsense: most marriages are 
perfectly comfortable. 

DON JUAN. “Perfectly’^ is a strong expres- 
sion, Ana. What you mean is that sensible 
people make the best of one another. Send 
me to the galleys and chain me to the felon 
whose number happens to be next before 
mine; and I must accept the inevitable and 
make the best of the companionship. Many 
such companionships, they tell me, are touch- 
ingly affectionate; and most are at least 
tolerably friendly. But that does not make a 
chain a desirable ornament nor the galleys 
an abode of bliss. Those who talk most about 
the blessings of marriage and the constancy 
of its vows are the very people who declare 
that if the chain were broken and the 
prisoners left free to choose, the whole social 
fabric would fly asunder. You cannot have 
the argument both ways. If the prisoner is 
happy, why lock him in? If he is not, why 
pretend that he is? 

ANA. At all events, let me take an old 
woman's privilege again, and tell you flatly 
that marriage peoples the world and de- 
bauchery does not. 

DON JUAN. How if a time come when this 
shall cease to be true? Do you not know that 
where there is a will there is a way? that 
whatever Man really wishes to do he will 
finally discover a means of doing? Well, you 
have done your best, you virtuous ladies, and 
others of your way of thinking, to bend 
Man's mind wholly towards honorable love 
as the highest good, and to understand by 
honorable love romance and beauty and 
happiness in the possession of beautiful, re- 
fined, delicate, affectionate women. You 
have taught women to value their own youth 
health, shapeliness, and refinement above 
all things. Well, what place have squalling 
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babies and household cares in this exquisite 
paradise of the senses and emotions? Is it 
not the inevitable end of it all that the human 
will shall say to the human brain: invent me 
a means by which I can have love, beauty, 
romance, emotion, passion, without their 
wretched penalties, their expenses, their 
worries, their trials, their illnesses and agonies 
and risks of death, their retinue of servants 
and nurses and doctors and schoolmasters. 

THE DEVIL. All this, SeRor Don Juan, is 
realized here in my realm. 

DON JUAN. Yes, at the cost of death. Man 
will not take it at that price: he demands the 
romantic delights of your hell whilst he is 
still on earth. Well, the means will be found: 
the brain will not fail when the will is in 
earnest. The day is coming when great 
nations will find their numbers dwindling 
from census to census; when the six roomed 
villa will rise in price above the family man- 
sion; when the viciously reckless poor and 
the stupidly pious rich will delay the ex- 
tinction of the race only by degrading it; 
whilst the boldly prudent, the thriftily selfish 
and ambitious, the imaginative and poetic, 
the lovers of money and solid comfort, the 
worshippers of success, of art, and of love, 
will all oppose to the Force of Life the device 
of sterility. 

THE STATUE. That is all very eloquent, my 
young friend; but if you had lived to Ana’s 
age, or even to mine, you would have learned 
that the people who get rid of the fear of 
poverty and children and all the other family 
troubles, and devote themselves to having 
a good time of it, only leave their minds 
free for the fear of old age and ugliness 
and impotence and death. The childless 
laborer is more tormented by his wife’s idle- 
ness and her constant demands for amuse- 
ment and distraction than he could be by 
twenty children; and his wife is more 
wretched than he. I have had my share of 
vanity; for as a young man I was admired by 
women; and as a statue I am praised by art 
critics. But I confess that had I found no- 
thing to do in the world but wallow in these 
delights I should have cut my throat. When 
I married Ana’s mother — or perhaps, to be 
strictly correct, I should rather say when I at 
last gave in and allowed Ana’s mother to 
marry me — I knew that I was planting 
thorns in my pillow, and that marriage for 
me, a swaggering young officer thitherto 


unvanquished, meant defeat and capture. 

ANA [scandalized] Father! 

THE STATUE. I am sorry to shock you, my 
love; but since Juan has stripped every rag 
of decency from the discussion I may as well 
tell the frozen truth. 

ANA. Hmf! I suppose I was one of the 
thorns. 

THE STATUE. By no means: you were often 
a rose. You see, your mother had most of the 
trouble you gave. 

DON JUAN. Then may I ask. Commander, 
why you have left Heaven to come here and 
wallow, as you express it, in sentimental 
beatitudes which you confess would once 
have driven you to cut your throat? 

THE STATUE [struck by this] Egad, thats 
true. 

THE DEVIL [alarmed] What! You are going 
back from your word! [To Don Juan] And all 
your philosophizing has been nothing but a 
mask for proselytizing! [To the Statue] Have 
you forgotten already the hideous dulness 
from which I am offering you a refuge here? 
[To Don Juan] And does your demonstra- 
tion of the approaching sterilization and ex- 
tinction of mankind lead to anything better 
than making the most of those pleasures of 
art and love which you yourself admit refined 
you, elevated you, developed you? 

DON JUAN. I never demonstrated the ex- 
tinction of mankind. Life cannot will its own 
extinction either in its blind amorphous 
state or in any of the forms into which it has 
organized itself. I had not finished when His 
Excellency interrupted me. 

THE STATUE. I begin to doubt whether 
you ever will finish, my friend. You are ex- 
tremely fond of hearing yourself talk. 

DON JUAN. True; but since you have en- 
dured so much, you may as well endure to the 
end. Long before this sterilization which I 
described becomes more than a clearly fore- 
seen possibility, the reaction will begin. The 
great central purpose of breeding the race: 
ay, breeding it to heights now deemed super- 
human: that purpose, which is now hidden in 
a mephitic cloud of love and romance and pru- 
dery and fastidiousness, will break through 
into clear sunlight as a purpose no longer 
to be confused with the gratification of per- 
sonal fancies, the impossible realization of 
boys* and girls* dreams of bliss, or the need 
of older people for companionship or money. 
The plain-spoken marriage services of the 
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vernacular Churches will no longer be abbre- 
viated and half suppressed as indelicate. 
The sober decency, earnestness, and author- 
ity of their declaration of the real purpose 
of marriage will be honored and accepted, 
whilst their romantic vowings and pledgings 
and until-death-do-us-partings and the like 
will be expunged as unbearable frivolities. 
Do my sex the justice to admit, Senora, that 
we have always recognized that the sex rela- 
tion is not a personal or friendly relation at all. 

ANA. Not a personal or friendly relation! 
What relation is more personal? more sacred? 
more holy? 

DON JUAN. Sacred and holy, if you like. 
Ana, but not personally friendly. Your re- 
lation to God is sacred and holy: dare you 
call it personally friendly? In the sex relation 
the universal creative energy, of which the 
parties are both the helpless agents, over- 
rides and sweeps away all personal considera- 
tions, and dispenses with all personal rela- 
tions. The pair may be utter strangers to one 
another, speaking different languages, differ- 
ing in race and color, in age and disposition, 
with no bond between them but a possibility 
of that fecundity for the sake of which the 
Life Force throws them into one another’s 
arms at the exchange of a glance. Do we not 
recognize this by allowing marriages to be 
made by parents without consulting the 
woman? Have you not often expressed your 
disgust at the immorality of the English 
nation, in which women and men of noble 
birth become acquainted and court each 
other like peasants? And how much does 
even the peasant know of his bride or she of 
him before he engages himself? Why, you 
would not make a man your lawyer or your 
family doctor on so slight an acquaintance 
as you would fall in love with and marry him! 

ANA. Yes, Juan: we know the libertine’s 
philosophy. Always ignore the consequences 
to the woman. 

DON JUAN. The consequences, yes: they 
justify her fierce grip of the man. But surely 
you do not call that attachment a senti- 
mental one. As well call the policeman’s 
attachment to his prisoner a love relation. 

ANA. You see you have to confess that 
marriage is necessary, though, according to 
you, love is the slightest of all human rela- 
tions. 

DON JUAN, How do you know that it is not 
the greatest of all human relations? far too 


great to be a personal matter. Could your 
father have served his country if he had re- 
fused to kill any enemy of Spain unless he 
personally hated him? Can a woman serve 
her country if she refuses to marry any man 
she does not personally love? You know it is 
not so: the woman of noble birth marries as 
the man of noble birth fights, on political 
and family grounds, not on personal ones. 

THE STATUE [tjupressed] A very clever point 
that, Juan: I must think it over. You are 
really full of ideas. How did you come to 
think of this one? 

DON JUAN. I learnt it by experience. When 
I was on earth, and made those proposals to 
ladies which, though universally condemned, 
have made me so interesting a hero of legend, 
I was not infrequently met in some such way 
as this. The lady would say that she would 
countenance my advances, provided they 
were honorable. On inquiring what that 
proviso meant, I found that it meant that I 
proposed to get possession of her property 
if she had any, or to undertake her support 
for life if she had not; that I desired her 
continual companionship, counsel, and con- 
versation to the end of my days, and would 
take a most solemn oath to be always en- 
raptured by them: above all, that I would 
turn my back on all other women for ever 
for her sake. I did not object to these con- 
ditions because they were exorbitant and 
inhuman: it was their extraordinary irre- 
levance that prostrated me. I invariably 
replied with perfect frankness that I had 
never dreamt of any of these things; that 
unless the lady’s character and intellect 
were equal or superior to my own, her con- 
versation must degrade and her counsel 
mislead me; that her constant companion- 
ship might, for all I knew, become intolerably 
tedious to me; that I could not answer for my 
feelings for a week in advance, much less to 
the end of my life; that to cut me off from all 
natural and unconstrained intercourse with 
half my fellowcreatures would narrow and 
warp me if I submitted to it, and if not, would 
bring me under the curse of clandestinity; 
that, finally, my proposals to her were wholly 
unconnected with any of these matters, and 
were the outcome of a perfectly simple im- 
pulseof my manhood towards her womanhood. 

ANA. You mean that it was an immoral 
impulse. 

DON JUAN. Nature, my dear lady, is what 
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you call immoral. I blush for it; but I cannot 
help it. Nature is a pandar, Time a wrecker, 
and Death a murderer. I have always pre- 
ferred to stand up to those facts and build 
institutions on their recognition. You prefer 
to propitiate the three devils by proclaiming 
their chastity, their thrift, and their loving 
kindness; and to base your institutions on 
these flatteries. Is it any wonder that the 
institutions do not work smoothly? 

THE STATUE. What used the ladies to say, 
Juan? 

DON JUAN. Oh, come! Confidence for con- 
fidence. First tell me what you used to say 
to the ladies. 

THE STATUE. I! Oh, I swore that I would be 
faithful to the death; that I should die if they 
refused me; that no woman could ever be to 
me what she was — 

ANA. She! Who? 

THE STATUE. Whoever it happened to be 
at the time, my dear. I had certain things I 
always said. One of them was that even when 
I was eighty, one white hair of the woman 
I loved would make me tremble more than 
the thickest gold tress from the most beauti- 
ful young head. Another was that I could 
not bear the thought of anyone else being 
the mother of my children. 

DON JUAN [revolted] You old rascal! 

THE STATUE [stoutly] Not a bit; for I really 
believed it with all my soul at the moment. 
I had a heart: not like you. And it was this 
sincerity that made me successful. 

DON JUAN. Sincerity! To be fool enough to 
believe a ramping, stamping, thumping lie: 
that is what you call sincerity ! To be so greedy 
for a woman that you deceive yourself in 
your eagerness to deceive her: sincerity, you 
call it! 

THE STATUE. Oh, damn your sophistries! 
I was a man in love, not a lawyer. And the 
women loved me for it, bless them! 

DON JUAN. They made you think so. What 
will you say when I tell you that though I 
played the lawyer so callously, they made 
me think so too? I also had my moments of 
infatuation in which I gushed nonsense and 
believed it. Sometimes the desire to give 
pleasure by saying beautiful things so rose 
in me on the flood of emotion that I said 
them recklessly. At other times I argued 
against myself with a devilish coldness that 
drew tears. But I found it just as hard to 
escape when 1 was cruel as when I was kind. 


When the lady’s instinct was set on me, 
there was nothing for it but lifelong servi- 
tude or flight. 

ANA. You dare boast, before me and my 
father, that every woman found you irresist- 
ible. 

DON JUAN. Am I boasting? It seems to me 
that I cut the most pitiable of figures. Be- 
sides, I said “when the lady’s instinct was 
set on me.” It was not always so; and then, 
heavens! what transports of virtuous indig- 
nation! what overwhelming defiance to the 
dastardly seducer! what scenes of Imogen 
and lachimo! 

ANA. I made no scenes. I simply called my 
father. 

DON JUAN. And he came, sword in hand, to 
vindicate outraged honor and morality by 
murdering me. 

THE STATUE. Murdering! What do you 
mean? Did I kill you or did you kill me? 

DON JUAN. Which of us was the better 
fencer? 

THE STATUE. I WaS. 

DON JUAN. Of course you were. And yet 
you, the hero of those scandalous adventures 
you have just been relating to us, you had 
the effrontery to pose as the avenger of out- 
raged morality and condemn me to death! 
You would have slain me but for an accident. 

THE STATUE. I was cxpcctcd to, Juan. That 
is how things were arranged on earth. I was 
not a social reformer; and I always did what 
it was customary for a gentleman to do. 

DON JUAN. That may account for your 
attacking me, but not for the revolting 
hypocrisy of your subsequent proceedings 
as a statue. 

THE STATUE. That all came of my going to 
Heaven. 

THE DEVIL. I still fail to see, Sehor Don 
Juan, that these episodes in your earthly 
career and in that of the Sehor Commander 
in any way discredit my view of life. Here, I 
repeat, you have all that you sought without 
anything that you shrank from. 

DON JUAN. On the contrary, here I have 
everything that disappointed me without 
anything that I have not already tried and 
found wanting. I tell you that as long as I 
can conceive something better than myself 
I cannot be easy unless I am striving to bring 
it into existence or clearing the way for it. 
That is the law of my life. That is the working 
within me of Life’s incessant aspiration to 

O 
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higher organization, wider, deeper, intenser 
self-consciousness, and clearer self-under- 
standing. It was the supremacy of this pur- 
pose that reduced love for me to the mere 
pleasure of a moment, art for me to the mere 
schooling of my faculties, religion for me to a 
mere excuse for laziness, since it had set up 
a God who looked at the world and saw that 
it was good, against the instinct in me that 
looked through my eyes at the world and 
saw that it could be improved. I tell you that 
in the pursuit of my own pleasure, my own 
health, my own fortune, I have never known 
happiness. It was not love for Woman that 
delivered me into her hands: it was fatigue, 
exhaustion. When I was a child, and bruised 
my head against a stone, I ran to the nearest 
woman and cried away my pain against her 
apron. When I grew up, and bruised my soul 
against the brutalities and stupidities with 
which I had to strive, I did again just what 
I had done as a child. I have enjoyed, too, my 
rests, my recuperations, my breathing times, 
my very prostrations after strife; but rather 
would I be dragged through all the circles 
of the foolish Italian's Inferno than through 
the pleasures of Europe. That is what has 
made this place of eternal pleasures so deadly 
to me. It is the absence of this instinct in you 
that makes you that strange monster called 
a Devil. It is the success with which you have 
diverted the attention of men from their real 
purpose, which in one degree or another is 
the same as mine, to yours, that has earned 
you the name of The Tempter. It is the fact 
that they are doing your will, or rather drift- 
ing with your want of will, instead of doing 
their own, that makes them the uncomfort- 
able, false, restless, artificial, petulant, 
wretched creatures they are. 

THE DEVIL [mortified] Senor Don Juan: you 
are uncivil to my friends. 

DON JUAN. Pooh! why should I be civil to 
them or to you? In this Palace of Lies a truth 
or two will not hurt you. Your friends are all 
the dullest dogs I know. They are not beauti- 
ful: they are only decorated. They are not 
clean: they are only shaved and starched. 
They are not dignified: they are only fashion- 
ably dressed. They are not educated: they 
are only college passmen. They are not re- 
ligious: they are only pewrenters. They are 
not moral: they are only conventional. They 
are not virtuous: they are only cowardly. 
They are not even vicious: they are only 


“frail." They are not artistic: they are only 
lascivious. They are not prosperous: they are 
only rich. They are not loyal, they are only 
servile; not dutiful, only sheepish; not public 
spirited, only patriotic; not courageous, only 
quarrelsome; not determined, only obstinate; 
not masterful, only domineering; not self- 
controlled, only obtuse; not self-respecting, 
only vain; not kind, only sentimental; not 
social, only gregarious; not considerate, only 
polite; not intelligent, only opinionated; not 
progressive, only factious; not imaginative, 
only superstitious; not just, only vindictive; 
not generous, only propitiatory; not dis- 
ciplined, only cowed; and not truthful at all: 
liars every one of them, to the very backbone 
of their souls. 

THE STATUE. Your flow of words is simply 
amazing, Juan. How I wish I could have 
talked like that to my soldiers. 

THE DEVIL. It is mere talk, though. It has 
all been said before; but what change has it 
ever made? What notice has the world ever 
taken of it? 

DON JUAN. Yes, it is mere talk. But why is 
it mere talk? Because, my friend, beauty, 
purity, respectability, religion, morality, art, 
patriotism, bravery, and the rest are nothing 
but words which I or anyone else can turn 
inside out like a glove. Were they realities, 
you would have to plead guilty to my indict- 
ment; but fortunately for your self-respect, 
my diabolical friend, they are not realities. 
As you say, they are mere words, useful for 
duping barbarians into adopting civilization, 
or the civilized poor into submitting to be 
robbed and enslaved. That is the family 
secret of the governing caste; and if we who 
are of that caste aimed at more Life for the 
world instead of at more power and luxury 
for our miserable selves, that secret would 
make us great. Now, since I, being a noble- 
man, am in the secret too, think how tedious 
to me must be your unending cant about all 
these moralistic figments, and how squalidly 
disastrous your sacrifice of your lives to them! 
If you even believed in your moral game 
enough to play it fairly, it would be interest- 
ing to watch; but you dont: you cheat at 
every trick; and if your opponent outcheats 
you, you upset the table and try to murder 
him. 

THE DEVIL. On earth there may be some 
truth in this, because the people are un- 
educated and cannot appreciate my religion 
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of love and beauty; but here — 

DON JUAN. Oh yes: I know. Here there is 
nothing but love and beauty. Ugh! it is like 
sitting for all eternity at the first act of a 
fashionable play, before the complications 
begin. Never in my worst moments of super- 
stitious terror on earth did I dream that Hell 
was so horrible. I live, like a hairdresser, in 
the continual contemplation of beauty, toy- 
ing with silken tresses. I breathe an atmo- 
sphere of sweetness, like a confectioner’s 
shopboy. Commander: are there any beauti- 
ful women in Heaven? 

THE STATUE. None. Absolutely none. All 
dowdies. Not two pennorth of jewellery 
among a dozen of them. They might be men 
of fifty. 

DON JUAN. I am impatient to get there. Is 
the word beauty ever mentioned; and are 
there any artistic people? 

THE STATUE. I give you my word they wont 
admire a fine statue even when it walks past 
them. 

DON JUAN. I go. 

THE DEVIL. Don Juan*. shall I be frank with 
you? 

DON JUAN. Were you not so before? 

THE DEVIL. As far as I went, yes. But I will 
now go further, and confess to you that men 
get tired of everything, of heaven no less 
than of hell; and that all history is nothing 
but a record of the oscillations of the world 
between these two extremes. An epoch is 
but a swing of the pendulum; and each 
generation thinks the world is progressing 
because it is always moving. But when you 
are as old as I am; when you have a thousand 
times wearied of heaven, like myself and the 
Commander, and a thousand times wearied 
of hell, as you are wearied now, you will no 
longer imagine that every swing from heaven 
to hell is an emancipation, every swing from 
hell to heaven an evolution. Where you now 
see reform, progress, fulfilment of upward 
tendency, continual ascent by Man on the 
stepping stones of his dead selves to higher 
things, you will see nothing but an infinite 
comedy of illusion. You will discover the 
profound truth of the saying of my friend 
Koheleth, that there is nothing new under 
the sun. Vanitas vanitatum — 

DON JUAN [out of all patience] By Heaven, 
this is worse than your cant about love and 
beauty. Clever dolt that you are, is a man no 
better than a worm, or a dog than a wolf, 


because he gets tired of everything? Shall 
he give up eating because he destroys his 
appetite in the act of gratifying it? Is a field 
idle when it is fallow? Can the Commander 
expend his hellish energy here without ac- 
cumulating heavenly energy for his next 
term of blessedness? Granted that the great 
Life Force has hit on the device of the clock- 
maker’s pendulum, and uses the earth for its 
bob; that the history of each oscillation, 
which seems so novel to us the actors, is but 
the history of the last oscillation repeated; 
nay more, that in the unthinkable infinitude 
of time the sun throws off the earth and 
catches it again a thousand times as a circus 
rider throws up a ball, and that our agelong 
epochs are but the moments between the 
toss and the catch, has the colossal mechanism 
no purpose? 

THE DEVIL. None, my friend. You think, 
because you have a purpose. Nature must 
have one. You might as well expect it to have 
fingers and toes because you have them. 

DON JUAN. But I should not have them if 
they served no purpose. And I, my friend, am 
as much a part of Nature as my own finger is 
a part of me. If my finger is the organ by 
which I grasp the sword and the mandoline, 
my brain is the organ by which Nature strives 
to understand itself. My dog’s brain serves 
only my dog’s purposes; but my own brain 
labors at a knowledge which does nothing 
for me personally but make my body bitter 
to me and my decay and death a calamity. 
Were I not possessed with a purpose beyond 
my own I had better be a ploughman than 
a philosopher; for the ploughman lives as 
long as the philosopher, eats more, sleeps 
better, and rejoices in the wife of his bosom 
with less misgiving. This is because the 
philosopher is in the grip of the Life Force. 
This Life Force says to him “I have done a 
thousand wonderful things unconsciously by 
merely willing to live and following the line 
of least resistance: now I want to know my- 
self and my destination, and choose my path; 
so I have made a special brain — a philo- 
sopher’s brain — to grasp this knowledge for 
me as the husbandman’s hand grasps the 
plough for me. And this” says the Life Force 
to the philosopher “must thou strive to do 
for me until thou diest, when I will make 
another brain and another philosopher to 
carry on the work.” 

THE DEVIL. What is the use of knowing? 
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DON JUAN. Why, to be able to choose the 
line of greatest advantage instead of yield- 
ing in the direction of the least resistance. 
Does a ship sail to its destination no better 
than a log drifts nowhither? The philosopher 
is Nature’s pilot. And there you have our 
difference: to be in hell is to drift: to be in 
heaven is to steer. 

THE DEVIL. On the rocks, most likely. 

DON JUAN. Pooh! which ship goes oftenest 
on the rocks or to the bottom? the drifting 
ship or the ship with a pilot on board? 

THE DEVIL. Well, well, go your way, Seftor 
Don Juan. I prefer to be my own master and 
not the tool of any blundering universal 
force. I know that beauty is good to look at; 
that music is good to hear; that love is good 
to feel; and that they are all good to think 
about and talk about. I know that to be well 
exercised in these sensations, emotions, and 
studies is to be a refined and cultivated being. 
Whatever they may say of me in churches on 
earth, I know that it is universally admitted 
in good society that the Prince of Darkness 
is a gentleman; and that is enough for me. 
As to your Life Force, which you think irre- 
sistible, it is the most resistible thing in the 
world for a person of any character. But if 
you are naturally vulgar and credulous, as 
all reformers are, it will thrust you first into 
religion, where you will sprinkle water on 
babies to save their souls from me; then it 
will drive you from religion into science, 
where you will snatch the babies from the 
water sprinkling and inoculate them with 
disease to save them from catching it acci- 
dentally; then you will take to politics, where 
you will become the catspaw of corrupt 
functionaries and the henchman of ambitious 
humbugs; and the end will be despair and 
decrepitude, broken nerve and shattered 
hopes, vain regrets for that worst and silliest 
of wastes and sacrifices, the waste and sacri- 
fice of the power of enjoyment: in a word, 
the punishment of the fool who pursues the 
better before he has secured the good. 

DON JUAN. But at least I shall not be bored. 
The service of the Life Force has that ad- 
vantage, at all events. So fare you well, Serior 
Satan. 

THE DEVIL [amiably] Fare you well, Don 
Juan. I shall often think of our interesting 
chats about things in general. I wish you 
every happiness: Heaven, as I said before, 
suits some people. But if you should change 


your mind, do not forget that the gates are 
always open here to the repentant prodigal. 
If you feel at any time that warmth of heart, 
sincere unforced affection, innocent enjoy- 
ment, and warm, breathing, palpitating 
reality — 

DON JUAN. Why not say flesh and blood at 
once, though we have left those two greasy 
commonplaces behind us? 

THE DEVIL [angrily] You throw my friendly 
farewell back in my teeth, then, Don Juan? 

DON JUAN. By no means. But though there 
is much to be learnt from a cynical devil, I 
really cannot stand a sentimental one. Seftor 
Commander: you know the way to the 
frontier of hell and heaven. Be good enough 
to direct me. 

THE STATUE. Oh, the frontier is only the 
difference between two ways of looking at 
things. Any road will take you across it if you 
really want to get there. 

DON JUAN. Good. [Saluting Dofla Ana] 
Seftora: your servant. 

ANA. But I am going with you. 

DON JUAN. I can find my own way to heaven, 
Ana; not yours [he vanishes], 

ANA. How annoying! 

THE STATUE [calling after him] Bon voyage, 
Juan! [He wafts a final blast of his great rolling 
chords after him as a parting salute. A faint 
echo of the first ghostly melody comes back in 
acknowledgment]. Ah! there he goes. [Puffing 
a long breath out through his lips] Whew! How 
he does talk! Theyll never stand it in heaven. 

THE DEVIL [gloomily] His going is a political 
defeat. I cannot keep these Life W^orshippers: 
they all go. This is the greatest loss I have 
had since that Dutch painter went: a fellow 
who would paint a hag of 70 with as much 
enjoyment as a Venus of 20. 

THE STATUE. I remember*, he came to 
heaven. Rembrandt. 

THE DEVIL. Ay, Rembrandt. There is some- 
thing unnatural about these fellows. Do not 
listen to their gospel, Seftor Commander: it 
is dangerous. Beware of the pursuit of the 
Superhuman: it leads to an indiscriminate 
contempt for the Human. To a man, horses 
and dogs and cats are mere species, outside 
the moral world. Well, to the Superman, men 
and women are a mere species too, also out- 
side the moral world. This Don Juan was kind 
to women and courteous to men as your 
daughter here was kind to her pet cats and 
dogs; but such kindness is a denial of the ex- 
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clusively human character of the soul. 

THE STATUE. And who the deuce is the 
Superman? 

THE DEVIL. Oh, the latest fashion among 
the Life Force fanatics. Did you not meet in 
Heaven, among the new arrivals, that Ger- 
man Polish madman? what was his name? 
Nietzsche? 

THE STATUE. Never heard of him. 

THE DEVIL. Well, he came here first, before 
he recovered his wits. I had some hopes of 
him; but he was a confirmed Life Force wor- 
shipper. It was he who raked up the Super- 
man, who is as old as Prometheus; and the 
20th century will run after this newest of the 
old crazes when it gets tired of the world, the 
flesh, and your humble servant. 

THE STATUE. Superman is a good cry; and a 
good cry is half the battle. I should like to 
see this Nietzsche. 

THE DEVIL. Unfortunately he met Wagner 
here, and had a quarrel with him. 

THE STATUE. Quite right, too. Mozart for 
me! 

THE DEVIL. Oh, it was not about music. 
Wagner once drifted into Life Force worship, 
and invented a Superman called Siegfried. 
But he came to his senses afterwards. So 
when they met here, Nietzsche denounced 
him as a renegade; and Wagner wrote a 
pamphlet to prove that Nietzsche was a Jew; 
and it ended in Nietzsche’s going to heaven 
in a huff. And a good riddance too. And now, 
my friend, let us hasten to my palace and 
celebrate your arrival with a grand musical 
service. 

THE STATUE. With pleasure: youre most 
kind. 

THE DEVIL. This Way, Commander. We go 
down the old trap [he places himself on the 
grave trap\ 

THE STATUE. Good. [Reflectively] All the 
same, the Superman is a fine conception. 
There is something statuesque about it. [He 
places himself on the grave trap beside The 
DeviL It begins to descend shivly. Red glow 
from the abyss]. Ah, this reminds me of old 
times. 

THE DEVIL. And me also. 

ANA. Stop! [The trap 

THE DEVIL. You, Sefiora, cannot come this 
way. You will have an apotheosis. But you 
will be at the palace before us. 

ANA. That is not what I stopped you for. 
Tell me: where can I find the Superman? 


THE DEVIL. He is not yet created, Senora. 

THE STATUE. And ncvcr will be, probably. 
Let us proceed; the red fire will make me 
sneeze. [They descend]. 

ANA. Not yet created! Then my work is not 
yet done. [Crossing herself devoutly] I believe 
in the Life to Come. [Crying to the universe] A 
father! a father for the Superman! 

She vanishes into the void; and again there is 
nothing: all existence seems suspended infinitely. 
Then, vaguely, there is a live human voice crying 
somewhere. One sees, with a shock, a mountain 
peak shewing faintly against a lighter back- 
ground. The sky has returned from afar; and we 
suddenly remember where we were. The cry be- 
comes distinct and urgent: it says Automobile, 
Automobile. The complete reality comes back 
with a rush: in a moment it is full morning in the 
Sierra; and the brigands are scrambling to their 
feet and making for the road as the goatherd runs 
down from the hill, warning them of the ap- 
proach of another motor. Tanner and Mendoza 
rise amazedly and stare at one another with 
scattered wits. Straker sits up to yawn for a 
moment before he gets on his feet, making it a 
point of honor not to shew any undue interest in 
the excitement of the bandits. Mendoza gives a 
quick look to see that his followers are attending 
to the alarm; then exchanges a private word with 
Tanner. 

MENDOZA. Did you dream? 

TANNER. Damnably. Did you? 

MENDOZA. Yes. I forget what. You were in 
it. 

TANNER. So were you. Amazing! 

MENDOZA. I warned you. [A shot is heard 
from the road]. Dolts! they will play with that 
gun. [The brigands come running back scared]. 
Who fired that shot? [to Duval] was it you? 

DUVAL [breathless] I have not shoot. Dey 
shoot first. 

ANARCHIST. I told you to begin by abolish- 
ing the State. Now we are all lost. 

THE ROWDY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [stampeding 
across the amphitheatre] Ran, everybody. 

MENDOZA [collaring him; throwing him on his 
back; and drawing a knife] I stab the man who 
stirs. [He blocks the way. The stampede is 
checked]. What has happened? 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT. A motor — 

THE ANARCHIST. Three men — 

DUVAL. Deux femmes — 

MENDOZA. Three men and two women! 
Why have you not brought them here? Are 
you afraid of them? 
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THE ROWDY ONE [getting up\ Thyve a hes- 
cort. Ow, de-ooh lots ook it, Mendowza. 

THE SULKY ONE. Two armorcd cars full o 
soldiers at the ed o the valley. 

THE ANARCHIST. The shot was fired in the air. 
It was a signal. 

Siraker whistles his favorite air, which falls 
on the ears of the brigands like a funeral march, 

TANNER. It is not an escort, but an expedi- 
tion to capture you. We were advised to wait 
for it; but I was in a hurry. 

THE ROWDY ONE [in an agony of apprehen- 
sion] And Ow my good Lord, ere we are, 
wytin for em! Luts tike to the mahntns. 

MENDOZA. Idiot, what do you know about 
the mountains? Are you a Spaniard? You 
would be given up by the first shepherd you 
met. Besides, we are already within range 
of their rifles. 

THE ROWDY ONE. Bat — 

MENDOZA. Silence. Leave this to me. [To 
Tanner] Comrade: you will not betray us. 

STRAKER. Oo are you callin comrade? 

MENDOZA. Last night the advantage was 
with me. The robber of the poor was at the 
mercy of the robber of the rich. You offered 
your hand: I took it. 

TANNER. I bring no charge against you, 
comrade. We have spent a pleasant evening 
with you: that is all. 

STRAKER. I gev my and to nobody, see? 

MENDOZA [turning on him impressively] Young 
man: if I am tried, I shall plead guilty, and 
explain what drove me from England, home, 
and duty. Do you wish to have the respect- 
able name of Straker dragged through the 
mud of a Spanish criminal court? The police 
will search me. They will find Louisa’s por- 
trait. It will be published in the illustrated 
papers. You blench. It will be your doing, 
remember. 

STRAKER [with baffled rage] I dont care 
about the court. It’s avin our name mixed up 
with yours that I object to, you blackmailin 
swine, you. 

MENDOZA. Language unworthy of Louisa’s 
brother! But no matter: you are muzzled: 
that is enough for us. [He turns to face his own 
men, who back uneasily across the amphitheatre 
towards the cave to take refuge behind him, as a 
fresh party, muffled for motoring, comes from 
the road in riotous spirits. Ann, who makes 
straight for Tanner, comes first; then Violet, 
helped over the rough ground by Hector holding 
her right hand and Ramsden her left. Mendoza 


goes to his presidential block and seats himself 
calmly with his rank and file grouped behind 
him, a7id his Staff, consisting of Duval and the 
Anarchist on his right and the two Social- 
Democrats on his left, supporting him in flank. 

ANN. It’s Jack! 

TANNER. Caught! 

HECTOR. Why, certainly it is. I said it was 
you, Tanner. Weve just been stopped by a 
puncture: the road is full of nails. 

VIOLET. What are you doing here with all 
these men? 

ANN. Why did you leave us without a word 
of warning? 

HEL’TOR. I wawnt that bunch of roses. Miss 
Whitefield. [To Tanner] When we found you 
were gone. Miss Whitefield bet me a bunch 
of roses my car would not overtake yours 
before you reached Monte Carlo. 

TANNER. But this is not the road to Monte 
Carlo. 

HEcroR. No matter. Miss Whitefield 
tracked you at every stopping place: she is 
a regular Sherlock Holmes. 

TANNER. The Life Force! I am lost. 

OCTAVIUS [bounding gaily doivnfrom the rood 
into the amphitheatre, and coming between Tan- 
ner and Straker] I am so glad you are safe, old 
chap. We were afraid you had been captured 
by brigands. 

RAMSDEN [who has been staring at Mendoza] 
I seem to remember the face of your friend 
here. [Mendoza rises politely and advances with 
a smile between Ann and Ramsden]. 

HECTOR. Why, so do 1. 

OCTAVIUS. I know you perfectly well, sir; 
but I cant think where I have met you. 

MENDOZA [to Violet] Do you remember me, 
madam? 

VIOLET. Oh, quite well; but I am so stupid 
about names. 

MENDOZA. It was at the Savoy Hotel. [To 
Hector] You, sir, used to come with this lady 
[Violet] to lunch. [To Octavius] You, sir, often 
brought this lady [Anri] and her mother to 
dinner on your way to the Lyceum Theatre. 
[To Ramsden] You, sir, used to come to sup- 
per, with [dropping his voice to a confidential 
but perfectly audible whisper] several different 
ladies. 

RAMSDEN [angrily] Well, what is that to 
you, pray? 

OCTAVIUS. Why, Violet, I thought you 
hardly knew one another before this trip, you 
and Malone! 
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VIOLET [vexed] I suppose this person was 
the manager. 

MENDOZA. The waiter, madam. I have a 
grateful recollection of you all. I gathered 
from the bountiful way in which you treated 
me that you all enjoyed your visits very 
much. 

VIOLET. What impertinence! [She turns her 
hack on him, and goes up the hill rvith Hector]. 

RAMSDEN. That will do, my friend. You do 
not expect these ladies to treat you as an 
acquaintance, I suppose, because you have 
waited on them at table. 

MENDOZA. Pardon me: it was you who 
claimed my acquaintance. The ladies fol- 
lowed your example. However, this display 
of the unfortunate manners of your class 
closes the incident. For the future, you will 
please address me with the respect due to 
a stranger and fellow traveller. [He turns 
haughtily arvay and resumes his presidential 
seat]. 

TANNER. There! I have found one man on 
my journey capable of reasonable conversa- 
tion; and you all instinctively insult him. 
Even the New Man is as bad as any of you. 
Enry : you have behaved just like a miserable 
gentleman. 

STRAKER. Gentleman! Not me. 

RAMSDEN. Re^illy, Tanner, this tone — 

ANN. Dont mind him. Granny: you ought 
to know him by this time takes his arm 
and coaxes him away to the hill to join Violet and 
Hector. Octavius follows her, dog-like], 

VIOLET [calling from the hill] Here are the 
soldiers. They arc getting out of their motors. 

DUVAL [panicstricken] Oh, nom de Dieu! 

THE ANARCHIST. Fools: the State is about 
to crush you because you spared it at the 
prompting of the political hangers-on of the 
bourgeoisie. 

THE SULKY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [argumentative 
to the last] On the contrary, only by capturing 
the State machine — 

THE ANARCHIST. It is going to Capture you. 

THE ROWDY SOCIAL-DEMOCRAT [his anguish 

culminating] Ow, chack it. Wot are we ere 
for? Wot are we wy tin for? 

MENDOZA [between his teeth] Go on. Talk 
politics, you idiots: nothing sounds more re- 
spectable. Keep it up, I tell you. 

The soldiers line the road, commanding the 
amphitheatre with their rifles. The brigands, 
struggling with an overwhelming impulse to hide 
behind one another, look as unconcerned as they 


can, Mendoza rises superbly, with undaunted 
front. The officer in command steps down from 
the road into the amphitheatre; looks hard at the 
brigands; and then inquiringly at Tanner. 

THE OFFICER. WIio are these men, Senor 
Ingles? 

TANNER. My escort. 

Mendoza, rvith a Mephistophelean smile, bows 
profoundly. An irrepressible grin runs from face 
to face among the brigands. They touch their 
hats, except the Anarchist, who defies the State 
rvith folded arms. 

ACT IV 

The garden of a villa in Granada, Whoever 
wishes to know what it is like must go to Granada 
to see. One may prosaically specify a group of 
hills dotted with villas, the Alhambra on the top 
of one of the hills, and a considerable town in the 
valley, approached by dusty white roads in which 
the children, no matter what they are doing or 
thinking about, automatically whine for half- 
pence and reach out Utile clutching brown palms 
for them; but there is nothing in this description 
except the Alhambra, the begging, and the color 
of the roads, that does not fit Surrey as well as 
Spain. The difference is that the Surrey hills are 
comparatively small and ugly, and should pro- 
perly he called the Surrey Protuberances; but 
these Spanish hills are of mountain stock: the 
amenity which conceals their size does not com- 
promise their dignity. 

This particular garden is on a hill opposite 
the Alhambra; and the villa is as expensive and 
pretentious as a villa must be if it is to be let fur- 
nished by the week to opulent American and 
English visitors. If we stand on the lawn at the 
foot of the garden a?id look uphill, our horizon is 
the stone balustrade of a flagged platform on the 
edge of infinite space at the top of the hill. Be- 
tween us and this platform is a flower garden 
with a circular basin and fountain in the centre, 
surrounded by geometrical flower beds, gravel 
paths, and clipped yeiv trees in the genteelest 
order. The garden is higher than our lawn; so 
we reach it by a few steps in the middle of its em- 
bankment. The platform is higher again than the 
garden, from which we mount a couple more 
steps to look over the balustrade at a fine view of 
the town up the valley and of the hills that 
stretch away beyond it to where, in the remotest 
distance, they become mountains. On our left is 
the villa, accessible by steps from the left hand 
comer of the garden. Returning from the plat- 
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form through the garden and down again to ike 
lanm {a movement which leaves the villa behind 
us on our right) we find evidence of literary in- 
terests on the part of the tenants in the fact that 
there is no tennis net nor set of croquet hoops ^ 
hut, on our left, a little iron garden table with 
books on it, mostly yellow-hacked, and a chair 
beside it, A chair on the right has also a couple of 
open books upon it There are no newspapers, a 
circumstance which, with the absence of games, 
might lead an intelligent spectator to the most far 
reaching conclusions as to the sort of people who 
live in the villa. Such speculations are checked, 
however, on this delightfully fine afternoon, by 
the appearance at a little gate in a paling on our 
left, of Henry Straker in his professional cos- 
tume. He opens the gate for an elderly gentleman, 
and follows him on to the lawn. 

This elderly gentleman defies the Spanish sun 
in a black frock coat, tall silk hat, trousers in 
which narrow stripes of dark grey and lilac 
blend into a highly respectable color, and a black 
necktie tied into a how over spotless linen. Prob- 
ably therefore a man whose social position needs 
constant and scrupulous affirmation without re- 
gard to climate: one who would dress thus for the 
middle of the Sahara or the top of Mont Blanc. 
And since he has not the stamp of the class which 
accepts as its life-mission the advertizing and 
maintenance of first rate tailoring and millinery, 
he looks vulgar in his finery, though in a working 
dress of any kind he would look dignified enough. 
He is a bullet cheeked man with a red complexion, 
stubbly hair, smallish eyes, a hard mouth that 
folds dorm at the comers, and a dogged chin. 
The looseness of skin that comes with age has 
attacked his throat and the laps of his cheeks; 
hut he is still hard as an apple above the mouth; 
so that the upper half of his face looks younger 
than the lower. He has the self-confidence of one 
who has made money, and something of the 
truculence of one who has made it in a brutalizing 
struggle, his civility having under it a perceptible 
menace that he has other methods in reserve if 
necessary. Withal, a man to be rather pitied when 
he is not to he feared; for there is something 
pathetic about him at times, as if the huge com- 
mercial machine which has worked him into his 
frock coat had allowed him very little of his onm 
way and left his affections hungry and baffled. 
At the first word that falls from him it is clear 
that he is an Irishman whose native intonation 
has clung to him through many changes of place 
and rank. One can only guess that the original 
maierial of his speech was perhaps ike surly 


Kerry brogue; hut the degradation of speech that 
occurs in London, Glasgow, Dublin, and big 
cities generally has been at work on it so long that 
nobody but an arrant cockney would dream of 
calling it a brogue now; for its music is almost 
gone, though its surliness is still perceptible, 
Straker, being a very obvious cockney, inspires 
him with implacable contempt, as a stupid 
Englishman who cannot even speak his own Umr 
guage properly. Straker, on the other hand, re* 
gards the old gentleman s accent as a joke 
thoughtfully provided by Providence expressly 
for the amusement of the British race, and treats 
him normally with the indulgence due to an in- 
ferior and unlucky species, but occasionally with 
indignant alarm when the old gentleman shews 
signs of intending his Irish nonsense to be taken 
seriously. 

STRAKER. ril go tell the young lady. She 
said youd prefer to stay here [he turns to go up 
through the garden to the villd\. 

THE IRISHMAN [who has been looking round 
him Tvith lively cujiosity^ The young lady? 
Thats Miss Violet, eh? 

STRAKER [stopping ou the steps with sudden 
suspicion] Well, you know, dont you? 

THE IRISHMAN. Do I? 

STRAKER [his temper rising] Well, do you or 
dont you? 

THE IRISHMAN. What business is that of 
yours? 

Straker, now highly indignant, comes back 
from the steps and confronts the visitor. 

STRAKER. ril tell you what business it is 
of mine. Miss Robinson — 

THE IRISHMAN [interrupting] Oh, her name is 
Robinson, is it? Thank you. 

STRAKER. Why, you dont know even her 
name? 

THE IRISHMAN. Ycs I do, now that youve 
told me. 

STRAKER [after a moment of stupefaction at 
the old mans readiness in repartee] Look here; 
what do you mean by gittin into my car and 
lettin me bring you here if youre not the 
person I took that note to? 

THE IRISHMAN. Who else did you take it to, 
pray? 

STRAKER. I took it to Mr Ector Malone, at 
Miss Robinson’s request, see? Miss Robinson 
is not my principal: I took it to oblige her. I 
know Mr Malone; and he aint you, not by a 
long chalk. At the hotel they told me that 
your name is Ector Malone — 

MALONE. Hector Malone. 
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sthaker [wiih calm superiority] Hector in 
your own country: thats what comes o livin 
in provincial places like Ireland and America. 
Over here youre Ector: if you avnt noticed 
it before you soon will. 

The growing strain of the conversation is here 
relieved by Violet , who has sallied from the villa 
and through the garden to the steps, which she 
now descends, coming very opportunely between 
Malone and Straker. 

VIOLET [to Straker] Did you take my mes- 
sage? 

STRAKER. Yes, miss. I took it to the hotel 
and sent it up, expecting to see young Mr 
Malone. Then out walks this gent, and says 
it*s all right and he’ll come with me. So as 
the hotel people said he was Mr Ector 
Malone, I fetched him. And now he goes 
back on what he said. But if he isnt the 
gentleman you meant, say the word: it’s easy 
enough to fetch him back again. 

MALONE. I should esteem it a great favor 
if I might have a short conversation with you, 
madam. I am Hector’s father, as this bright 
Britisher would have guessed in the course 
of another hour or so. 

STRAKER [coolly defiant] No, not in another 
year or so. When weve ad you as long to 
polish up as weve ad im, perhaps youll begin 
to look a little bit up to is mark. At present 
you fall a long way short. Youve got too 
many aitches, for one thing. [To Violet, 
amiably] All right. Miss: you want to talk to 
him: I shant intrude. [He nods affably to 
Malone and goes out through the little gate in the 
paling], 

VIOLET [very civilly] I am so sorry, Mr 
Malone, if that man has been rude to you. 
But what can we do? He is our chauffeur. 

MALONE. Your hwat? 

VIOLET. The driver of our automobile. He 
can drive a motor car at seventy miles an 
hour, and mend it when it breaks down. We 
are dependent on our motor cars; and our 
motor cars are dependent on him; so of course 
we are dependent on him. 

MALONE. Ive noticed, madam, that every 
thousand dollars an Englishman gets seems 
to add one to the number of people he’s 
dependent on. However, you neednt apolo- 
gize for your man: I made him talk on pur- 
pose. By doing so I learnt that youre stayin 
here in Grannida with a party of English, 
including my son Hector. 

VIOLET [conversationally] Yes. We intended 


m 

to go to Nice; but we had to follow a rather 
eccentric member of our party who started 
first and came here. Wont you sit down? [<SAe 
chars the nearest chair of the two books on it], 

MALONE [impressed by this attention] Thank 
you. [He sits down, examining her curiously as 
she goes to the iron tabh to put down the books. 
When she turns to him again, he says] Miss 
Robinson, I believe? 

VIOLET [sitting down] Yes. 

MALONE [taking a htter from his pocket] Your 
note to Hector runs as follows [Vioht is un- 
abh to repress a start. He pauses quietly to take 
out and put on his spectacles, which have gold 
rims]'. “Dearest: they have all gone to the 
Alhambra for the afternoon. I have shammed 
headache and have the garden all to my- 
self. Jump into Jack’s motor: Straker will 
rattle you here in a jiffy. Quick, quick, quick. 
Your loving Violet.’’ [He looks at her; but by 
this time she has recovered herself, and meets his 
spectachs with perfect composure. He continues 
slowly] Now I dont know on hwat terms young 
people associate in English society; but in 
America that note would be considered to 
imply a very considerable degree of affec- 
tionate intimacy between the parties. 

VIOLET. Yes: 1 know your son very well, 
Mr Malone. Have you any objection? 

MALONE [somewhat taken aback] No, no objec- 
tion exactly. Provided it is understood that 
my son is altogether dependent on me, and 
that I have to be consulted in any important 
step he may propose to take. 

VIOLET. I am sure you would not be un- 
reasonable with him, Mr Malone. 

MALONE. I hope not, Miss Robinson; but at 
your age you might think many things un- 
reasonable that dont seem so to me. 

VIOLET [with a little shrug] Oh, well, I 
suppose theres no use our playing at cross 
purposes, Mr Malone. Hector wants to marry 
me. 

MALONE. I inferred from your note that he 
might. Well, Miss Robinson, he is his own 
master; but if he marries you he shall not 
have a rap from me. [He takes off his spectacles 
and pockets them wiih the note], 

VIOLET [with some severity] That is not very 
complimentary to me, Mr Malone. 

MALONE. I say nothing against you. Miss 
Robinson: I daresay you are an amiable and 
excellent young lady. But I have other views 
for Hector. 

VIOLET. Hector may not have other views 

o2 
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for himself, Mr Malone. 

MALONE. Possibly not. Then he does with- 
out me: thats all. I daresay you are prepared 
for that. When a young lady writes to a 
young man to come to her quick, quick, 
quick, money seems nothing and love seems 
everything. 

VIOLET [sharply^ I beg your pardon, Mr 
Malone: I do not think anything so foolish. 
Hector must have money. 

MALONE [staggered] Oh, very well, very well. 
No doubt he can work for it. 

VIOLET. What is the use of having money if 
you have to work for it? [She rises impatiently]. 
Its all nonsense, Mr Malone: you must 
enable your son to keep up his position. It is 
his right. 

MALONE [grimly] I should not advise you to 
marry him on the strength of that right, Miss 
Robinson. 

Violetf who has almost lost her temper ^ controls 
herself with an effort; unclenches her fingers; 
and resumes her seat with studied tranquillity 
and reasonableness. 

VIOLET. What objection have you to me, 
pray? My social position is as good as Hec- 
tor’s, to say the least. He admits it. 

MALONE [shrewdly] You tell him so from 
time to time, eh? Hector’s social position in 
England, Miss Robinson, is just what I 
choose to buy for him. I have made him a 
fair offer. Let him pick out the most historic 
house, castle, or abbey that England con- 
tains. The very day he tells me he wants it 
for a wife worthy of its traditions, I buy it 
for him, and give him the means of keeping 
it up. 

VIOLET. What do you mean by a wife 
worthy of its traditions? Cannot any well bred 
woman keep such a house for him? 

MALONE. No: she must be born to it, 

VIOLET. Hector was not born to it, was he? 

MALONE. His granmother was a barefooted 
Irish girl that nursed me by a turf fire. Let 
him marry another such, and I will not stint 
her marriage portion. Let him raise himself 
socially with my money or raise somebody 
else: so long as there is a social profit some- 
where, I’ll regard my expenditure as justified. 
But there must be a profit for someone. A 
marriage with you would leave things just 
where they are. 

VIOLET. Many of my relations would object 
very much to my marrying the grandson of 
a common woman, Mr Malone. That may be 


prejudice; but so is your desire to have him 
marry a title prejudice. 

MALONE [rising, and approaching her with a 
scrutiny in which there is a good deal of reluctant 
respect] You seem a pretty straightforward 
downright sort of a young woman. 

VIOLET. I do not see why I should be made 
miserably poor because I cannot make pro- 
fits for you. Why do you want to make 
Hector unhappy? 

MALONE. He will get over it all right 
enough. Men thrive better on disappoint- 
ments in love than on disappointments in 
money. I daresay you think that sordid; but 
I know what I’m talking about. Me father 
died of starvation in Ireland in the black 47. 
Maybe youve heard of it. 

VIOLET. The Famine? 

MALONE [with smouldering passion] No, the 
starvation. When a country is full o food, 
and exporting it, there can be no famine. 
Me father was starved dead; and I was 
starved out to America in me mother’s arms. 
English rule drove me and mine out of Ire- 
land. Well, you can keep Ireland. Me and 
me like are coming back to buy England; 
and we’ll buy the best of it. I want no middle 
class properties and no middle class women 
for Hector. Thats straightforward, isnt it, 
like yourself? 

VIOLET [icily pitying his sentimentality] 
Really, Mr Malone, I am astonished to hear 
a man of your age and good sense talking in 
that romantic way. Do you suppose English 
noblemen will sell their places to you for the 
asking? 

MALONE. I have the refusal of two of the 
oldest family mansions in England. One 
historic owner cant afford to keep all the 
rooms dusted: the other cant afford the 
death duties. What do you say now? 

VIOLET. Of course it is very scandalous; 
but surely you know that the Government 
will sooner or later put a stop to all these 
Socialistic attacks on property. 

MALONE [grinning] D’y ’think they 11 be able 
to get that done before I buy the house — or 
rather the abbey? Theyre both abbeys. 

VIOLET [putting that aside rather impatiently] 
Oh, well, let us talk sense, Mr Malone. You 
must feel that we havnt been talking sense 
so far. 

MALONE. I cant say I do. I mean all I say. 

VIOLET. Then you dont know Hector as I 
do. He is romantic and faddy — he gets it 
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from you, I fancy — and he wants a certain 
sort of wife to take care of him. Not a faddy 
sort of person, you know. 

MALONE. Somebody like you, perhaps? 

VIOLET [(^uietly^ Well, yes. But you cannot 
very well ask me to undertake this with 
absolutely no means of keeping up his 
position. 

MALONE [alarmed] Stop a bit, stop a bit. 
Where are we getting to? I’m not aware that 
I’m asking you to undertake anything. 

VIOLET. Of course, Mr Malone, you can 
make it very difficult for me to speak to you 
if you choose to misunderstand me. 

MALONE [half bewildered] I dont wish to take 
any unfair advantage; but we seem to have 
got off the straight track somehow. 

Straker, Tuith the air of a man who has been 
making haste, opens the little gate, and admits 
Hector, who, snorting with indignation, comes 
upon the lawn, and is making for his father 
7vhen Violet, greatly dismayed, springs up and 
intercepts him. Straker does not wait; at least he 
does not remain within earshot. 

VIOLET. Oh, how unlucky! Now please, 
Hector, say nothing. Go away until I have 
finished speaking to your father. 

HECTOR [inexorably] No, Violet: I mean to 
have this thing out, right away, [lie puis her 
aside; passes her by; and faces his father, whose 
cheeks darken as his Irish blood begins to 
simmer]. Dad: youve not played this hand 
straight. 

MALONE. Hwat d’y’mean? 

HECTOR. Youve opened a letter addressed 
to me. Youve impersonated me and stolen a 
march on this lady. Thats disawnerable. 

MALONE [threateningly] Now you take care 
what youre saying. Hector. Take care, I tell 
you. 

HECTOR. I have taken care. I am taking 
care. I’m taking care of my honor and my 
position in English society. 

MALONE [hotly] Your position has been got 
by my money: do you know that? 

HECTOR. Well, youve just spoiled it all by 
opening that letter. A letter from an English 
lady, not addressed to you — a cawnfidential 
letter! a dullicate letter! a private letter! 
opened by my father! Thats a sort of thing a 
man cant struggle against in England. The 
sooner we go back together the better. [He 
appeals mutely to the heavens to witness the 
shame and anguish of two outcasts]. 

VIOLET [snubbing him with an instinctive dis- 


like for scene making] Dont be unreasonable, 
Hector. It was quite natural for Mr Malone 
to open my letter: his name was on the 
envelope. 

MALONE. There! Youve no common sense. 
Hector. I thank you, Miss Robinson. 

HECTOR. I thank you, too. It’s very kind of 
you. My father knows no better. 

MALONE [furiously clenching his fists] Hec- 
tor — 

HECTOR [with undaunted moral force] Oh, 
it’s no use hectoring me. A private letter’s a 
private letter, dad: you cant get over that. 

MALONE [raising his voice] I wont be talked 
back to by you, d’y’hear? 

VIOLET. Ssh! please, please. Here they all 
come. 

Father and son, checked, glare mutely at one 
another as Tanner comes in through the little 
gate 7vith Ramsden, followed by Octavius and 
Afin. 

VIOLET. Back already! 

TANNER. The Alhambra is not open this 
afternoon. 

VIOLET. What a sell! 

Tanner passes on, and presently finds himself 
between Hector and a strange elder, both appar- 
ently on the verge of personal combat. He looks 
from one to the other for an explanation. They 
sulkily avoid his eye, and nurse their wrath in 
silence. 

RAMSDEN. Is it wisc for you to be out in 
the sunshine with such a headache, Violet? 

TANNER. Have you recovered too, Malone? 

VIOLET. Oh, I forgot. We have not all met 
before. Mr Malone: wont you introduce your 
father? 

HECTOR [with Roman firmness] No, I will not. 
He is no father of mine. 

MALONE [very angry] You disown your dad 
before your English friends, do you? 

VIOLET. Oh, please dont make a scene. 

Ann and Octavius, lingering near the gate, 
exchange an astonished glance, and discreetly 
nnthdra7v up the steps to the garden, where they 
can enjoy the disturbance 7vithout intruding. On 
their way to the steps Ann sends a little grimace 
of mute sympathy to Violet, who is standing rvith 
her back to the little table, looking on in helpless 
annoyance as her husband soars to higher and 
higher moral eminences without the least regard to 
the old man s millions. 

HECTOR. I’m very sorry. Miss Rawbnsn; but 
I’m contending for a principle. I am a son, 
and, I hope, a dutiful one; but before every- 
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thing Tm a Mahn!!! And when dad treats my 
private letters as his own, and takes it on 
himself to say that I shant marry you if I 
am happy and fortunate enough to gain your 
consent, then I just snap my fingers and go 
my own way. 

TANNER. Marry Violet! 

RAMSDEN. Are you in your senses? 

TANNER. Do you forgct what we told you? 

HECTOR [recklessly^ I dont care what you 
told me. 

RAMSDEN [scandalized] Tut tut, sir! Mon- 
strous! [he flings away towards the gate, his 
elbows quivering with indignation]. 

TANNER. Another madman! These men in 
love should be locked up. [He gives Hector up 
as hopeless, and turns away towards the garden; 
hut Malone, talcing offence in a new direction, 
follows him and compels him, by the aggressive- 
ness of his tone, to stop]. 

MALONE. I dont understand this. Is Hector 
not good enough for this lady, pray? 

TANNER. My dear sir, the lady is married 
already. Hector knows it; and yet he persists 
in his infatuation. Take him home and lock 
him up. 

MALONE [bitterly] So this is the highborn 
social tone Ive spoilt be me ignorant, uncul- 
tivated behavior! Makin love to a married 
woman! [He comes angrily between Hector and 
Violet, and almost bawls into Hector s left ear] 
Youve picked up that habit of the British 
aristocracy, have you? 

HECTOR. Thats all right. Dont you trouble 
yourself about that. Til answer for the 
morality of what Tm doing. 

TANNER [coming forward to Hector s right 
hand with flashing eyes] Well said, Malone! 
You also see that mere marriage laws are not 
morality! I agree with you; but unfortunately 
Violet does not. 

MALONE. I take leave to doubt that, sir. 
[Turning on Violet] Let me tell you, Mrs 
Robinson, or whatever your right name is, 
you had no right to send that letter to my 
son when you were the wife of another man. 

HECTOR [outraged] This is the last straw. 
Dad: you have insulted my wife. 

^MALONE. Your wife! 

TANNER. Y o u the missing husband! Another 
moral impostor! [He smites his brow, and col- 
lapses into Malone's chair]. 

MALONE. Youve married without my con- 
sent! 

RAMSDEN. You havc deliberately hum- 


bugged us, sir! 

HECTOR. Here; I have had just about 
enough of being badgered. Violet and I are 
married: thats the long and the short of it. 
Now what have you got to say — any of you? 

MALONE. I know what Ive got to say. She*s 
married a beggar. 

HECTOR. No: she’s married a Worker [Aw 
American pronunciation imparts an overwhelm- 
ing intensity to this simple and unpopular word]. 
I start to earn my own living this very after- 
noon. 

MALONE [sneering angrily] Yes: youre very 
plucky now, because you got your remittance 
from me yesterday or this morning, I reckon. 
Waitl it’s spent. You wont be so full of cheek 
then. 

HECTOR [producing a letter from his pocket- 
book] Here it is [thrusting it on his father]. 
Now you just take your remittance and your- 
self out of my life. I’m done with remittances; 
and I’m done with you. I dont sell the privi- 
lege of insulting my wife for a thousand 
dollars. 

MALONE [deeply wounded and full of concern] 
Hector: you dont know what poverty is. 

HECTOR [fervidly] Well, I wawnt to know 
what it is. I wawnt ’be a Mahn. Violet: you 
come along with me, to your own home: I’ll 
see you through. 

OCTAVIUS [jumping dorvn from the garden to 
the lawn and running to Hector s left hand] I 
hope youll shake hands with me before you 
go. Hector. I admire and respect you more 
than I can say. [He is affected almost to tears as 
they shake hands], 

VIOLET [also almost in tears, hut of vexatiori] 
Oh, dont be an idiot, Tavy. Hector’s about 
as fit to become a workman as you are. 

TANNER [rising from his chair on the other 
side of Hector] Never fear: theres no question 
of his becoming a navvy, Mrs Malone. [To 
Hector] Theres really no difficulty about 
capital to start with. Treat me as a friend: 
draw on me. 

OCTAVIUS [impulsively] Or on me. 

MALONE [with fierce jealousy] Who wants 
your durty money? Who should he draw on 
but his own father? [Tanner and Octavius 
recoil, Octavius rather hurt. Tanner consoled by 
the solution of the money difficulty. Violet looks 
up hopefully]. Hector: dont be rash, my boy. 
I’m sorry for what I said: I never meant to 
insult Violet: I take it all back. She’s just 
the wife you want: there! 
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HECTOR [patting him on the shoulder] Well, 
thats all right, dad. Say no more; we re 
friends again. Only, I take no money from 
anybody. 

MALONE [pleading abjectly] Dont be hard on 
me, Hector. I'd rather you quarrelled and 
took the money than made friends and 
starved. You dont know what the world is: 
Ido. 

HECTOR. No, no, NO. Thats fixed: thats not 
going to change. [He passes his father inex- 
orably byy and goes to Violet], Come, Mrs 
Malone: youve got to move to the hotel with 
me, and take your proper place before the 
world. 

VIOLET. But I must go in, dear, and tell 
Davis to pack. Wont you go on and make 
them give you a room overlooking the garden 
for me? I’ll join you in half an hour. 

HECTOR. Very well. Youll dine with us. 
Dad, wont you? 

MALONE [eager to conciliate him] Yes, yes. 

HECTOR. See you all later. [He waves his 
hand to An7i, who has now been joined by 
Tanner j Octavius, and Ramsden in the garden, 
and goes out through the little gate, leaving his 
father and Violet together on the lawn], 

MALONE. Youll try to bring him to his 
senses, Violet: I know you will. 

VIOLET. I had no idea he could be so head- 
strong. If he goes on like that, what can I do? 

MALONE. Dont be discurridged: domestic 
pressure may be slow; but it’s sure. Youll 
wear him down. Promise me you will. 

VIOLET. I will do my best. Of course I think 
it’s the greatest nonsense deliberately making 
us poor like that. 

MALONE. Of course it is. 

VIOLET [after a moment* s reflection] You had 
better give me the remittance. He will want 
it for his hotel bill. I’ll see whether I can 
induce him to accept it. Not now, of course, 
but presently. 

MALONE [eagerly] Yes, yes, yes: thats just 
the thing [he hands her the thousand dollar bill, 
and adds cunningly], Y ’understand that this 
is only a bachelor allowance. 

VIOLET [coolly] Oh, quite. takes it]. 

Thank you. By the way, Mr Malone, those 
two houses you mentioned — the abbeys. 

MALONE. Yes? 

VIOLET. Dont take one of them until Ive 
seen it. One never knows what may be 
wrong with these places. 

MALONE. I wont. I’ll do nothing without 


consulting you, never fear. 

VIOLET [politely, but without a ray of grati- 
tude] Thanks: that will be much the best way, 
[She goes calmly back to the villa, escorted 
obsequiously by Malone to the upper end of the 
garden], 

TANNER [drawing Ramsden s attention to 
M alone* s cringing attitude as he takes leave of 
Violet] And that poor devil is a billionaire! 
one of the master spirits of the age! Led in a 
string like a pug dog by the first girl who 
takes the trouble to despise him! I wonder 
will it ever come to that with me. [He comes 
down to the lawn], 

RAMSDEN [following him] The sooner the 
better for you. 

MALONE [slapping his hands as he returns 
through the garden] Thatll be a grand woman 
for Hector. I wouldnt exchange her for ten 
duchesses. [He descends to the lawn and comes 
between Tanner and Rainsden], 

RAMSDEN [very civil to the billionaire] It’s an 
unexpected pleasure to find you in this 
corner of the world, Mr Malone. Have you 
come to buy up the Alhambra? 

MALONE. Well, I dont say I mightnt. I 
think I could do better with it than the 
Spanish government. But thats not what I 
came about. To tell you the truth, about a 
month ago I overheard a deal between two 
men over a bundle of shares. They differed 
about the price: they were young and greedy, 
and didnt know that if the shares were worth 
what was bid for them they must be worth 
what was asked, the margin being too small 
to be of any account, you see. To amuse 
meself, I cut in and bought the shares. Well, 
to this day I havnt found out what the busi- 
ness is. The office is in this town; and the 
name is Mendoza, Limited. Now whether 
Mendoza’s a mine, or a steamboat line, or a 
bank, or a patent article — 

TANNER. He’s a man. I know him: his 
principles are thoroughly commercial. Let 
us take you round the town in our motor, 
Mr Malone, and call on him on the way. 

MALONE. If youll be so kind, yes. And may 
I ask who — 

TANNER. Mr Roebuck Ramsden, a very old 
friend of your daughter-in-law. 

MALONE. Happy to meet you, Mr Ramsden. 

RAMSDEN. Thank you. Mr Tanner is also 
one of our circle. 

MALONE. Glad to know you also, Mr Tanner. 

TANNER. Thanks. [Malone and Ramsden go 
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out very amicably through the little gate. Tanner 
calls to Octavius, rvho is wandering in the garden 
with Ann] Tavy! [Tavy comes to the steps, Tanner 
whispers loudly to him] Violet’s father-in-law 
is a financier of brigands. [^Fanner hurries 
away to overtake Malone and Ramsden. Ann 
strolls to the steps with an idle impulse to torment 
Octavius], 

ANN. Wont you go with them, Tavy? 

OCTAVIUS [tears suddenly flushing his eyes] 
You cut me to the heart, Ann, by wanting 
me to go [he comes down on the lawn to hide 
his face from her. She follows him caressingly], 

ANN. Poor Ricky Ticky Tavy! Poor heart! 

OCTAVIUS. It belongs to you, Ann. Forgive 
me: I must speak of it. I love you. You know 
I love you. 

ANN. Whatsthe good, Tavy? You know that 
my mother is determined that I shall marry 
Jack. 

OCTAVIUS [amazed] Jack! 

ANN. It seems absurd, doesnt it? 

oci'AVius [with growing resentment] Do you 
mean to say that Jack has been playing with 
me all this time? That he has been urging me 
not to marry you because he intends to marry 
you himself? 

ANN [alarmed] No, no; you mustnt lead him 
to believe that I said that. I dont for a 
moment think that J ack knows his own mind. 
But it’s clear from my father’s will that he 
wished me to marry Jack. And my mother is 
set on it. 

OCTAVIUS. But you are not bound to sacri- 
fice yourself always to the wishes of your 
parents. 

ANN. My father loved me. My mother 
loves me. Surely their wishes are a better 
guide than my own selfishness. 

OCTAVIUS. Oh, I know how unselfish you 
are, Ann. But believe me — though I know 
I am speaking in my own interest — there is 
another side to this question. Is it fair to 
Jack to marry him if you do not love him? 
Is it fair to destroy my happiness as well as 
your own if you can bring yourself to love 
me? 

ANN [looking at him with a faint impulse of 
pity] Tavy, my dear, you are a nice creature 
— a good boy. 

OCTAVIUS [humiliated] Is that all? 

ANN [mischievously in spite of her pity] Thats 
a great deal, I assure you. You would always 
worship the ground I trod on, wouldnt you? 

OCTAVIUS. 1 do. It sounds ridiculous; but 


it’s no exaggeration. I do; and I always shall. 

ANN. Always is a long word, Tavy. You see, 
I shall have to live up always to your idea of 
my divinity; and I dont think I could do that 
if we were married. But if I marry Jack, 
youll never be disillusioned — at least not 
until I grow too old. 

OCTAVIUS. I too shall grow old, Ann. And 
when I am eighty, one white hair of the 
woman I love will make me tremble more 
than the thickest gold tress from the most 
beautiful young head. 

ANN [quite touched] Oh, thats poetry, Tavy, 
real poetry. It gives me that strange sudden 
sense of an echo from a former existence 
which always seems to me such a striking 
proof that we have immortal souls. 

OCTAVIUS. Do you believe that it is true? 

ANN. Tavy: if it is to come true, you must 
lose me as well as love me. 

OCTAVIUS. Oh! [he hastily sits down at the 
little table and covers his face with his harids], 

ANN [with conviction] Tavy: I wouldnt for 
worlds destroy your illusions. I can neither 
take you nor let you go. I can see exactly 
what will suit you. You must be a senti- 
mental old bachelor for my sake. 

OCTAVIUS [desperately] Ann: I’ll kill myself. 

ANN. Oh no, you wont: that wouldnt be 
kind. You wont have a bad time. You will be 
very nice to women; and you will go a good 
deal to the opera. A broken heart is a very 
pleasant complaint for a man in London if he 
has a comfortable income. 

OCTAVIUS [co?isiderably cooled, but believing 
that he is only recovering his self control] I know 
you mean to be kind, Ann. Jack has per- 
suaded you that cynicism is a good tonic for 
me. [He rises with quiet dignity], 

ANN [studying him slyly] You see. I’m dis- 
illusionizing you already. Thats what I dread. 

OCTAVIUS. You do not dread disillusionizing 
Jack. 

ANN [her face lighting up with mischievous 
ecstasy — whispering I cant: he has no illusions 
about me. I shall surprise Jack the other way. 
Getting over an unfavorable impression is 
ever so much easier than living up to an ideal. 
Oh, I shall enrapture Jack sometimes! 

OCTAVIUS [resuming the calm phase of despair, 
and beginning to enjoy his broken heart and deli- 
cate attitude without knowing it] I dont doubt 
that. You will enrapture him always. And he 
— the fool! — thinks you would make him 
wretched. 
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ANN. Yes: thats the difficulty, so far. 

OCTAVIUS [Jierdcally^ Shall I tell him that 
you love him? 

ANN [^uickly^ Oh no: he’d run away again. 

OCTAVIUS [shocked] Ann: would you marry 
an unwilling man? 

ANN. What a queer creature you are, Tavy! 
Theres no such thing as a willing man when 
you really go for him. [She laughs naughtily]. 
I’m shocking you, I suppose. But you know 
you are really getting a sort of satisfaction 
already in being out of danger yourself. 

OCTAVIUS [startled] Satisfaction! [Reproach- 
fully] You say that to me! 

ANN. Well, if it were really agony, would 
you ask for more of it? 

OCTAVIUS. Havel asked for more of it? 

ANN. You have offered to tell Jack that I 
love him. Thats self-sacrifice, I suppose; but 
there must be some satisfaction in it. Per- 
haps it’s because youre a poet. You are like 
the bird that presses its breast against the 
sharp thorn to make itself sing. 

OCTAVIUS. It’s quite simple. I love you; and 
I want you to be happy. You dont love me; 
so I cant make you happy myself; but I can 
help another man to do it. 

ANN. Yes: it seems quite simple. But I 
doubt if we ever know why we do things. 
The only really simple thing is to go straight 
for what you want and grab it. I suppose I 
dont love you, Tavy; but sometimes I feel as 
if 1 should like to make a man of you some- 
how. You are very foolish about women. 

ocFAVius [almost coldly] I am content to be 
what I am in that respect, 

ANN. Then you must keep away from them, 
and only dream about them. I wouldnt marry 
you for worlds, Tavy. 

OCTAVIUS. I have no hope, Ann: I accept 
my ill luck. But I dont think you quite know 
how much it hurts. 

ANN. You are so softhearted! It’s queer 
that you should be so different from Violet. 
Violet’s as hard as nails. 

OCTAVIUS. Oh no. I am sure Violet is 
thoroughly womanly at heart. 

ANN [with some impatience]yjhy do you say 
that? Is it unwomanly to be thoughtful and 
businesslike and sensible? Do you want Violet 
to be an idiot — or something worse, like me? 

OCTAVIUS. Something worse — like you! 
What do you mean, Ann? 

ANN. Oh well, I dont mean that, of course. 
But I have a great respect for Violet. She 


gets her own way always. 

OCTAVIUS [sighing] So do you. 

ANN. Yes; but somehow she gets it without 
coaxing — without having to make people 
sentimental about her. 

OCTAVIUS [with brotherly callousness] No- 
body could get very sentimental about 
Violet, I think, pretty as she is. 

ANN. Oh yes they could, if she made them. 

OCTAVIUS. But surely no really nice woman 
would deliberately practise on men’s instincts 
in that way. 

ANN [throwing up her hands] Oh, Tavy, Tavy, 
Ricky Ticky Tavy, heaven help the woman 
who marries you! 

OCTAVIUS [his passion reviving at the name] 
Oh why, why, why do you say that? Dont 
torment me. I dont understand. 

ANN. Suppose she were to tell fibs, and lay 
snares for men? 

OCTAVIUS. Do you think / could marry such 
a woman — I, who have known and loved 
y ou ? 

ANN. Hm! Well, at all events, she wouldnt 
let you if she were wise. So thats settled. 
And now I cant talk any more. Say you 
forgive me, and that the subject is closed. 

OCTAVIUS. I have nothing to forgive; and 
the subject is closed. And if the wound is 
open, at least you shall never see it bleed. 

ANN. Poetic to the last, Tavy. Goodbye, 
dear. [*S^e pats his cheek; has an impulse to kiss 
him and then another impulse of distaste which 
prevents her; finally runs away through the 
garden and into the villa], 

Octavius agahi takes refuge at the table, bow- 
ing his head on his arms and sobbing softly, 
Mrs JVhiteJield, who has been pottering round 
the Granada shops, and has a net full of little 
parcels in her hand, comes in through the gate 
and sees him, 

MRS WHiTEFiELD [running to him and lifting 
his head] Whats the matter, Tavy? Are you 
ill? 

OCTAVIUS. No, nothing, nothing. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [stHl holding his head, 
anxiously] But youre crying. Is it about 
Violet’s marriage? 

OCTAVIUS. No, no. Who told you about 
Violet? 

MRS WHITEFIELD [restoring the head to its 
owner] I met Roebuck and that awful old 
Irishman. Are you sure youre not ill? Whats 
the matter? 

OCTAVIUS [affectionately] It’s nothing. Only 
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a inan*s broken heart. Doesnt that sound 
ridiculous? 

MRS WHiTEFiELD. But what is it all about? 
Has Ann been doing anything to you? 

OCTAVIUS. It's not Ann's fault. And dont 
think for a moment that I blame you. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [startled] For what? 

OCTAVIUS [pressing her hand consolingly] For 
nothing. I said I didnt blame you. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. But I havnt done any- 
thing. Whats the matter? 

OCTAVIUS [smiling sadly] Cant you guess? I 
daresay you are right to prefer Jack to me 
as a husband for Ann; but I love Ann; and it 
hurts rather. [He rises and moves away from 
her towards the middle of the lawn], 

MRS WHITEFIELD [following Mm hastily] Does 
Ann say that I want her to marry Jack? 

OCTAVIUS. Yes: she has told me. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [thoughtfully] Then I'm 
very sorry for you, Tavy. It’s only her way 
of saying she wants to marry Jack. Little 
she cares what I say or what / want. 

OCTAVIUS. But she would not say it unless 
she believed it. Surely you dont suspect Ann 
of — of deceit!! 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Well, never mind, Tavy. 
I dont know which is best for a young man: 
to know too little, like you, or too much, like 
Jack. 

Tanner returns. 

TANNER. Well, Ive disposed of old Malone. 
Ive introduced him to Mendoza, Limited; 
and left the two brigands together to talk 
it out. Hullo, Tavy! anything wrong? 

OCTAVIUS. I must go wash my face, I see. 
[To Mrs Whitefeld] Tell him what you wish. 
[To Tanner] You may take it from me. Jack, 
that Ann approves of it. 

TANNER [puzzled by his manner] Approves 
of what? 

OCTAVIUS. Of what Mrs Whitefield wishes. 
[He goes his way with sad dignity to the villa], 

TANNER [to Mrs Whitefield] This is very 
mysterious. What is it you wish? It shall be 
done, whatever it is. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [with Snivelling gratitude] 
Thank you, Jack. [She sits down. Tanner brings 
the other chair from the table and sits close to her 
with his elbows on his knees, giving her his whole 
attention], I dont know why it is that other 
people's children are so nice to me, and that 
my own have so little consideration for me. 
It's no wonder I dont seem able to care for 
Ann and Rhoda as I do for you and Tavy and 


Violet. It’s a very queer world. It used to be 
so straightforward and simple; and now no- 
body seems to think and feel as they ought. 
Nothing has been right since that speech 
that Professor Tyndall made at Belfast. 

TANNER. Yes: life is more complicated than 
we used to think. But what am I to do for 
you? 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Thats just what I want 
to tell you. Of course youll marry Ann 
whether I like it or not — 

TANNER [starting] It seems to me that I 
shall presently be married to Ann whether 
I like it myself or not. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [jpeacefully] Oh, very likely 
you will: you know what she is when she has 
set her mind on anything. But dont put it on 
me: thats all I ask. Tavy has just let out that 
she's been saying that I am making her 
marry you; and the poor boy is breaking his 
heart about it; for he is in love with her him- 
self, though what he sees in her so wonder- 
ful, goodness knows: I dont. It’s no use tell- 
ing Tavy that Ann puts things into people's 
heads by telling them that I want them when 
the thought of them never crossed my mind. 
It only sets Tavy against me. But you know 
better than that. So if you marry her, dont 
put the blame on me. 

TANNER [emphatically] I havnt the slightest 
intention of marrying her. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [slyly] She’d suit you 
better than Tavy. She'd meet her match in 
you. Jack. I'd like to see her meet her match. 

TANNER. No man is a match for a woman, 
except with a poker and a pair of hobnailed 
boots. Not always even then. Anyhow, / cant 
take the poker to her. I should be a mere 
slave. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. No*. she's afraid of you. 
At all events, you would tell her the truth 
about herself. She wouldnt be able to slip 
out of it as she does with me. 

TANNER. Everybody would call me a brute 
if I told Ann the truth about herself in terms 
of her own moral code. To begin with, Ann 
says things that are not strictly true. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. I'm glad somebody sees 
she is not an angel. 

TANNER. In short — to put it as a husband 
would put it when exasperated to the point 
of speaking out — she is a liar. And since she 
has plunged Tavy head over ears in love with 
her without any intention of marrying him, 
she is a coquette, according to the standard 
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definition of a coquette as a woman who 
rouses passions she has no intention of grati- 
fying. And as she has now reduced you to 
the point of being willing to sacrifice me at 
the altar for the mere satisfaction of getting 
me to call her a liar to her face, I may con- 
clude that she is a bully as well. She cant 
bully men as she bullies women; so she habit- 
ually and unscrupulously uses her personal 
fascination to make men give her whatever 
she wants. That makes her almost something 
for which I know no polite name. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [in mild expostulation'] Well, 
you cant expect perfection. Jack. 

TANNER. I dont. But what annoys me is 
that Ann does. I know perfectly well that 
all this about her being a liar and a bully and 
a coquette and so forth is a trumped-up 
moral indictment which might be brought 
against anybody. We all lie; we all bully as 
much as we dare; we all bid for admiration 
without the least intention of earning it; we 
all get as much rent as we can out of our 
powers of fascination. If Ann would admit 
this I shouldnt quarrel with her. But she 
wont. If she has children she’ll take advant- 
age of their telling lies to amuse herself by 
whacking them. If another woman makes 
eyes at me, she’ll refuse to know a coquette. 
She will do just what she likes herself whilst 
insisting on everybody else doing what the 
conventional code prescribes. In short, I can 
stand everything except her confounded 
hypocrisy. Thats what beats me. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [carried away hy the relief 
of hearing her own opinion so eloquently ex- 
pressed] Oh, she is a hypocrite. She is: she is. 
Isnt she? 

TANNER. Then why do you want to marry 
me to her? 

MRS WHITEFIELD [querulously] There now! 
put it on me, of course. I never thought of it 
until Tavy told me she said I did. But, you 
know, I’m very fond of Tavy: he’s a sort of 
son to me; and I dont want him to be trampled 
on and made wretched. 

TANNER. Whereas I dont matter, I suppose. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Oh, you are different, 
somehow: you are able to take care of your- 
self. Youd serve her out. And anyhow, she 
must marry somebody. 

TANNER. Aha! there speaks the life instinct. 
You detest her; but you feel that you must 
get her married. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [rising, skocked] Do you 


mean that I detest my own daughter! Surely 
you dont believe me to be so wicked and un- 
natural as that, merely because I see her 
faults. 

TANNER [cynically] You love her, then? 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Why, of course I do. 
What queer things you say, Jack! We cant 
help loving our own blood relations. 

TANNER. Well, perhaps it saves unpleasant- 
ness to say so. But for my part, I suspect that 
the tables of consanguinity have a natural 
basis in a natural repugnance [he rises], 

MRS WHITEFIELD. You shouldnt say things 
like that, Jack. I hope you wont tell Ann that 
I have been speaking to you. I only wanted 
to set myself right with you and Tavy. I 
couldnt sit mumchance and have everything 
put on me. 

TANNER [politely] Quite so. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [dissatisfcd] And now Ive 
only made matters worse. Tavy’s angry with 
me because I dont worship Ann. And when 
it’s been put into my head that Ann ought 
to marry you, what can I say except that it 
would serve her right? 

TANNER. Thank you. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Now dont be silly and 
twist what I say into something I dont mean. 
I ought to have fair play — 

Ann comes from the villa, followed presently 
hy Violet, who is dressed for driving, 

ANN [coming to her mother s right hand with 
threatening suavity] Well, mamma darling, 
you seem to be having a delightful chat with 
Jack. We can hear you all over the place. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [appalled] Have you over- 
heard — 

TANNER. Never fear: Ann is only — well, we 
were discussing that habit of hers just now. 
She hasnt heard a word. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [stoutly] I dont care 
whether she has or not: I have a right to say 
what I please. 

VIOLET [arriving on the lawn and coming be- 
tween Mrs Whitefeld and Tanner] Ive come 
to say goodbye. I’m off for my honeymoon. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [crying] Oh, dont say that, 
Violet. And no wedding, no breakfast, no 
clothes, nor anything. 

VIOLET [petting her] It wont be for long. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Dont let him take you 
to America. Promise me that you wont. 

VIOLET [very decidedly] I should think not, 
indeed. Dont cry, dear: I’m only going to the 
hotel. 



403 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


MRS WHiTEFiELD. But going in that dress, 
with your luggage, makes one realize — 
chokes, and then breaks out again] How I wish 
you were my daughter, Violet! 

VIOLET [soothing her] There, there: so I am. 
Ann will be jealous. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Ann doesnt care a bit for 
me. 

ANN. Fie, mother! Come, now: you mustnt 
cry any more: you know Violet doesnt like it 
[Mrs Whitejield dries her eyes, and subsides]. 

VIOLET. Goodbye, Jack. 

TANNER. Goodbye, Violet. 

VIOLET. The sooner you get married too, 
the better. You will be much less misunder- 
stood. 

TANNER [resiwely] I quite expect to get 
married in the course of the afternoon. You 
all seem to have set your minds on it. 

VIOLET. You might do worse. [7b Mrs 
Whitejield: putting her arm round her] Let me 
take you to the hotel with me: the drive will 
do you good. Come in and get a wrap. [5/?^ 
takes her towards the villa]. 

MRS WHITEFIELD [a^ they go up through the 
garden] I dont know what I shall do when you 
are gone, with no one but Ann in the house; 
and she always occupied with the men! It s 
not to be expected that your husband will 
care to be bothered with an old woman like 
me. Oh, you neednt tell me: politeness is all 
very well; but I know what people think — 
talks herself and Violet out of sight and 
hearing]. 

Ann, alone with Tanner, ivatches him and 
waits. He makes an irresolute movement towards 
the gate; but some magnetism in her draws him 
to her, a broken man. 

ANN. Violet is quite right. You ought to get 
married. 

TANNER [explosively] Ann: I will not marry 
you. Do you hear? I wont, wont, wont, wont, 
WONT marry you. 

ANN [placidly] Well, nobody axd you, sir 
she said, sir she said, sir she said. So thats 
settled. 

TANNER. Yes, nobody has asked me; but 
everybody treats the thing as settled. It's 
in the air. When we meet, the others go away 
on absurd pretexts to leave us alone together. 
Ramsden no longer scowls at me: his eye 
beams, as if he were already giving you away 
to me in church. Tavy refers me to your 
mother and gives me his blessing. Straker 
openly treats you as his future employer: it 


was he who first told me of it. 

ANN. Was that why you ran away? 

TANNER. Yes, only to be stopped by a love- 
sick brigand and run down like a truant 
schoolboy. 

ANN. Well, if you dont want to be married, 
you neednt be [she turns away from him and 
sits down, much at her ease]. 

TANNER [following her] Docs any man want 
to be hanged? Yet men let themselves be 
hanged without a struggle for life, though 
they could at least give the chaplain a black 
eye. We do the world s will, not our own. I 
have a frightful feeling that I shall let myself 
be married because it is the world’s will that 
you should have a husband. 

ANN. I daresay I shall, someday. 

TANNER. But why me? me of all men! 
Marriage is to me apostasy, profanation of 
the sanctuary of my soul, violation of my 
manhood, sale of my birthright, shameful 
surrender, ignominious capitulation, accept- 
ance of defeat. I shall decay like a thing that 
has served its purpose and is done with; I 
shall change from a man with a future to a 
man with a past; I shall see in the greasy 
eyes of all the other husbands their relief at 
the arrival of a new prisoner to share their 
ignominy. The young men will scorn me as 
one who has sold out: to the women I, who 
have always been an enigma and a possi- 
bility, shall be merely somebody else’s pro- 
perty — and damaged goods at that: a second- 
hand man at best. 

ANN. Well, your wife can put on a cap and 
make herself ugly to keep you in counten- 
ance, like my grandmother. 

TANNER. So that she may make her triumph 
more insolent by publicly throwing away the 
bait the moment the trap snaps on the victim! 

ANN. After all, though, what difference 
would it make? Beauty is all very well at first 
sight; but who ever looks at it when it has 
been in the house three days? I thought our 
pictures very lovely when papa bought them; 
but I havnt looked at them for years. You 
never bother about my looks: you are too 
well used to me. I might be the umbrella 
stand. 

TANNER. You lie, you vampire: you lie. 

ANN. Flatterer. Why are you trying to 
fascinate me, Jack, if you dont want to marry 
me? 

TANNER. The Life Force. I am in the grip 
of the Life Force. 
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ANN. I dont understand in the least: it 
sounds like the Life Guards. 

TANNER. Why dont you marry Tavy? He is 
willing. Can you not be satisfied unless your 
prey struggles? 

ANN [turning to him as if to let him into 
a secret] Tavy will never marry. Havnt 
you noticed that that sort of man never 
marries? 

TANNER. What! a man who idolizes women! 
who sees nothing in nature but romantic 
scenery for love duets! Tavy, the chivalrous, 
the faithful, the tenderhearted and true! 
Tavy never marry! Why, he was born to be 
swept up by the first pair of blue eyes he 
meets in the street. 

ANN. Yes, I know. All the same, Jack, men 
like that always live in comfortable bachelor 
lodgings with broken hearts, and are adored 
by their landladies, and never get married. 
Men like you always get married. 

TANNER [smiting his brow] How frightfully, 
horribly true! It has been staring me in 
the face all my life; and I never saw it 
before. 

ANN. Oh, it’s the same with women. The 
poetic temperament’s a very nice tempera- 
ment, very amiable, very harmless and poetic, 
I daresay; but it’s an old maid’s tempera- 
ment. 

TANNER. Barren. The Life Force passes it 
by. 

ANN. If thats what you mean by the Life 
Force, yes. 

TANNER. You dont care for Tavy? 

ANN [looking round carefully to make sure that 
Tavy is not within earshot] No. 

TANNER. And you do care for me? 

ANN [rising quietly and shaking her finger at 
him] Now, Jack! Behave yourself. 

TANNER. Infamous, abandoned woman! 
Devil! 

ANN. Boa-constrictor! Elephant! 

TANNER. Hypocrite! 

ANN [softly] I must be, for my future hus- 
band’s sake. 

TANNER. For mine! [Correcting himself 
savagely] I mean for his. 

ANN [ignoring the correction] Yes, for yours. 
You had better marry what you call a hypo- 
crite, Jack. Women who are not hypocrites 
go about in rational dress and are insulted 
and get into all sorts of hot water. And then 
their husbands get dragged in too, and live 
in continual dread of fresh complications. 


Wouldnt you prefer a wife you could depend 
on? 

TANNER. No: a thousand times no: hot water 
is the revolutionist’s element. You clean men 
as you clean milk-pails, by scalding them. 

ANN. Cold water has its uses too. It’s 
healthy. 

TANNER [despairingly] Oh, you are witty: 
at the supreme moment the Life Force en- 
dows you with every quality. Well, I too can 
be a hypocrite. Your father’s will appointed 
me your guardian, not your suitor. I shall be 
faithful to my trust. 

ANN [in lo7v siren tones] He asked me who 
I would have as my guardian before he made 
that will. I chose you! 

TANNER. The will is yours then! The trap 
was laid from the beginning. 

ANN [concentrating all her magic] From the 
beginning — from our childhood — for both of 
us — by the Life Force. 

TANNER. I will not marry you. I will not 
marry you. 

ANN. Oh, you will, you will. 

TANNER. I tell you, no, no, no. 

ANN. I tell you, yes, yes, yes. 

TANNER. No. 

ANN [coaxing — implormg — almost exhausted] 
Yes. Before it is too late for repentance. 
Yes. 

TANNER [struck by the echo from the past] 
When did all this happen to me before? Are 
we two dreaming? 

ANN [suddenly losing her courage^ with an 
anguish that she does not conceal] No. We are 
awake; and you have said no: that is all. 

TANNER [brutally] Well? 

ANN. Well, I made a mistake: you do not 
love me. 

TANNER [seizing her in his arms] It is false: 
I love you. The Life Force enchants me: I 
have the whole world in my arms when I 
clasp you. But I am fighting for my freedom, 
for my honor, for my self, one and indivisible. 

ANN. Your happiness will be worth them all. 

TANNER. You would scll freedom and honor 
and self for happiness? 

ANN. It will not be all happiness for me. 
Perhaps death. 

TANNER [groaning] Oh, that clutch holds 
and hurts. What have you grasped in me? 
Is there a father’s heart as well as a mother’s? 

ANN. Take care. Jack: if anyone comes 
while we are like this, you will have to marry 
me. 
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TANNER. If we two stood now on the edge 
of a precipice, I would hold you tight and 
jump. 

ANN [panting, failing more and more under 
the strairi] Jack: let me go. I have dared so 
frightfully — it is lasting longer than I 
thought. Let me go: I cant bear it. 

TANNER. Nor I. Let it kill us. 

ANN. Yes: I dont care. I am at the end of 
my forces. I dont care. I think I am going to 
faint. 

At this moment Violet and Octavius come from 
the villa rvith Mrs Whitefield, who is wrapped 
up for driving. Simultaneously Malone and 
Ramsden, followed by Mendoza and Straker, 
come in through the little gate in the paling. 
Tanner shamefacedly releases Ann, who raises 
her hand giddily to her forehead. 

MALONE. Take care. Something’s the matter 
with the lady. 

RAMSDEN. What does this mean? 

VIOLET [running between Ann and Tanner^ 
Are you ill? 

ANN [reeling, with a supreme effort] I have 
promised to marry Jack. [She swoons. Violet 
kneels by her and chafes her hand. Tanner runs 
round to her other hand, and tries to lift her head. 
Octavius goes to Violet's assistance, but does not 
know what to do. Mrs Whiiefield hurries back 
into the villa. Octavius, Malone, and Ramsden 
run to Ann and crowd round her, stooping to 
assist. Straker coolly comes to Anns feet, and 
Mendoza to her head, both upright and self- 
possessed]. 

STRAKER. Now then, ladies and gentlemen: 
she dont want a crowd round her: she wants 
air — all the air she can git. If you please, 
gents — [Malone and Ramsden allow him to 
drive them gently past Ann and up the lawn to- 
wards the garden, where Octavius, who has 
already become conscious of his uselessness, joins 
them, Straker, following them up, pauses for a 
moment to instruct Tanner]. Dont lift er ed, Mr 
Tanner: let it go flat so s the blood can run 
back into it. 

MENDOZA. He is right, Mr Tanner. Trust to 
the air of the Sierra. [He withdraws delicately 
to the garden steps], 

TANNER [rising] I yield to your superior 
knowledge of physiology, Henry. [He with- 
draws to the comer of the lawn; and Octavius 
immediately hurries down to him], 

TAVY [aside to Tanner, grasping his hand] 
Jack: be very happy. 

TANNER [aside to Tavy] I never asked her. 


It is a trap for me. [He goes up the lawn to- 
wards the garden, Octavius remains petrified], 

MENDOZA [intercepting Mrs Whitefeld, who 
comes from the villa with a glass of brandy] 
What is this, madam [he takes it from Aer]? 

MRS WHiTEFiELD. A little brandy. 

MENDOZA. The worst thing you could give 
her. Allow me. [He swallows it]. Trust to the 
air of the Sierra, madam. 

For a moment the men all forget Ann and 
stare at Mendoza, 

ANN [in Violet's ear, clutching her round the 
neck] Violet: did Jack say anything when I 
fainted? 

VIOLET. No. 

ANN. Ah! [7viih a sigh of intense relief she 
relapses]. 

MRS WHITEFIELD. Oh, she’s fainted again. 

They are about to rush back to her; but Men- 
doza stops them with a warning gesture. 

ANN [supine] No, I havnt. I'm quite happy. 

TANNER [suddenly walking determinedly to 
her, and snatching her hand from Violet to feel 
her pulse] Why, her pulse is positively bound- 
ing. Come! get up. What nonsense! Up with 
you. [He hauls her up summarily], 

ANN. Yes: I feel strong enough now. But 
you very nearly killed me, Jack, for all that. 

MALONE. A rough wooer, eh? Theyre the 
best sort. Miss Whitefield. I congratulate 
Mr Tanner; and I hope to meet you and him 
as frequent guests at the abbey. 

ANN. Thank you. [5'Ae goes past Malone to 
Octavius] Ricky Ticky Tavy: congratulate 
me. [Aside to him] I want to make you cry for 
the last time. 

TAVY [steadfastly] No more tears. I am 
happy in your happiness. And I believe in 
you in spite of everything. 

RAMSDEN [comingbetween Malone and Tanner] 
You are a happy man, Jack Tanner. I envy 
you. 

MENDOZA [advancing between Violet and 
Tanner] Sir: there are two tragedies in life. 
One is to lose your heart’s desire. The other 
is to gain it. Mine and yours, sir. 

TANNER. Mr Mendoza: I have no heart’s 
desires. Ramsden: it is very easy for you to 
call me a happy man: you are only a spec- 
tator. I am one of the principals; and I know 
better. Ann: stop tempting Tavy, and come 
back to me. 

ANN [complying You are absurd. Jack. 
takes his proffered arm], 

TANNER [continuing] I solemnly say that I 
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am not a happy man. Ann looks happy; but 
she is only triumphant, successful, victorious. 
That is not happiness, but the price for 
which the strong sell their happiness. What 
we have both done this afternoon is to re- 
nounce happiness, renounce freedom, re- 
nounce tranquillity, above all, renounce the 
romantic possibilities of an unknown future, 
for the cares of a household and a family. I 
beg that no man may seize the occasion to 
get half drunk and utter imbecile speeches 
and coarse pleasantries at my expense. We 
propose to furnish our own house according 
to our own taste; and I hereby give notice 
that the seven or eight travelling clocks, the 
four or five dressing cases, the carvers and 
fish slices, the copies of Patmore’s Angel In 
The House in extra morocco, and the other 


articles you are preparing to heap upon us, 
will be instantly sold, and the proceeds de- 
voted to circulating free copies of the Revolu- 
tionist’s Handbook. The wedding will take 
place three days after our return to England, 
by special licence, at the office of the district 
superintendent registrar, in the presence of 
my solicitor and his clerk, who, like his clients, 
will be in ordinary walking dress — 

VIOLET [with intense conviction^ You are a 
brute, Jack. 

ANN [looking at him with fond pride and 
caressing his arm'] Never mind her, dear. Go 
on talking. 

TANNER. Talking! 

Universal laughter. 

THE END 


XII 

JOHN BULL’S OTHER ISLAND 

1904 


ACT I 

Great George Street^ Westminster, is the ad- 
dress of Doyle and Broadbent, civil engineers. On 
the threshold one reads that the firm consists of 
Mr Laurence Doyle and Mr Thomas Broadbent, 
and that their rooms are on the first floor. Most 
of these rooms are private; for the partners, being 
bachelors and bosom friends, live there; and the 
door marked Private, next the clerks' office, is 
their domestic sitting room as well as their re- 
ception room for clients. Let me describe it briefly 
from the point of view of a sparrow on the win- 
dow sill. The outer door is in the opposite wall, 
close to the right hand corner. Between this door 
and the left hand corner is a hatstand and a table 
consisting of large drawing boards on trestles, 
with plans, rolls of tracing paper, mathematical 
instruments, and other draughtsman s accessories 
on it. In the left hand wall is the fireplace, and the 
door of an inner room between the fireplace and 
our observant sparrow. Against the right hand 
wall is a filing cabinet, with a cupboard on it, and 
nearer, a tall office desk and stool for one person. 
In the middle of the room a large double writing 
table is set across, with a chair at each end for 
the two partners. It is a room which no woman 
would tolerate, smelling of tobacco, and much in 
need of repapering, repainting, and recarpeting; 
hut this is the effect of bachelor untidiness and in- 


difference, not want of means; for nothing that 
Doyle and Broadbent themselves have purchased 
is cheap; nor is anything they want lacking. On 
the walls hang a large map of South America, 
a pictorial advertisement of a steamship company , 
an impressive portrait of Gladstone, and several 
caricatures of Mr Balfour as a rabbit and Mr 
Chamberlain as a fox by Francis Carruthers 
Gould. 

At twenty minutes to five o'clock on a summer 
afternoon in 1904, the room is empty. Presently 
the outer door is opened, and a valet comes in 
laden with a large Gladstone bag and a strap 
of rugs. He carries them into the inner room. He 
is a respectable valet, old enough to have lost 
all alacrity and acquired an air of putting up 
patiently rvith a great deal of trouble and indiffer- 
ent health. The luggage belongs to Broadbent, 
who enters after the valet. He pulls off his over- 
coat and fiungs it with his hat on the stand. Then 
becomes to the writing table and looks through the 
letters waiting there for him. He is a robust, full- 
blooded, energetic man in the prime of life, some- 
times eager and credulous, sometimes shrewd and 
roguish, sometimes portentously solemn, some- 
times jolly and impetuous, always buoyant and 
irresistible, mostly likeable, and enormously 
absurd in his most earnest moments. He bursts 
open his letters with his thumb, and glances 
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through them, Jiinging the envelopes about the 
floor with reckless untidiness whilst he talks to 
the valet. 

BROADBENT [calling] Hodson. 

HODSON [in the bedroom] Yes sir. 

BROADBENT. Dont Unpack. Just take out the 
things Ive worn; and put in clean things. 

HODSON [appearing at the bedroom door] Yes 
sir. [He turns to go back into the bedroom]. 

BROADBENT. And look here! [Hodson turns 
again]. Do you remember where I put my 
revolver? 

HODSON. Revolver, sir! Yes sir. Mr Doyle 
uses it as a paper-weight, sir, when he*s 
drawing. 

BROADBENT. Well, I Want it packed. Theres 
a packet of cartridges somewhere, I think. 
Find it and pack it as well. 

HODSON. Yes sir. 

BROADBENT. By the way, pack your own 
traps too. I shall take you with me this time. 

HODSON [hesitant] Is it a dangerous part 
youre going to, sir? Should I be expected to 
carry a revolver, sir? 

BROADBENT. Perhaps it might be as well. 
I’m going to Ireland. 

HODSON [reassured] Yes sir. 

BROADBENT. You dont feel nervous about 
it, I suppose? 

HODSON. Not at all, sir. Fll risk it, sir. 

BROADBENT. Evcr been in Ireland? 

HODSON. No sir. I understand it’s a very 
wet climate, sir. I’d better pack your india- 
rubber overalls. 

BROADBENT. Do. Wheres Mr Doyle? 

HODSON. I’m expecting him at five, sir. He 
went out after lunch. 

BROADBENT. Anybody been looking for me? 

HODSON. A person giving the name of 
Haffigan has called twice today, sir. 

BROADBENT. Oh, I’m sorry. Why didnt he 
wait? I told him to wait if I wasnt in. 

HODSON. Well sir, I didnt know you ex- 
pected him; so I thought it best to — to — 
not to encourage him, sir. 

BROADBENT. Oh, hc’s all right. He’s an 
Irishman, and not very particular about his 
appearance. 

HODSON. Yes sir: I noticed that he was 
rather Irish. 

BROADBENT. If he calls again let him come 
up. 

HODSON. I think I saw him waiting about, 
sir, when you drove up. Shall I fetch him, sir? 

BROADBENT. Do, Hodson. 


HODSON .Yes sir [He makes for the outer door]. 

BROADBENT. He’ll Want tea. Let us have 
some. 

HODSON [stopping] I shouldnt think he drank 
tea, sir. 

BROADBENT. Well, bring whatever you 
think he’d like. 

HODSON. Yes sir [An electric hell rings]. Here 
he is, sir. Saw you arrive, sir. 

BROADBENT. Right. Shew him in. [Hodson 
goes out. Broadbent gets through the rest of his 
letters before Hodson returns with the visitor]. 

HODSON. Mr Affigan. 

Haffigan is a stunted, shortnecked, small- 
headed man of about 30, with a small bullet head, 
a red nose, and furtive eyes. He is dressed in 
seedy black, almost clerically, and might be a 
tenth-rate schoolmaster ruined by drink. He 
hastens to shake Broadbent' s hand with a show 
of reckless geniality and high spirits, helped out 
by a rollicking stage brogue. This is perhaps a 
comfort to himself, as he is secretly pursued by 
the horrors of incipient delirium tremens. 

HAFFIGAN. Tim Haffigan, sir, at your service. 
The top o the mornin to you, Misther Broad- 
bent. 

BROADBENT [delighted with his Irish visitor] 
Good afternoon, Mr Haffigan. 

TIM. An is it the afthernoon it is already? 
Begorra, what I call the mornin is all the time 
a man fasts afther breakfast. 

BROADBENT. Havnt you lunched? 

TIM. Divil a lunch! 

BROADBENT. I’m sorry I couldnt get back 
from Brighton in time to offer you some; but — 

TIM. Not a word, sir, not a word. Sure itll 
do tomorrow. Besides, I’m Irish, sir: a poor 
aither, but a powerful dhrinker. 

BROADBENT. I was just about to ring for tea 
when you came. Sit down, Mr Haffigan. 

TIM. Tay is a good dhrink if your nerves 
can stand it. Mine cant. 

Haffigan sits down at the writing table, with 
his back to the filing cabinet. Broadbent sits 
opposite him. Hodson enters empty-handed; 
takes two glasses, a siphon, and a tantalus from 
the cupboard; places them before Broadbent on 
the writing table; looks ruthlessly at Haffigan, 
who cannot meet his eye; and retires. 

BROADBENT. Try a whisky and soda. 

TIM [sobered] There you touch the national 
wakeness, sir. [Piously] Not that I share it 
meself. Ive seen too much of the mischief of 
it. 

BROADBENT [pouring the whisky] Say when. 
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TIM. Not too sthrong. [Broadbent stops and 
looks inquiringly at him]. Say half-an-half. 
[Broadbent, somewhat startled by this demand, 
pours a little more, and again stops and looks]. 
Just a dhrain more: the lower half o the 
tumbler doesnt hold a fair half. Thankya. 

BROADBENT [laughing] You Irishmen cer- 
tainly do know how to drink. [Pouring some 
whisky for himself] Now thats my poor English 
idea of a whisky and soda. 

TIM. An a very good idea it is too. Dhrink 
is the curse o me unhappy counthry. I take 
it meself because Ive a wake heart and a poor 
digestion; but in principle I’m a teetoatler. 

BROADBENT [suddenly solemn and strenuous] 
So am I, of course. I’m a Local Optionist to 
the backbone. You have no idea, Mr Haffigan, 
of the ruin that is wrought in this country by 
the unholy alliance of the publicans, the 
bishops, the Tories, and The Times. We must 
close the public-houses at all costs [he drinks], 

TIM. Sure I know. It’s awful [he drinks], I 
see youre a good Liberal like meself, sir. 

BROADBENT. I am a lover of liberty, like 
every true Englishman, Mr Haffigan. My 
name is Broadbent. If my name were Breit- 
stein, and I had a hooked nose and a house 
in Park Lane, I should carry a Union Jack 
handkerchief and a penny trumpet, and 
tax the food of the people to support the 
Navy League, and clamor for the destruc- 
tion of the last remnants of national liberty — 

TIM. Not another word. Shake hands. 

BROADBENT. But I should like to explain — 

TIM. Sure I know every word youre goin 
to say before yev said it. / know the sort o 
man yar. An so youre thinkin o comin to 
Ireland for a bit? 

BROADBENT. Whcrc clsc can I go? I am an 
Englishman and a Liberal; and now that 
South Africa has been enslaved and de- 
stroyed, there is no country left to me to 
take an interest in but Ireland. Mind: 1 dont 
say that an Englishman has not other duties. 
He has a duty to Finland and a duty to 
Macedonia. But what sane man can deny 
that an Englishman’s first duty is his duty to 
Ireland? Unfortunately, we have politicians 
here more unscrupulous than Bobrikoff, more 
bloodthirsty than Abdul the Damned; and it 
is under their heel that Ireland is now writh- 
ing. 

TIM. Faith, theyve reckoned up with poor 
oul Bobrikoff anyhow. 

BROADBENT. Not that I defend assassina- 


tion: God forbid! However strongly we may 
feel that the unfortunate and patriotic young 
man who avenged the wrongs of Finland on 
the Russian tyrant was perfectly right from 
his own point of view, yet every civilized man 
must regard murder with abhorrence. Not 
even in defence of Free Trade would I lift my 
hand against a political opponent, however 
richly he might deserve it. 

TIM. I’m sure you wouldnt; and I honor 
you for it. Youre goin to Ireland, then, out o 
sympithy: is it? 

BROADBENT. I’m going to develop an estate 
there for the Land Development Syndicate, 
in which I am interested. I am convinced 
that all it needs to make it pay is to handle it 
properly, as estates are handled in England. 
You know the English plan, Mr Haffigan, 
dont you? 

TIM. Bedad I do, sir. Take all you can out 
of Ireland and spend it in England: thats it. 

BROADBENT [not quite liking this] My plan, 
sir, will be to take a little money out of Eng- 
land and spend it in Ireland. 

TIM. More power to your elbow! an may 
your shadda never be less! for youre the broth 
of a boy intirely. An how can I help you? 
Command me to the last dhrop o me blood. 

BROADBENT. Have vou ever heard of Garden 
City? 

TIM [doubtfully] D’ye mane Heavn? 

BROADBENT. Hcaven! No: it’s near Hitchin. 
If you can spare half an hour I’ll go into it 
with you. 

TIM. I tell you hwat. Gimme a prospectus. 
Lemmy take it home and reflect on it. 

BROADBENT. Yourc quite right: I will. [He 
gives him a copy of Ehenezer Howard's book, 
and several paynphleis]. You understand that 
the map of the city — the circular construction 
— is only a suggestion. 

TIM. I’ll make a careful note o that [looking 
dazedly at the map], 

BROADBENT. What I say is, why not start a 
Garden City in Ireland? 

TIM [with enthusiasm] Thats just what was 
on the tip o me tongue to ask you. Why not? 
[Defiantly] Tell me why not. 

BROADBENT. There are difficulties. I shall 
overcome them; but there are difficulties. 
When I first arrive in Ireland I shall be hated 
as an Englishman. As a Protestant, I shall 
be denounced from every altar. My life may 
be in danger. Well, I am prepared to face 
that. 
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TIM. Never fear, sir. We know how to re- 
spict a brave innimy. 

BROADBENT. What I really dread is mis- 
understanding. I think you could help me to 
avoid that. When I heard you speak the other 
evening in Bermondsey at the meeting of 
the National League, I saw at once that you 
were — You wont mind my speaking frankly.^ 

TIM. Tell me all me faults as man to man. 
I can stand anything but flatthery. 

BROADBENT. May I put it in this way? that 
I saw at once that you are a thorough Irish- 
man, with all the faults and all the qualities 
of your race: rash and improvident but brave 
and goodnatured; not likely to succeed in 
business on your own account perhaps, but 
eloquent, humorous, a lover of freedom, and 
a true follower of that great Englishman 
Gladstone. 

TIM. Spare me blushes. I mustnt sit here 
to be praised to me face. But I confess to the 
goodnature: it’s an Irish wakeness. Td share 
me last shillin with a friend. 

BROADBENT. I feel sure you would, Mr 
Haffigan. 

TIM [impulsively] Damn it! call me Tim. A 
man that talks about Ireland as you do may 
call me anything. Gimmy a howlt o that 
whisky bottle [he replenishes]. 

BROADBENT [smiUng indulgently] Well, Tim, 
will you come with me and help to break the 
ice between me and your warmhearted, im- 
pulsive countrymen? 

TIM. Will I come to Madagascar or Cochin 
China wid you? Bedad I’ll come to the North 
Pole wid you if yll pay me fare; for the divil a 
shillin I have to buy a third class ticket. 

BROADBENT. Ive not forgotten that, Tim. 
We must put that little matter on a solid 
English footing, though the rest can be as 
Irish as you please. You must come as my — 
my — well, I hardly know what to call it. If 
we call you my agent, theyll shoot you. If 
we call you a bailiff, theyll duck you in the 
horsepond. I have a secretary already; and — 

TIM. Then we’ll call him the Home Secret- 
ary and me the Irish Secretary. Eh? 

BROADBENT [laughing industriously] Capital. 
Your Irish wit has settled the first difficulty. 
Now about your salary — 

TIM. A salary, is it? Sure I’d doit for nothin, 
only me does ud disgrace you; and I’d be 
dhriven to borra money from your friends: 
a thing thats agin me nacher. But I wont 
take a penny more than a hundherd a year. 


[He looks with restless cunning at Broadbentf 
trying to guess how far he may go], 

BROADBENT. If that will satisfy you — 

TIM [more than reassured] Why shouldnt it 
satisfy me? A hundherd a year is twelve 
pound a month, isnt it? 

BROADBENT. No. Eight pound six and eight- 
pence. 

TIM. Oh murdher! An I’ll have to sind five 
timmy poor oul mother in Ireland. But no 
matther: I said a hundherd; and what I said 
I’ll stick to, if I have to starve for it. 

BROADBENT [with husiness caution] Well, let 
us say twelve pounds for the first month. 
Afterwards, we shall see how we get on. 

TIM. Youre a gentleman, sir. Whin me 
mother turns up her toes, you shall take the 
five pounds off; for your expinses must be kep 
down wid a sthrong hand; an — [He is inter- 
rupted by the arrival of Broadbent*s partner]. 

Mr Laurence Doyle is a man of 36, with cold 
grey eyes, strained nose, fine fastidious lips, 
critical brows, clever head, rather refined and 
goodlooking on the whole, but with a suggestion 
of thinskinnedness and dissatisfaction that con- 
trasts strongly Tvith Broadbent*s eupeptic jollity. 

He comes in as a man at home there, but on 
seeing the stranger shrinks at once, and is about 
to withdraw when Broadbent reassures him. He 
then comes forward to the table, between the two 
others. 

DOYLE [retreating] Youre engaged. 

BROADBENT. Not at all, not at all. Come in. 
[To Tim] This gentleman is a friend who 
lives with me here: my partner, Mr Doyle. 
[To Doyle] This is a new Irish friend of mine, 
Mr Tim Haffigan. 

TIM [rising with ejfusion] Sure it’s meself 
thats proud to meet any friend o Misther 
Broadbent’s. The top o the mornin to you, 
sir! Me heart goes out teeye both. It’s not 
often I meet two such splendid speciments iv 
the Anglo-Saxon race. 

BROADBENT [chuckUn^ Wrong for once, 
Tim. My friend Mr Doyle is a countryman 
of yours. 

Tim is noticeably dashed by this announce- 
ment. He draws in his horns at once, and scowls 
suspiciously at Doyle under a vanishing mask of 
goodfellowship: cringing a little, too, in mere 
nerveless fear of him, 

DOYLE [with cool disgust] Good evening. [He 
retires to the fireplace, and says to Broadbent in 
a tone which conveys the strongest possible hint 
to Haffigan that he is unwelcome] Will you soon 
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be disengaged? 

TIM \kis brogue decaying into a common would- 
be genteel accent with an unexpected strain of 
Glasgow in it\ I must be going. Avnmpoartnt 
engeegement in the west end. 

BROADBENT [rmng] It’s settled, then, that 
you come with me. 

TIM. Ashll be verra pleased to accompany 
ye, sir. 

BROADBENT. But how soon? Can you start 
tonight? from Paddington? We go by Milford 
Haven. 

TIM [hesitating Well — A’m afraid — A 
[Doyle goes abruptly into the bedroom^ slamming 
the door and shattering the last remnant of Tim* s 
nerve. The poor wretch saves himself from burst- 
ing into tears by plunging again into his role of 
daredevil Irishman. He rushes to Broadbent; 
plucks at his sleeve with trembling fingers ; and 
pours forth his entreaty with all the brogue he can 
muster i subduing his voice lest Doyle should hear 
Misther Broadbent; dont humiliate 
me before a fella counthryman. Look here: 
me does is up the spout. Gimmy a fypoun- 
note — I’ll pay ya nex Choosda whin me ship 
comes home — or you can stop it out o me 
month’s sallery. I’ll be on the platform at 
Paddnton punctial an ready. Gimmy it quick, 
before he comes back. You wont mind me 
axin, will ye? 

BROADBENT. Not at all. I was about to offer 
you an advance for travelling expenses. [He 
gives him a bank note], 

TIM [pocketing it] Thank you. I’ll be there 
half an hour before the thrain starts. [iMrry 
is heard at the bedroom door, returning]. Whisht; 
he’s comin back. Goodbye an God bless ye. 
[He hurries out almost crying, the £5 note and 
all the drink it means to him being too much for 
his empty stomach and overstrained nerves]. 

DOYLE [returning] Where the devil did you 
pick up that seedy swindler? What was he 
doing here? [He goes up to the table where the 
plans are, and makes a note on one of them, re- 
ferring to his pocket hook as he does jo]. 

BROADBENT. There you go! Why are you so 
down on every Irishman you meet, especially 
if he’s a bit shabby? poor devil! Surely a 
fellow-countryman may pass you the top of 
the morning without offence, even if his coat 
is a bit shiny at the seams. 

DOYLE [contemptuously] The top of the morn- 
ing! Did he call you the broth of a boy? [He 
comes to the writing table]. 

BROADBENT [triumphantly] Yes. 


DOYLE. And wished you more power to your 
elbow? 

BROADBENT. He did. 

DOYLE. And that your shadow might never 
be less? 

BROADBENT. Certainly. 

DOYLE [taking up the depleted whisky bottle 
and shaking his head at it] And he got about 
half a pint of whisky out of you. 

BROADBENT. It did him no harm. He never 
turned a hair. 

DOYLE. How much money did he borrow? 

BROADBENT. It was not borrowing exactly. 
He shewed a very honorable spirit about 
money. I believe he would share his last shil- 
ling with a friend. 

DOYLE. No doubt he would share his friend’s 
last shilling if his friend was fool enough to 
let him. How much did he touch you for? 

BROADBENT. Oh, nothing. An advance on 
his salary — for travelling expenses. 

DOYLE. Salary! In Heaven’s name, what 
for? 

BROADBENT. For being my Home Secretary, 
as he very wittily called it. 

DOYLE. I dont see the joke. 

BROADBENT. You can spoil any joke by 
being cold blooded about it. I saw it all right 
when he said it. It was something — some- 
thing really very amusing — about the Home 
Secretary and the Irish Secretary. At all 
events, he’s evidently the very man to take 
with me to Ireland to break the ice for me. 
He can gain the confidence of the people 
there, and make them friendly to me. Eh? 
[He seats himself on the office stool, and tilts it 
back so that the edge of the standing desk sup- 
ports his back and prevents his toppling over]. 

DOYLE. A nice introduction, by George! Do 
you suppose the whole population of Ireland 
consists of drunken begging letter writers, or 
that even if it did, they would accept one 
another as references? 

BROADBENT. Pooh! nonscnsc! he’s only an 
Irishman. Besides, you dont seriously sup- 
pose that Haffigan can humbug me, do you? 

DOYLE. No: he’s too lazy to take the trouble. 
All he has to do is to sit there and drink your 
whisky while you humbug yourself. However, 
we neednt argue about Haffigan, for two 
reasons. First, with your money in his pocket 
he will never reach Paddington; there are too 
many public houses on the way. Second, he’s 
not an Irishman at all. 

BROADBENT. Not an Irishman! [He is so 
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amazed hy the statement that he straightens him- 
self and brings the stool bolt upright], 

DOYLE. Born in Glasgow. Never was in 
Ireland in his life. I know all about him. 

BROADBENT. But he spokc — he behaved 
just like an Irishman. 

DOYLE. Like an Irishman!! Man alive, dont 
you know that all this top-o-th e-morning 
and broth-of-a-boy and more-power-to-your- 
elbow business is got up in England to fool 
you, like the Albert Hall concerts of Irish 
music? No Irishman ever talks like that in 
Ireland, or ever did, or ever will. But when a 
thoroughly worthless Irishman comes to 
England, and finds the whole place full of 
romantic duffers like you, who will let him 
loaf and drink and sponge and brag as long 
as he flatters your sense of moral superiority 
by playing the fool and degrading himself 
and his country, he soon learns the antics 
that take you in. He picks them up at the 
theatre or the music hall. Haffigan learnt the 
rudiments from his father, who came from 
my part of Ireland. I knew his uncles, Matt 
and Andy Haffigan of Rosscullen. 

BROADBENT [sfUl incredulous] But his brogue? 

DOYLE. His brogue! A fat lot you know 
about brogues! Ive heard you call a Dublin 
accent that you could hang your hat on, a 
brogue. Heaven help you! you dont know the 
difference between Connemara and Rath- 
mines. [With violent irritation] Oh, damn Tim 
Haffigan! lets drop the subject: he’s not 
worth wrangling about. 

BROADBENT. Whats wrong with you today, 
Larry? Why are you so bitter? 

Doyle looks at him perplexedly; comes slowly 
to the writing table; and sits dofvn at the end next 
the fireplace before replying. 

DOYLE. Well; your letter completely upset 
me, for one thing. 

BROADBENT. Why? 

LARRY. Your foreclosing this Rosscullen 
mortgage and turning poor Nick Lestrange 
out of house and home has rather taken me 
aback; for I liked the old rascal when I was a 
boy and had the run of his park to play in. I 
was brought up on the property. 

BROADBENT. But he wouldnt pay the in- 
terest. I had to foreclose on behalf of the 
Syndicate. So now Fm off to Rosscullen to 
look after the property myself. [He sits down 
at the writing table opposite Larry, and adds, 
casually, but with an anxious glance at his 
partner] Youre coming with me, of course? 


DOYLE [rising nervously and recommencing his 
restless movement^ Thats it. Thats what I 
dread. Thats what has upset me. 

BROADBENT. But dont you want to see your 
country again after 18 years absence? to see 
your people? to be in the old home again? to — 

DOYLE [interrupting him very impatiently] Yes, 
yes: I know all that as well as you do. 

BROADBENT. Oh wcll, of course [ivith a shru^ 
if you take it in that way, Fm sorry. 

DOYLE. Never you mind my temper: it’s not 
meant for you, as you ought to know by this 
time. [He sits down again, a little ashamed of his 
petulance; refects a moment bitterly; then bursts 
out] I have an instinct against going back to 
Ireland: an instinct so strong that Fd rather 
go with you to the South Pole than to Ross- 
cullen. 

BROADBENT. What! Here you are, belonging 
to a nation with the strongest patriotism! the 
most inveterate homing instinct in theworld! 
and you pretend youd rather go anywhere 
than back to Ireland. You dont suppose I 
believe you, do you? In your heart — 

DOYLE. Never mind my heart: an Irishman’s 
heart is nothing but his imagination. How 
many of all those millions that have left 
Ireland have ever come back or wanted to 
come back? But whats the use of talking to 
you? Three verses of twaddle about the Irish 
emigrant “sitting on the stile, Mary,” or 
three hours of Irish patriotism in Bermondsey 
or the Scotland Division of Liverpool, go 
further with you than all the facts that stare 
you in the face. Why, man alive, look at me! 
You know the way I nag, and worry, and earp, 
and cavil, and disparage, and am never satis- 
fied and never quiet, and try the patience 
of my best friends. 

BROADBENT. Oh, comc, Larry! do yourself 
justice. Youre very amusing and agreeable 
to strangers. 

DOYLE. Yes, to strangers. Perhaps if I was 
a bit stiffer to strangers, and a bit easier at 
home, like an Englishman, Fd be better 
company for you. 

BROADBENT. We get on well enough. Of 
course you have the melancholy of the Keltic 
race — 

DO\ijYi[bounding out of his chair] Good God!!! 

BROADBENT [slyly] — and also its habit of 
using strong language when theres nothing 
the matter. 

DOYLE. Nothing the matter! When people 
talk about the Celtic race, I feel as if I could 
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burn down London. That sort of rot does 
more harm than ten Coercion Acts. Do you 
suppose a man need be a Celt to feel melan- 
choly in Rosscullen? Why, man, Ireland was 
peopled just as England was; and its breed 
was crossed by just the same invaders. 

BROADBENT. True. All the capable people 
in Ireland are of English extraction. It has 
often struck me as a most remarkable circum- 
stance that the only party in parliament 
which shews the genuine old English char- 
acter and spirit is the Irish party. Look at 
its independence, its determination, its de- 
fiance of bad Governments, its sympathy 
with oppressed nationalities all the world 
over! How English! 

DOYLE. Not to mention the solemnity with 
which it talks old-fashioned nonsense which 
it knows perfectly well to be a century be- 
hind the times. Thats English, if you like. 

BROADBENT. No, Larry, no. You are think- 
ing of the modern hybrids that now mono- 
polize England. Hypocrites, humbugs, Ger- 
mans, Jews, Yankees, foreigners. Park 
Laners, cosmopolitan riffraff. Dont call them 
English. They dont belong to the dear old 
island, but to their confounded new empire; 
and by George! they re worthy of it; and I 
wish them joy of it. 

DOYLE [unmoved by this outburst] There! 
You feel better now, dont you? 

BROADBENT [defiantly] I do. Much better. 

DOYLE. My dear Tom, you only need a 
touch of the Irish climate to be as big a fool 
as I am myself. If all my Irish blood were 
poured into your veins, you wouldnt turn 
a hair of your constitution and character. 
Go and marry the most English English- 
woman you can find, and then bring up your 
son in Rosscullen; and that son’s character 
will be so like mine and so unlike yours that 
everybody will accuse me of being his father. 
[With sudden anguish] Rosscullen! oh, good 
Lord, Rosscullen! The dullness! the hopeless- 
ness! the ignorance! the bigotry! 

BROADBENT [matter-of-factly] The usual 
thing in the country, Larry. Just the same 
here. 

DOYLE [hastily] No, no: the climate is dif- 
ferent. Here, if the life is dull, you can be 
dull too, and no great harm done. [Going off 
into a passionate dream] But your wits cant 
thicken in that soft moist air, on those white 
springy roads, in those misty rushes and 
brown bogs, on those hillsides of granite 


rocks and magenta heather. Youve no such 
colors in the sky, no such lure in the distances, 
no such sadness in the evenings. Oh, the 
dreaming! the dreaming! the torturing, 
heart-scalding, never satisfying dreaming, 
dreaming, dreaming, dreaming! [Savagely] 
No debauchery that ever coarsened and 
brutalized an Englishman can take the 
worth and usefulness out of him like that 
dreaming. An Irishman’s imagination never 
lets him alone, never convinces him, never 
satisfies him; but it makes him that he cant 
face reality nor deal w ith it nor handle it nor 
conquer it: he can only sneer at them that do, 
and [bitterly, at Broadbent] be “ agreeable to 
strangers,” like a good-for-nothing woman 
on the streets. [Gabbling at Broadbent across 
the table] It’s all dreaming, all imagination. 
He cant be religious. The inspired Church- 
man that teaches him the sanctity of life and 
the importance of conduct is sent away 
empty; while the poor village priest that 
gives him a miracle or a sentimental story 
of a saint, has cathedrals built for him out of 
the pennies of the poor. He cant be intelli- 
gently political: he dreams of wdiat the Shan 
Van Vocht said in ninety eight. If you want 
to interest him in Ireland youve got to call 
the unfortunate island Kathleen ni Hoolihan 
and pretend she’s a little old woman. It saves 
thinking. It saves working. It saves every- 
thing except imagination, imagination, 
imagination; and imagination’s such a tor- 
ture that you cant bear it without whisky. 
[With fierce shivering self-contempt] At last 
you get that you can bear nothing real at all: 
youd rather starve than cook a meal; youd 
rather go shabby and dirty than set your 
mind to take care of your clothes and wash 
yourself; you nag and squabble at home 
because your wife isnt an angel, and she 
despises you because youre not a hero; and 
you hate the whole lot round you because 
theyre only poor slovenly useless devils like 
yourself. [Dropping his voice like a man making 
some shameful confidence] And all the while 
there goes on a horrible, senseless, mis- 
chievous laughter. When youre young, you 
exchange drinks with other young men; and 
you exchange vile stories with them; and 
as youre too futile to be able to help or cheer 
them, you chaff and sneer and taunt them 
for not doing the things you darent do your- 
self. And all the time you laugh! laugh! 
laugh! eternal derision, eternal envy, eternal 
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folly, eternal fouling and staining and de- 
grading, until, when you come at last to a 
country where men take a question seriously 
and give a serious answer to it, you deride 
them for having no sense of humor, and 
plume yourself on your own worthlessness 
as if it made you better than them. 

BROADBENT \roused to intense earnestness hy 
Doyle's eloquence] Never despair, Larry. 
There are great possibilities for Ireland. 
Home Rule will work wonders under English 
guidance. 

DOYLE [pulled up short, his face twitching 
with a reluctant smile] Tom: why do you select 
my most tragic moments for your most 
irresistible strokes of humor? 

BROADBENT. Humor! I was perfectly serious. 
What do you mean? Do you doubt my seri- 
ousness about Home Rule? 

DOYLE. I am sure you are serious, Tom, 
about the English guidance. 

BROADBENT [quite reassured] Of course I am. 
Our guidance is the important thing. We 
English must place our capacity for govern- 
ment without stint at the service of nations 
who are less fortunately endowed in that 
respect; so as to allow them to develop in 
perfect freedom to the English level of self- 
government, you know. You understand me? 

DOYLE. Perfectly. And Rosscullen will 
understand you too. 

BROADBENT [cheerfully] Of course it will. 
So thats all right, [lie pulls up his chair and 
settles himself comfortably to lecture Doyle]. 
Now, Larry, Ive listened carefully to all 
youve said about Ireland; and I can see 
nothing whatever to prevent your coming 
with me. What does it all come to? Simply 
that you were only a young fellow when you 
were in Ireland. Youll find all that chaffing 
and drinking and not knowing what to be 
at in Peckham just the same as in Donny- 
brook. You looked at Ireland with a boy's 
eyes and saw only boyish things. Come back 
with me and look at it with a man's; and get 
a better opinion of your country. 

DOYLE. I daresay youre partly right in that: 
at all events I know very well that if I had 
been the son of a laborer instead of the son 
of a country landagent, I should have struck 
more grit than I did. Unfortunately I'm not 
going back to visit the Irish nation, but to 
visit my father and Aunt Judy and Nora 
Reilly and Father Dempsey and the rest of 
them. 


BROADBENT. Well, why not? Theyll be de- 
lighted to see you, now that England has 
made a man of you. 

DOYLE [struck hy ^AwjAh! you hit the mark 
there, Tom, with true British inspiration. 

BROADBENT. Common sense, you mean. 

DOYLE [quickly] No I dont: youve no more 
common sense than a gander. No English- 
man has any common sense, or ever had, or 
ever will have. Youre going on a sentimental 
expedition for perfectly ridiculous reasons, 
with your head full of political nonsense that 
would not take in any ordinarily intelligent 
donkey; but you can hit me in the eye with 
the simple truth about myself and my father. 

BROADBENT [amazed] I never mentioned 
your father. 

DOYLE [not heeding the interruption] There 
he is in Rosscullen, a landagent who's always 
been in a small way because he's a Catholic, 
and the landlords are mostly Protestants. 
What with land courts reducing rents and 
Land Purchase Acts turning big estates into 
little holdings, he'd be a beggar if he hadnt 
taken to collecting the new purchase instal- 
ments instead of the old rents. I doubt if he's 
been further from home than Athenmullet 
for twenty years. And here am I, made a 
man of, as you say, by England. 

BROADBENT [apologetically] I assure you I 
never meant — 

DOYLE. Oh, dont apologize: it’s quite true. 
I daresay Ive learnt something in America 
and a few other remote and inferior spots; 
but in the main it is by living with you and 
working in double harness with you that I 
have learnt to live in a real world and not in 
an imaginary one. I owe more to you than 
to any Irishman. 

BROADBENT [shaking his head with a twinkle 
in his eye] Very friendly of you, Larry, old 
man, but all blarney. I like blarney; but it’s 
rot, all the same. 

DOYLE. No it's not. I should never have 
done anything without you; though I never 
stop wondering at that blessed old head of 
yours with all its ideas in watertight com- 
partments, and all the compartments war- 
ranted impervious to anything it doesnt suit 
you to understand. 

BROADBENT [invincibk] Unmitigated rot, 
Larry, I assure you. 

DOYLE. Well, at any rate you will admit 
that all my friends are either Englishmen or 
men of the big world that belongs to the big 
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Powers. All the serious part of my life has 
been lived in that atmosphere: all the serious 
part of my work has been done with men of 
that sort. Just think of me as I am now going 
back to Rosscullen! to that hell of littleness 
and monotony! How am I to get on with a 
little country landagent that ekes out his 
5 per cent with a little farming and a scrap 
of house property in the nearest country 
town? What am I to say to him? What is he 
to say to me? 

BROADBENT [scandalized] But youre father 
and son, man! 

DOYLE. What difference does that make? 
What would you say if I proposed a visit to 
your father? 

BROADBENT [with Jilial recUtude] I always 
made a point of going to see my father regu- 
larly until his mind gave way. 

DOYLE [concerned] Has he gone mad? You 
never told me. 

BROADBENT. He has joined the Tariff Re- 
form League. He would never have done 
that if his mind had not been weakened. 
[Beginning to declaim] He has fallen a victim 
to the arts of a political charlatan who — 

DOYLE [interrupting him] You mean that you 
keep clear of your father because he differs 
from you about Free Trade, and you dont 
want to quarrel with him. Well, think of me 
and my father! He’s a Nationalist and a 
Separatist. I’m a metallurgical chemist 
turned civil engineer. Now whatever else 
metallurgical chemistry may be, it’s not 
national. It’s international. And my business 
and yours as civil engineers is to join 
countries, not to separate them. The one real 
political conviction that our business has 
rubbed into us is that frontiers are hindrances 
and flags confounded nuisances. 

BROADBENT [stUl Smarting under Mr Cham- 
herlains economic heresy] Only when there is 
a protective tariff — 

DOYLE [firmly] Now look here, Tom: you 
want to get in a speech on Free Trade; and 
youre not going to do it: I wont stand it. My 
father wants to make St George’s Channel 
a frontier and hoist a green flag on College 
Green; and I want to bring Galway within 
3 hours of Colchester and 24 of New York. I 
want Ireland to be the brains and imagina- 
tion of a big Commonwealth, not a Robinson 
Crusoe island. Then theres the religious 
difficulty. My Catholicism is the Catholicism 
of Charlemagne or Dante, qualified by a 


great deal of modem science and folklore 
which Father Dempsey would call the rav- 
ings of an Atheist. Well, my father’s Catholi- 
cism is the Catholicism of Father Dempsey. 

BROADBENT [shrewdly] I dont want to in- 
terrupt you, Larry; but you know this is 
all gammon. These differences exist in all 
families; but the members rub on together all 
right. [Suddenly relapsing into portentousness] 
Of course there are some questions which 
touch the very foundations of morals; and on 
these I grant you even the closest relation- 
ships cannot excuse any compromise or 
laxity. For instance — 

DOYLE [impatiently springing up and walking 
about] For instance. Home Rule, South 
Africa, Free Trade, and putting the Church 
schools on the Education Rate. Well, I 
should differ from my father on every one 
of them, probably, just as I differ from you 
about them. 

BROADBENT. Yes; but you are an Irishman; 
and these things are not serious to you as 
they are to an Englishman. 

DOYLE. What! not even Home Rule! 

BROADBENT [steadfastly] Not even Home 
Rule. We owe Home Rule not to the Irish, 
but to our English Gladstone. No, Larry: I 
cant help thinking that theres something 
behind all this. 

DOYLE [hotly] What is there behind it? Do 
you think I’m humbugging you? 

BROADBENT. Dont fly out, old chap. I only 
thought — 

DOYLE. What did you think? 

BROADBENT. Well, a moment ago I caught 
a name which is new to me: a Miss Nora 
Reilly, I think. [Doyle stops dead and stares at 
him with something like awe]. I dont wish to be 
impertinent, as you know, Larry; but are you 
sure she has nothing to do with your reluct- 
ance to come to Ireland with me? 

DOYLE [sitting down again, vanquished] 
Thomas Broadbent: I surrender. The poor 
silly-clever Irishman takes off his hat to 
God’s Englishman. The man who could in 
all seriousness make that recent remark of 
yours about Home Rule and Gladstone must 
be simply the champion idiot of all the world. 
Yet the man who could in the very next sen- 
tence sweep away all my special pleading 
and go straight to the heart of my motives 
must be a man of genius. But that the idiot 
and the genius should be the same man! how 
is that possible? [Springing to his feet] By 
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Jove, I see it all now. I’ll write an article 
about it, and send it to Nature. 

BROADBENT [staring at him] What on earth — 

DOYLE. It’s quite simple. You know that 
a caterpillar — 

BROADBENT. A Caterpillar!!! 

DOYLE. Yes, a caterpillar. Now give your 
mind to what I am going to say; for it’s a 
new and important scientific theory of the 
English national character. A caterpillar — 

BROADBENT. Look here, Larry: dont be an 
ass. 

DOYLE [insisting I say a caterpillar and I 
mean a caterpillar. Youll understand pre- 
sently. A caterpillar [Broadbent mutters a 
slight protest, hut does not press it] when it gets 
into a tree, instinctively makes itself look 
exactly like a leaf; so that both its enemies 
and its prey may mistake it for one and 
think it not worth bothering about. 

BROADBENT. Wliats that got to do with our 
English national character? 

DOYLE. I’ll tell you. The world is as full of 
fools as a tree is full of leaves. Well, the 
Englishman does what the caterpillar does. 
He instinctively makes himself look like a 
fool, and eats up all the real fools at his ease 
while his enemies let him alone and laugh at 
him for being a fool like the rest. Oh, nature 
is cunning! cunning! [He sits down, lost in con- 
templation of his word-picture], 

BROADBENT [with hearty admiration\ Now 
you know, Larry, that would never have 
occurred to me. You Irish people are amaz- 
ingly clever. Of course it’s all tommy rot; 
but it’s so brilliant, you know! How the 
dickens do you think of such things! You 
really must write an article about it: theyll 
pay you something for it. If Nature wont 
have it, I can get it into Engineering for you: 
I know the editor. 

DOYLE. Lets get back to business. I’d 
better tell you about Nora Reilly. 

BROADBENT. No*. ncvcr mind. I shouldnt 
have alluded to her. 

DOYLE. I’d rather. Nora has a fortune. 

BROADBENT \keenly interested] Eh? How 
much? 

DOYLE. Forty per annum. 

BROADBENT. Forty thousand? 

DOYLE. No, forty. Forty pounds. 

BROADBENT [muck dashed] Thats what you 
call a fortune in Rosscullen, is it? 

DOYLE. A girl with a dowry of five pounds 
calls it a fortune in Rosscullen. Whats more, 


£40 a year is a fortune there; and Nora 
Reilly enjoys a good deal of social considera- 
tion as an heiress on the strength of it. It has 
helped my father’s household through many 
a tight place. My father was her father’s 
agent. She came on a visit to us when he 
died, and has lived with us ever since. 

BROADBENT [attentively, beginning to suspect 
Larry of misconduct with Nora, and resolving to 
get to the bottom of it] Since when? I mean how 
old were you when she came? 

DOYLE. I was seventeen. So was she: if 
she’d been older she’d have had more sense 
than to stay with us. We were together for 
18 months before I went up to Dublin to 
study. When I went home for Christmas and 
Easter, she was there. I suppose it used to 
be something of an event for her; though of 
course I never thought of that then. 

BROADBENT. Were you at all hard hit? 

DOYLE. Not really. I had only two ideas at 
that time: first, to learn to do something; and 
then to get out of Ireland and have a chance 
of doing it. She didnt count. I was romantic 
about her, just as I was romantic about 
Byron’s heroines or the old Round Tower of 
Rosscullen; but she didnt count any more 
than they did. Ive never crossed St George’s 
Channel since for her sake — never even 
landed at Queenstown and come back to 
London through Ireland. 

BROADBENT. But did you ever say anything 
that would justify her in waiting for you? 

DOYLE. No, never. But she is waiting for 
me. 

BROADBENT. How do you know? 

DOYLE. She writes to me — on her birthday. 
She used to write on mine, and send me 
little things as presents; but I stopped that 
by pretending that it was no use when I was 
travelling, as they got lost in the foreign 
post-offices. [He pronounces post-offices with 
the stress on offices, instead of on post], 

BROADBENT. You answer the letters? 

DOYLE. Not very punctually. But they get 
acknowledged at one time or another. 

BROADBENT. How do you feel when you see 
her handwriting? 

DOYLE. Uneasy. I’d give £50 to escape a 
letter. 

BROADBENT [looking gravc, and thromng him- 
self back in his chair to intimate that the cross- 
examination is over, and the result very damag- 
ing to the witness] Hm! 

DOYLE. What d’ye mean by Hm! 



JOHN BULL’S OTHER ISLAND 


415 


BROADBENT. Of course I know that the 
moral code is different in Ireland. But in 
England it's not considered fair to trifle with 
a woman s affections. 

DOYLE. You mean that an Englishman 
would get engaged to another woman and 
return Nora her letters and presents with a 
letter to say he was unworthy of her and 
wished her every happiness? 

BROADBENT. Well, cvcn that would set the 
poor girl’s mind at rest. 

DOYLE. Would it? 1 wonder! One thing I 
. can tell you; and that is that Nora would wait 
until she died of old age sooner than ask my 
intentions or condescend to hint at the possi- 
bility of my having any. You dont know 
what Irish pride is. England may have 
knocked a good deal of it out of me; but she’s 
never been in England; and if I had to choose 
between wounding that delicacy in her and 
hitting her in the face, I’d hit her in the face 
without a moment’s hesitation. 

BROADBENT \jvho kas been 7inrsing his knee 
and rejlectmg, apparently rather agreeably] You 
know, all this sounds rather interesting. 
Theres the Irish charm about it. Thats the 
worst of you: the Irish charm doesnt exist for 
you. 

DOYLE. Oh yes it does. But it’s the charm 
of a dream. Live in contact with dreams and 
you will get something of their charm: live 
in contact with facts and you will get some- 
thing of their brutality. I wish I could find 
a country to live in where the facts were not 
brutal and the dreams not unreal. 

BROADBENT [changing his attitude and re- 
sponding to Doyle's earnestness rviih deep con- 
viction: his elbows on the table and his hands 
clenched] Dont despair, Larry, old boy: 
things may look black; but there will be a 
great change after the next election. 

DOYLE [jumping up] Oh, get out, you idiot! 

BROADBENT [rising also, not a bit snubbed] 
Ha! ha! you may laugh; but we shall see. 
However, dont let us argue about that. Come 
now! you ask my advice about Miss Reilly? 

DOYLE [reddening] No I dont. Damn your 
advice! [Softening] Lets have it, all the same. 

BROADBENT. Well, everything you tell me 
about her impresses me favorably. She seems 
to have the feelings of a lady; and though 
we must face the fact that in England her 
income would hardly maintain her in the 
lower middle class — 

DOYLE [interrupting] Now look here, Tom. 


That reminds me. When you go to Ireland, 
just drop talking about the middle class and 
bragging of belonging to it. In Ireland youre 
either a gentleman or youre not. If you want 
to be particularly offensive to Nora, you can 
call her a Papist; but if you call her a middle- 
class woman, Heaven help you! 

BROADBENT [irrepressible] Never fear. Youre 
all descended from the ancient kings: I know 
that. [Complacently] I’m not so tactless as you 
think, my boy. [Earnest again] I expect to 
find Miss Reilly a perfect lady; and I strongly 
advise you to come and have another look 
at her before you make up your mind about 
her. By the way, have you a photograph of 
her? 

DOYLE. Her photographs stopped at twenty- 
five. 

BROADBENT [saddened] Ah yes, I suppose so. 
[With feeling, severely] Larry: youve treated 
that poor girl disgracefully. 

DOYLE. By George, if she only knew that 
two men were talking about her like this — ! 

BROADBENT. Shc wouldnt like it, would she? 
Of course not. We ought to be ashamed of 
ourselves, Larry. [More and more carried away 
by his new fancy]. You know, I have a sort of 
presentiment that Miss Reilly is a very 
superior woman. 

DOYLE [staring hard at him] Oh! you have, 
have you? 

BROADBENT. Yes I have. There is something 
very touching about the history of this 
beautiful girl. 

DOYLE. Beau — ! Oho! Heres a chance for 
Nora! and for me! [Calling] Hodson. 

HODSON [appearing at the bedroom door] Did 
you call, sir? 

DOYLE. Pack for me too. I’m going to 
Ireland with Mr Broadbent. 

HODSON. Right, sir. [He retires into the bed- 
room], 

BROADBENT [dapping Doyle on the shoulder] 
Thank you, old chap. Thank you. 

ACT II 

Rosscullen, Westward a hillside of granite 
rock and heather slopes upward across the pros- 
pect from south to north, A huge stone stands 
on it in a naturally impossible place, as if it had 
been tossed up there by a giant. Over the brow, 
in the desolate valley beyond, is a round tower. 
A lonely white high road trending away west- 
ward past the tower loses itself at the foot of the 
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far mountains. It is evening; and there are great 
breadths of silken green in the Irish sky. The sun 
is setting. 

A man with the face of a young saint, yet with 
white hair and perhaps 50 years on his back, is 
standing near the stone in a trance of intense 
melancholy, looking over the hills as if by mere 
intensity of gaze he could pierce the glories of the 
sunset and see into the streets of heaven. He is 
dressed in black, and is rather more clerical in 
appearance than most English curates are nowa- 
days; but he does not wear the collar and waist- 
coat of a parish priest. He is roused from his 
trance by the chirp of an insect from a tuft of 
grass in a crevice of the stone. His face relaxes: 
he turns quietly, and gravely takes off his hat to 
the tuft, addressing the insect in a brogue which 
is the jocular assumption of a gentleman and not 
the natural speech of a peasant. 

THE MAN. An is that yourself, Misther 
Grasshopper? I hope I see you well this fine 
evenin. 

THE GRASSHOPPER \jprompt and shrill in 
answer^ X.X. 

THE MAN [encouragingly'] Thats right. I 
suppose now youve come out to make your- 
self miserable be admyerin the sunset? 

THE GRASSHOPPER [sadly] X.X. 

THE MAN. Aye, youre a thrue Irish grass- 
hopper. 

THE GRASSHOPPER [loudly] X.X.X. 

THE MAN. Three cheers for ould Ireland, is 
it? That helps you to face out the misery and 
the poverty and the torment, doesnt it? 

THE GRASSHOPPER [plaintively] X.X. 

THE MAN. Ah, it’s no use, me poor little 
friend. If you could jump as far as a kangaroo 
you couldnt jump away from your own heart 
an its punishment. You can only look at 
Heaven from here: you cant reach it. There! 
[pointing with his stick to the sunset] thats the 
gate o glory, isnt it? 

THE GRASSHOPPER [assenting X.X. 

THE MAN. Sure it’s the wise grasshopper 
yar to know that. But tell me this, Misther 
Unworldly Wiseman: why does the sight of 
Heaven wring your heart an mine as the 
sight of holy wather wrings the heart o the 
divil? What wickedness have you done to 
bring that curse on you? Here! where are 
you jumpin to? Wheres your manners to go 
skyrocketin like that out o the box in the 
middle o your confession [he threatens it with 
his sticky 

THE GRASSHOPPER [penitently] X. 


THE MAN [lowering the stick] 1 accept your 
apology; but dont do it again. And now tell 
me one thing before I let you go home to 
bed. Which would you say this counthry 
was: hell or purgatory? 

THE GRASSHOPPER. X. 

THE MAN. Hell! Faith I’m afraid youre 
rjght. I wondher what you and me did when 
we were alive to get sent here. 

THE GRASSHOPPER [shrilly] X.X. 

THE MAN [nodding] Well, as you say, it's 
a delicate subject; and I wont press it on you. 
Now off widja. 

THE GRASSHOPPER. X.X. [It springs away]. 

THE MAN [waving his stick] God speed you! 
[He walks away past the stone towards the brow 
of the hill. Immediately a young laborer, his face 
distorted with terror, slips round from behind 
the stone]. 

THE LABORER [cTossing himsclf repeatedly] 
Oh glory be to God! glory be to God! Oh 
Holy Mother an all the saints! Oh murdher! 
murdher! [Beside himself, calling] Fadher 
Keegan! Fadher Keegan! 

THE MAN [turning] Who’s there? Whats 
that? [He comes back and finds the laborer, who 
clasps his knees] Patsy Farrell! What are you 
doing here? 

PATSY. Oh for the love o God dont lave me 
here wi dhe grasshopper. I hard it spakin to 
you. Dont let it do me any harm, Father 
darlint. 

KEEGAN. Get up, you foolish man, get up. 
Are you afraid of a poor insect because I 
pretended it was talking to me? 

PATSY. Oh, it was no pretendin, Fadher 
dear. Didnt it give three cheers n say it was 
a divil out o hell? Oh say youll see me safe 
home, Fadher; n put a blessin on me or some- 
thin [he moans with terror]. 

KEEGAN. What were you doing there, 
Patsy, listnin? Were you spyin on me? 

PATSY. No, Fadher: on me oath an soul I 
wasnt: I was waitn to meet Masther Larry 
n carry his luggage from the car; n I fell 
asleep on the grass; n you woke me talkin to 
the grasshopper; n I hard its wicked little 
voice. Oh, d’ye think I’ll die before the year's 
out, Fadher? 

KEEGAN. For shame, Patsy! Is that your 
religion, to be afraid of a little deeshy grass- 
hopper? Suppose it was a divil, what call 
have you to fear it? If I could ketch it, I'd 
make you take it home widja in your hat for 
a penance. 
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PATSY. Sure, if you wont let it harm me, 
Tm not afraid, your riverence. [He gets up, a 
little reassured. He is a callow, jiaxen polled, 
smoothfaced, downy chinned lad, fully grown 
hut not yet fully filed out, with blue eyes and 
an instinctively acquired air of helplessness and 
silliness, indicating, not his real character, but a 
cunning developed by his constant dread of a 
hostile dominance, which he habitually tries to 
disarm and tempt into unmasking by pretending 
to be a much greater fool than he really is. Eng- 
lishmen think him half-witted, which is exactly 
what he intends them to think. He is clad in cor- 
duroy trousers, unbuttoned waistcoat, and coarse 
blue striped shirt\. 

KEEGAN [admonitorily^ Patsy: what did I 
tell you about callin me Father Keegan an 
your reverence? What did Father Dempsey 
tell you about it? 

PATSY. Yis, Fadher. 

KEEGAN. Father! 

PATSY [desperately^ Arra, hwat am I to call 
you? Fadher Dempsey sez youre not a priest; 
n we all know youre not a man; n how do 
we know what ud happen to us if we shewed 
any disrespect to you? N sure they say wanse 
a priest always a priest. 

KEEGAN [sternly^ It’s not for the like of you, 
Patsy, to go behind the instruction of your 
parish priest and set yourself up to judge 
whether your Church is right or wrong. 

PATSY. Sure I know that, sir. 

KEEGAN. The Church let me be its priest 
as long as it thought me fit for its work. 
When it took away my papers it meant you 
to know that I was only a poor madman, 
unfit and unworthy to take charge of the souls 
of the people. 

PATSY. But wasnt it only because you knew 
more Latn than Father Dempsey that he was 
jealous of you? 

KEEGAN [scolding him to keep himself from 
smiling] How dar you, Patsy Farrell, put 
your own wicked little spites and foolish- 
nesses into the heart of your priest? For two 
pins I’d tell him what you just said. 

PATSY [coaxing Sure you wouldnt — 

KEEGAN. Wouldnt I? God forgive you! 
youre little better than a heathen. 

PATSY. Deedn I am, Fadher: it’s me brud- 
dher the tinsmith in Dublin youre thinkin of. 
Sure he had to be a freethinker when he 
larnt a thrade and went to live in the town. 

KEEGAN. Well, he’ll get to Heaven before 
you if youre not careful, Patsy. And now you 


listen to me, once and for all. Youll talk to 
me and pray for me by the name of Pether 
Keegan, so you will. And when youre angry 
and tempted to lift your hand agen the 
donkey or stamp your foot on the little 
grasshopper, remember that the donkey’s 
Pether Keegan’s brother, and the grass- 
hopper Pether Keegan’s friend. And when 
youre tempted to throw a stone at a sinner 
or a curse at a beggar, remember that 
Pether Keegan is a worse sinner and a worse 
beggar, and keep the stone and the curse 
for him the next time you meet him. Now 
say God bless you, Pether, to me before I go, 
just to practise you a bit. 

PATSY. Sure it wouldnt be right, Fadher. 
I cant — 

KEEGAN. Yes you can. Now out with it; or 
I’ll put this stick into your hand an make you 
hit me with it. 

PATSY [throwing himself on his knees in an 
ecstasy of adoration] Sure it’s your blessin 
I want, Fadher Keegan. I’ll have no luck 
widhout it. 

KEEGAN [shocked] Get up out o that, man. 
Dont kneel to me: I’m not a saint. 

PATSY [with intense conviction] Oh in throth 
yar, sir. [The grasshopper chirps. Patsy, terri- 
fied, clutches at Keegan s hands] Dont set it on 
me, Fadher: I’ll do anythin you bid me. 

KEEGAN [pulling him up] You bosthoon, you! 
Dont you see that it only whistled to tell me 
Miss Reilly’s comin? There! Look at her and 
pull yourself together for shame. Off widja 
to the road: youll be late for the car if you 
dont make haste [hustling him down the hill]. 
I can see the dust of it in the gap already. 

PATSY. The Lord save us! [He goes down the 
hill towards the road like a haunted man]. 

Nora Reilly comes down the hill. A slight 
weak woman in a pretty muslin print gown (her 
best), she is a figure commonplace enough to 
Irish eyes; but on the inhabitants of fatter-fed, 
crowded, hustling and bustling modem countries 
she makes a very different impression. The ab- 
sence of any symptoms of coarseness or hardness 
or appetite in her, her comparative delicacy of 
manner and sensibility of apprehension, her fine 
hands and frail figure, her novel accent, tvith the 
caressing plaintive Irish melody of her speech, 
give her a charm which is all the more effective 
because, being untravelled, she is unconscious of 
it, and never dreams of deliberately dramatizing 
and exploiting it, as the Irishwomen in England 
do. For Tom Broadbent therefore, an attractive 

P 
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woman^ whom he would even call ethereal. To 
Larry Doyle, an everyday woman Jit only for the 
eighteenth century, helpless, useless, almost sex- 
less, an invalid without the excuse of disease, an 
incarnation of everything •in Ireland that drove 
him out of it. These judgments have little value 
and no finality; hut they are the judgments on 
which her fate hangs just at present. Keegan 
touches his hat to her: he does not take it off. 

NORA. Mr Keegan: I want to speak to you 
a minute if you dont mind. 

KEEGAN [dropping the broad Irish vernacular 
of his speech to Patsy^^ An hour if you like, 
Miss Reilly: youre always welcome. Shall we 
sit down? 

NORA. Thank you. [They sit on the heather. 
She is shy and anxious; hut she comes to the 
point promptly because she can think of nothing 
else\ They say you did a gradle o travelling 
at one time. 

KEEGAN. Well, you see I’m not a Mnooth 
man [he means that he was not a student at May- 
nooth College]. When I was young I admired 
the older generation of priests that had been 
educated in Salamanca. So when I felt sure 
of my vocation I went to Salamanca. Then 
I walked from Salamanca to Rome, an sted 
in a monastery there for a year. My pilgrim- 
age to Rome taught me that walking is a 
better way of travelling than the train; so I 
walked from Rome to the Sorbonne in Paris; 
and I wish I could have walked from Paris 
to Oxford; for I was very sick on the sea. 
After a year of Oxford I had to walk to 
Jerusalem to walk the Oxford feeling off me. 
From Jerusalem I came back to Patmos, and 
spent six months at the monastery of Mount 
Athos. From that I came to Ireland and 
settled down as a parish priest until I went 
mad. 

NORA [startled] Oh dont say that. 

KEEGAN. Why not? Dont you know the 
story? how I confessed a black man and gave 
him absolution? and how he put a spell on 
me and drove me mad? 

NORA. How can you talk such nonsense 
about yourself? For shame! 

KEEGAN. It’s not nonscnsc at all: it’s true — 
in a way. But never mind the black man. 
Now that you know what a travelled man I 
am, what can I do for you? [5/tc hesitates and 
plucks nervously at the heather. He stays her 
hand gently]. Dear Miss Nora: dont pluck the 
little flower. If it was a pretty baby you 
wouldnt want to pull its head off and stick 


it in a vawse o water to look at. [The grass- 
hopper chirps: Keegan turns his head and ad- 
dresses it in the vernacular]. Be aisy, me son: 
she wont spoil the swing-swong in your little 
three. [To Nora, resuming his urbane style] 
You see I’m quite cracked; but never mind: 
I’m harmless. Now what is it? 

NORA [embarrassed] Oh, only idle curiosity. 
I wanted to know whether you found Ireland 
— I mean the country part of Ireland, of 
course — very small and backwardlike when 
you came back to it from Rome and Oxford 
and all the great cities. 

KEEGAN. When I went to those great cities 
I saw wonders I had never seen in Ireland. 
But when I came back to Ireland I found 
all the wonders there waiting for me. You 
see they had been there all the time; but 
my eyes had never been opened to them. I 
did not know what my own house was like, 
because I had never been outside it. 

NORA. D ’ye think thats the same with every- 
body? 

KEEGAN. With everybody who has eyes in 
his soul as well as in his head. 

NORA. But really and truly now, werent 
the people rather disappointing? I should 
think the girls must have seemed rather 
coarse and dowdy after the foreign princesses 
and people? But I suppose a priest wouldnt 
notice that. 

KEEGAN. It’s a priest’s business to notice 
everything. I wont tell you all I noticed 
about women; but I’ll tell you this. The more 
a man knows, and the farther he travels, the 
more likely he is to marry a country girl after- 
wards. 

NORA [blushing with delight] Youre joking, 
Mr Keegan: I’m sure yar. 

KEEGAN. My way of joking is to tell the 
truth. It’s the funniest joke in the world. 

NORA [incredulous] Galong with you! 

KEEGAN [springing up actively] Shall we go 
down to the road and meet the car? [She 
gives him her hand and he helps her up]. Patsy 
Farrell told me you were expecting young 
Doyle. 

NORA [tossing her chin up at once] Oh, I’m 
not expecting him particularly. It’s a wonder 
he’s come back at all. After staying away 
eighteen years he can harly expect us to be 
very anxious to see him: can he now? 

KEEGAN. Well, not anxious perhaps; but 
you will be curious to see how much he’s 
changed in all these years. 
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NORA \mih a sudden bitter flush] I suppose 
thats all that brings him back to look at us, 
just to see how much weve changed. Well, 
he can wait and see me be candlelight: I 
didnt come out to meet him: I’m going to 
walk to the Round Tower [going rvest across 
the hill], 

KEEGAN. You couldnt do better this fine 
evening. [Gravely] I’ll tell him where youve 
gone. [‘SAe turns as if to forbid him; hut the 
deep understanding in his eyes makes that im- 
possible; and she oiily looks at him earnestly and 
goes. He watches her disappear on the other side 
of the hill; then says] Aye, he’s come to tor- 
ment you; and youre driven already to tor- 
ment him. [He shakes his head^ and goes slowly 
away across the hill in the opposite direction, 
lost in thought]. 

By this lime the car has arrived, and dropped 
three of its passengers on the high road at the 
foot of the hill. It is a monster jaunting car, 
black and dilapidated, one of the last survivors 
of the public vehicles known to earlier generations 
as Beeyankiny cars, the Irish having laid viole?it 
tongues on the name of their prcjector, one 
Bianconi, an enterprising Italia?i. The three 
passengers are the parish priest. Father Demp- 
sey; Cornelius Doyle, Larry' s father ; and Broad- 
bent, all in overcoats and as stiff as only an 
Irish car could make them. 

The priest, stout and fatherly , falls far short 
of that finest type of countryside pastor which 
represents the genius of priesthood; but he is 
equally far above the base type in fvhich a stro? 2 g- 
mmded unscrupulous peasant uses the Church 
to extort money, power, and privilege. lie is 
a priest neither by vocation nor ambition, but 
because the life suits him. lie has boimdless 
authority over his flock, and taxes them stiffly 
enough to be a rich man. The old Protestant 
ascendency is now too broken to gall him. On 
the whole, an easygoing, amiable, even modest 
man as long as his dues are paid and his authority 
and dignity fully admitted. 

Cornelius Doyle is an elder of the small wiry 
type, with a hardskinned, rather worried face, 
clean shaven except for sandy whiskers blanch- 
ing into a lustreless pale yello7v and quite white 
at the roots. His dress is that of a country-town 
man of business: that is, an oldish shooting suit, 
with elastic sided boots quite unconnected rvith 
shooting. Feeling shy with Broadbent, he is hasty, 
which is his way of trying to appear ge?iial. 

Broadbent, for reasons which will appear 
later, has no luggage except afield glass and a 


guide book. The other two have left theirs to the 
unfortunate Patsy Farrell, who struggles up the 
hill after them, loaded with a sack of potatoes, a 
hamper, a fat goose, a colossal salmo7i,and several 
paper parcels. 

Cornelius leads the way up the hill, with Broad- 
bent at his heels. The priest follo7vs. Patsy lags 
laboriously behind. 

CORNELIUS. This is a bit of a climb, Mr 
Broadbent; but it’s shorter than goin round 
be the road. 

BROADBENT [stoppuig to exa7nine the great 
stone] Just a moment, Mr Doyle: I want to 
look at this stone. It must be Tinian’s die- 
cast. 

CORNELIUS [in blank be7vilderme7it] Hwat? 

BROADBENT. Murray describes it. One of 
your great national heroes — I cant pro- 
nounce the name — Tinian Somebody, I think. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [also perplexed, and rather 
scandalized] Is it Tin MeCool you mean? 

BROADBENT. I darcsay it is. [Referring to the 
guide book] Murray says that a huge stone, 
probably of Druidic origin, is still pointed 
out as the die cast by Tin in his celebrated 
match with the devil. 

CORNELIUS [dubiously] Jeuce a word I ever 
heard of it! 

FATHER DEMPSEY [very seriously indeed, and 
even a little severely] Dont believe any such 
nonsense, sir. There never was any such 
thing. When people talk to you about Tin 
McCool and the like, take no notice of them. 
It’s all idle stories and superstition. 

BROADBENT [some7vhat indignantly ; for to be 
rebuked by an Irish priest for superstition is 
7nore than he ca7i stand] You dont suppose I 
believe it, do you? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Oh, I thought you did. 
D’ye see the top o the Roun Tower there? 
thats an antiquity worth lookin at. 

BROADBENT [deeply interested] Have you any 
theory as to what the Round Towers were 
for? 

FATHER DEMPSEY [a little offended] A theory? 
Me! [Theories are con7iected in his mind with 
the late Professor Tyndall, and with scientijic 
scepticis7n gejierally: also perhaps with the view 
that the Round Towers are phallic symbols]. 

CORNELIUS [remonstrating] Tather Dempsey 
is the priest of the parish, Mr Broadbent. 
What would he be doing with a theory? 

FATHER DEMPSEY [with gentle e7nphasis] I 
have aknowledgeof what the Roun Towers 
1 were, if thats what you mean. They are the 
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forefingers of the early Church, pointing us 
all to God. 

Patsy, intolerably overburdened, loses his 
balance, and sits down involuntarily. His bur- 
dens are scattered over the hillside, Cornelius 
and Father Dempsey turn furiously on him, 
leaving Broadbent beaming at the stone and the 
tower with fatuous interest, 

CORNELIUS. Oh, be the hokey, the sammin s 
broke in two! You schoopid ass, what d ye 
mean? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Are you drunk, Patsy 
Farrell? Did I tell you to carry that hamper 
carefully or did I not? 

PATSY [rubbing the back of his head, which 
has almost dinted a slab of granite'] Sure me 
fut slipt. Howkn I carry three men’s luggage 
at wanst? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. You Were told to leave 
behind what you couldnt carry, an go back 
for it. 

PATSY. An whose things was I to lave 
behind? Hwat would your reverence think 
if I left your hamper behind in the wet grass; 
n hwat would the masther say if I left the 
sammin and the goose be the side o the road 
for annywan to pick up? 

CORNELIUS. Oh, youve a dale to say for 
yourself, you butther-fingered omadhaun. 
Waitll Ant Judy sees the state o that sam- 
min; she’ll talk to you. Here! gimmy that 
birdn that fish there; an take Father Demp- 
sey’s hamper to his house for him; n then 
come back for the rest. 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Do, Patsy. And mind 
you dont fall down again. 

PATSY. Sure I — 

CORNELIUS [bustling him up the hill] Whisht! 
heres Ant Judy. [Patsy goes grumbling in 
disgrace, with Father Dempsey's hamper]. 

Aunt Judy comes down the hill, a woman of 
50, in no way remarkable, lively and busy without 
energy or grip, placid without tranquillity, kindly 
without concern for others: indeed without much 
concern for herself: a contented product of a 
narrow, strainless life. She wears her hair parted 
in the middle and quite smooth, with a flattened 
bun at the back. Her dress is a plain brown frock, 
with a woollen pelerine of black and aniline 
mauve over her shoulders, all very trim in honor 
of the occasion. She looks round for Larry; is 
puzzled; then stares incredulously at Broadbent, 

AUNT JUDY. Surely to goodness thats not 
you, Larry! 

CORNELIUS. Arra how could he be Larry, 


woman alive? Larry’s in no hurry home, it 
seems. I havnt set eyes on him. This is his 
friend, Mr Broadbent. Mr Broadbent; me 
sister Judy. 

AUNT JUDY [hospitably: going to Broadbent 
and shaking hands heartily] Mr Broadbent! 
Fancy me takin you for Larry! Sure we 
havnt seen a sight of him for eighteen years, 
n he ony a lad when he left us. 

BROADBENT. It’s DOt Larry ’s fault; he was 
to have been here before me. He started in 
our motor an hour before Mr Doyle arrived, 
to meet us at Athenmullet, intending to get 
here long before me. 

AUNT JUDY. Lord save us! do you think he’s 
had n axidnt? 

BROADBENT. Not he’s wired to say he’s had 
a breakdown and will come on as soon as he 
can. He expects to be here at about ten. 

AUNT JUDY. There now! Fancy him trustn 
himself in a motor and we all expectn him! 
Just like him! he’d never do anything like 
anybody else. Well, what cant be cured must 
be injoored. Come on in, all of you. You 
must be dyin for your tea, Mr Broadbent. 

BROADBENT [with a slight Start] Oh, I’m 
afraid it’s too late for tea [he looks at his 
watch], 

AUNT JUDY. Not a bit; we never have it 
airlier than this. I hope they gave you a good 
dinner at Athenmullet. 

BROADBENT [trying to conceal his consterna- 
tion as he realizes that he is not going to get any 
dinner after his drive] Oh — er — excellent, 
excellent. By the way, hadnt I better see 
about a room at the hotel? [They stare at hirri], 

CORNELIUS. The hotel! 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Hwat hotel? 

AUNT JUDY. Indeedn youre not goin to a 
hotel. Youll stay with us. I’d have put you 
into Larry’s room, ony the boy’s pally ass is 
too short for you; but we’ll make a comfort- 
able bed for you on the sofa in the parlor. 

BROADBENT. Youre Very kind. Miss Doyle; 
but really I’m ashamed to give you so much 
trouble unnecessarily. I shant mind the hotel 
in the least, 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Man alive! theres no 
hotel in Rosscullen. 

BROADBENT. No hotel! Why, the driver told 
me there was the finest hotel in Ireland here, 
[They regard him joylessly], 

AUNT JUDY. Arra would you mind what the 
like of him would tell you? Sure he’d say 
hwatever was the least trouble to himself and 
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the pleasantest to you, thinkin you might 
give him a thruppeny bit for himself or the 
like. 

BROADBENT. Perhaps theres a public house. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [gnw/y] Theres seventeen. 

AUNT JUDY. Ah then, how could you stay 
at a public house? theyd have no place to 
put you even if it was a right place for you 
to go. Come! is it the sofa youre afraid of? 
If it is, you can have me own bed. I can 
sleep with Nora. 

BROADBENT. Not at all, not at all: I should 
be only too delighted. But to upset your 
arrangements in this way — 

CORNELIUS [anxious to cut short the discussion, 
which makes him ashamed of his house; for he 
guesses Broadbent's standard of comfort a Utile 
more accurately than his sister does^ Thats all 
right: itll be no trouble at all. Hweres Nora? 

AUNT JUDY. Oh, how do I know? She slipped 
out a little while ago: I thought she was 
goin to meet the car. 

CORNELIUS [dissatisfied] It’s a queer thing 
of her to run out o the way at such a time. 

AUNT JUDY. Sure she’s a queer girl alto- 
gether. Come. Come in: come in. 

FATHER DEMPSEY. I’ll say good-night, Mr 
Broadbent. If theres anything I can do for 
you in this parish, let me know. [He shakes 
hands with Broadbent], 

BROADBENT [effusively cordial] Thank you, 
Father Dempsey. Delighted to have met 
you, sir. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [passiug on to Aunt Judy] 
Good-night, Miss Doyle. 

AUNT JUDY. Wont you stay to tea? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Not to-night, thank you 
kindly: I have business to do at home. [He 
turns to go, and meets Patsy Farrell returning 
unloaded]. Have you left that hamper for me? 

PATSY. Yis, your reverence. 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Thats a good lad [going], 

PATSY [to Aunt Judy] Fadher Keegan sez — 

FATHER DEMPSEY [tuming sharply on him] 
Whats that you say? 

PATSY [frightened] Fadher Keegan — 

FATHER DEMPSEY. How often have you 
heard me bid you call Mister Keegan in his 
proper name, the same as I do? Father 
Keegan indeed! Cant you tell the difference 
between your priest and any ole madman 
in a black coat? 

PATSY. Sure I’m afraid he might put a spell 
on me. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [wrathfully] You mind 


what I tell you or I’ll put a spell on you thatll 
make you lep. D’ye mind that now? [He goes 
home], 

Patsy goes down the hill to retrieve the fish, 
the bird, and the sack, 

AUNT JUDY. Ah, hwy cant you hold your 
tongue, Patsy, before Father Dempsey? 

PATSY. Well, hwat was I to do? Father 
Keegan bid me tell you Miss Nora was gone 
to the Roun Tower. 

AUNT JUDY. An hwy couldnt you wait to 
tell us until Father Dempsey was gone? 

PATSY. I was afeerd o forgetn it; and then 
may be he’d a sent the grasshopper or the 
little dark looker into me at night to remind 
me of it. [The dark looker is the common grey 
Uzard, which is supposed to walk down the 
throats of incautious sleepers and cause them to 
perish in a slow decline], 

CORNELIUS. Yah, you great gaum, you! 
Widjer grasshoppers and dark lookers! Here: 
take up them things and let me hear no more 

0 your foolish lip. [Patsy obeys]. You can take 
the sammin under your oxther. [He wedges 
the salmon into Patsy* s axilla], 

PATSY. I can take the goose too, sir. Put it 
on me back n gimmy the neck of it in me 
mouth. [Cornelius is about to comply thought- 
lessly], 

AUNT JUDY [feeling that Broadbent* s presence 
demands special punctiliousness] For shame, 
Patsy! to offer to take the goose in your 
mouth that we have to eat after you! The 
masterll bring it in for you. 

PATSY. Arra what would a dead goose care 
for me mouth? [He takes his load tip the hill], 

CORNELIUS. Hwats Nora doin at the Roun 
Tower? 

AUNT JUDY. Oh, the Lord knows! Romancin, 

1 suppose. Praps she thinks Larry would go 
there to look for her and see her safe home. 

BROADBENT. Miss Reilly must not be left 
to wait and walk home alone at night. Shall 
I go for her? 

AUNT JUDY [contemptuously] Arra hwat ud 
happen to her? Hurry in now, Corny. Come, 
Mr Broadbent: I left the tea on the hob to 
draw; and itll be black if we dont go in an 
drink it. 

They go up the hill. It is dusk by this time, 

Broadbent does not fare so badly after all at 
Aunt Judy's board. He gets not only tea and 
bread-and-butter, but more mutton chops than he 
has ever conceived it possible to eat at one sitting. 
There is also a most filUng substance called 
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potato cake. Hardly have his fears of being 
starved been replaced by his first misgivmg that 
he is eating too much and will he sorry for it 
tomorrow^ when his appetite is revived by the 
production of a bottle of illicitly distilled whisky ^ 
called potckeen, which he has read and dreamed 
of [he calls it potiine) and is now at last to taste. 
His goodhumor rises almost to exdtement before 
Cornelius shews signs of sleepiness. The contrast 
between Aunt Judy's table service and that of 
the south and east coast hotels at which he spends 
his Friday s-to- Tuesdays 7vhen he is in London, 
seems to him delightfully Irish. The almost 
total atrophy of any sense of enjoyment in 
Cornelius, or even any desire for it or toleration 
of the possibility of life being something better 
than a round of sordid worries, relieved by 
tobacco, punch, fine mornings, and petty successes 
in buying and selling, passes with his guest as 
the whimsical affectation of a shreivd Irish 
humorist and incorrigible spendthrift. Aunt Judy 
seems to him an incarnate joke. The likelihood 
that the joke will pall after a month or so, and 
is probably not apparent at any time to born 
Rosscidleners, or that he himself imconsciously 
entertains Aunt Judy by his fantastic English 
personality and English mispronunciations, does 
not occur to him for a moment. In the end he is 
so charmed, and so loth to go to bed and perhaps 
dream of prosaic England, that he insists ongoing 
out to smoke a cigar and look for Nora Reilly at 
the Round Tower. Not that any special insistence 
is needed; for the English inhihitive instinct does 
not seem to exist in Rosscullen. Just as Nora's 
liking to 7niss a 7neal and stay out at the round 
Tower is accepted as a sufficient reason for her 
doing it, and for thefainily going to bed and leav- 
ing the door open for her, so Broadbent's 7vhim to 
go out for a late stroll provokes neither hospitable 
remonstrance nor surprise. Indeed Aunt Judy 
wants to get rid of him 7vhilst she makes a bed 
for him on the sofa. So off he goes, full fed, 
happy and enthusiastic, to explore the valley by 
moonlight. 

The Round Tower stands about half an Irish 
mile from Rosscullen, some fifty yards south of 
the road on a knoll 7vith a circle of 7vide green- 
sward on it. The road once ran over this knoll; 
hut 7nodern engineering has tempered the level to 
the Beeyankiny car by carrying the road partly 
round the knoll and partly through a cutting; so 
that the way from the road to the tower is a 
footpath up the embankment through furze and 
brambles. 

On the edge of this slope, at the top of the 


path, Nora is straining her eyes in the moonlight, 
watching for Larry. At last she gives it up with 
a sob cf impatience, and retreats to the hoary 
foot of the tower, where she sits down discour- 
aged and cries a Utile. Then she settles herself 
resignedly to 7vait, and hums a song — not an 
Irish melody, but a hackneyed English dra7ving 
room ballad of the seaso7i before last — until some 
slight 7ioise suggests a footstep, when she springs 
up eagerly and runs to the edge of the slope again. 
Some 7noments of silence and suspense follow, 
broken by unmistakable footsteps. She gives a 
little gasp as she sees a 7nan approaching. 

NORA. Is that you, Larry? [Frightened a 
little^ Who’s that? 

broadbent’s voice from belo7v on the path. 
Dont be alarmed. 

NORA. Oh, what an English accent youve 

got! 

BROADBENT [rising into view^ I must intro- 
duce myself — 

NORA [violoitly startled, retreating] It’s not 
you! Who are you? What do you want? 

BROADBENT [advancing] I’m really so sorry 
to have alarmed you, Miss Reilly. My name 
is Broadbent. Larry’s friend, you know. 

NORA [chilled] And has Mr Doyle not come 
with you? 

BROADBENT. No. Ivc comc instead. I hope 
I am not unwelcome. 

NORA [deeply 7nortified] I’m sorry Mr Doyle 
should have given you the trouble. I’m sure. 

BROADBENT. You SCO, as a Stranger and an 
Englishman, I thought it would be interesting 
to see the Round Tower by moonlight. 

NORA. Oh, you came to see the tower. 
I thought — [confused, trying to recover her 
manners] Oh, of course. I was so startled. It’s 
a beautiful night, isnt it? 

BROADBENT. Lovcly. I must explain why 
Larry has not come himself. 

NORA. Why should he come? lie’s seen the 
tower often enough; it’s no attraction to 
him. [Genteelly] An what do you think of 
Ireland, Mr Broadbent? Have you ever been 
here before? 

BROADBENT. Never. 

NORA. An how do you like it? 

BROADBENT [suddenly betraying a condition of 
extreme sentimentality] I can hardly trust my- 
self to say how much I like it. The magic of 
this Irish scene, and — I really dont want to 
be personal. Miss Reilly; but the charm of 
your Irish voice — 

NORA [quite accustomed to gallantry, and 
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attaching no seriousness whatever to it\ Oh, 
get along with you, Mr Broadbent! Youre 
breaking your heart about me already, I 
daresay, after seeing me for two minutes in 
the dark. 

BROADBENT. The voice is just as beautiful 
in the dark, you know. Besides, Ive heard a 
great deal about you from Larry. 

NORA [nnth hitter indifferenc^ Have you now? 
Well, thats a great honor. I’m sure. 

BROADBENT. I have lookcd forward to meet- 
ing you more than to anything else in Ireland. 

NORA [ironically^ Dear me! did you now? 

BROADBENT. I did really. I wish you had 
taken half as much interest in me. 

NORA. Oh, I was dying to see you, of course. 
I daresay you can imagine the sensation an 
Englishman like you would make among us 
poor Irish people. 

BROADBENT. All, DOW yourc chaffing me. 
Miss Reilly; you know you are. You mustnt 
chaff me. I’m very much in earnest about 
Ireland and everything Irish. I’m very much 
in earnest about you and about Larry. 

NORA. Larry has nothing to do with me, 
Mr Broadbent. 

BROADBENT. If I really thought that, Miss 
Reilly, I should — well, I should let myself 
feel that charm of which I spoke just now 
more deeply than I — than I — 

NORA. Is it making love to me you are? 

BROADBENT [scared and much upset] On my 
word I believe I am, Miss Reilly. If you say 
that to me again I shant answer for myself: 
all the harps of Ireland are in your voice. 
[She laughs at him. lie suddenly loses his head 
and seizes her arms^ to her great indignatiori]. 
Stop laughing: do you hear? I am in earnest: 
in English earnest. When I say a thing like 
that to a woman, I mean it. [Releasing her 
and trymg to recover his ordinary manner in 
spite of his bewildering emotion] I beg your 
pardon. 

NORA. How dare you touch me? 

BROADBENT. There are not many things I 
would not dare for you. That does not sound 
right perhaps; but I really — [he stops and 
passes his hand over his forehead, rather lost]. 

NORA. I think you ought to be ashamed. 
I think if you were a gentleman, and me 
alone with you in this place at night, you 
would die rather than do such a thing. 

BROADBENT. You mean that it’s an act of 
treachery to Larry? 

NORA. Deed I dont. What has Larry to do 


with it? It’s an act of disrespect and rude- 
ness to me: it shews what you take me for. 
You can go your way now; and I’ll go mine. 
Good-night, Mr Broadbent. 

BROADBENT. No, plcase, Miss Reilly. One 
moment. Listen to me. I’m serious: I’m 
desperately serious. Tell me that I’m inter- 
fering with Larry; and I’ll go straight from 
this spot back to I>ondon and never see you 
again. Thats on my honor: I will. Am I 
interfering with him? 

NORA [ans7veri7ig in spite of herself in a 
sudden spring of bitterness] I should think you 
ought to know better than me whether youre 
interfering with him. Youve seen him oftener 
than I have. You know him better than I do, 
by this time. Youve come to me quicker than 
he has, havnt you? 

BROADBENT. I’m bouud to tcll you. Miss 
Reilly, that Larry has not arrived in Ross- 
cullen yet. He meant to get here before me; 
but his car broke down; and he may not 
arrive until to-morrow. 

NORA [her face lighting up] Is that the truth? 

BROADBENT. Ycs: thats the truth. [She gives 
a sigh of relief]. Youre glad of that? 

NORA [up in arms at once] Glad indeed! Why 
should I be glad? As weve waited eighteen 
years for him we can afford to wait a day 
longer, I should think. 

BROADBENT. If you really feel like that 
about him, there may be a chance for another 
man yet. Eh? 

NORA [deeply offended] I suppose people are 
different in England, Mr Broadbent; so per- 
haps you dont mean any harm. In Ireland 
nobody ’d mind what a man’d say in fun, nor 
take advantage of what a woman might say 
in answer to it. If a woman couldnt talk to 
a man for two minutes at their first meeting 
without being treated the way youre treat- 
ing me, no decent woman would ever talk 
to a man at all. 

BROADBENT. I dout Understand that. I dont 
admit that. I am sincere; and my intentions 
are perfectly honorable. I think you will 
accept the fact that I’m an Englishman as a 
guarantee that I am not a man to act hastily 
or romantically; though I confess that your 
voice had such an extraordinary effect on 
me just now when you asked me so quaintly 
whether I was making love to you — 

NORA [flushing] I never thought — 

BROADBENT [quickly] Of course you didnt: 
I’m not so stupid as tliat. But I couldnt bear 
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your laughing at the feeling it gave me. You 
— [again strvggling with a surge of emotion\ 
you dont know what I — [he chokes for a moment 
and then blurts out with unnatural steadiness^ 
Will you be my wife? 

NORA [promptly] Deed I wont. The idea! 
[Looking at him more carefully] Arra, come 
home, Mr Broadbent; and get your senses 
back again. I think youre not accustomed 
to potcheen punch in the evening after your 
tea. 

BROADBENT [horrified] Do you mean to say 
that I — I — I — my God! that I appear drunk 
to you, Miss Reilly? 

NORA [compassionately] How many tumblers 
had you? 

BROADBENT [hclplcSsly] TwO. 

NORA. The flavor of the turf prevented you 
noticing the strength of it. Youd better 
come home to bed. 

BROADBENT [fearfully agitated] But this is 
such a horrible doubt to put into my mind 
— to — to — For Heaven’s sake. Miss Reilly, 
am I really drunk? 

NORA [soothingly] Youll be able to judge 
better in the morning. Come on now back 
with me, an think no more about it. [5^6 
takes his arm with motherly solicitude and urges 
him gently towards the path]. 

BROADBENT [yielding in despair] I must be 
drunk: frightfully drunk; for your voice drove 
me out of my senses — [he stumbles over a stone ] . 
No: on my word, on my most sacred word of 
honor. Miss Reilly, I tripped over that stone. 
It was an accident; it was indeed. 

NORA. Yes, of course it was. Just take my 
arm, Mr Broadbent, while we’re goin down 
the path to the road. Youll be all right 
then. 

BROADBENT [submissively taking it] I cant 
sufficiently apologize. Miss Reilly, or express 
my sense of your kindness when I am in 
such a disgusting state. How could I be such 
a bea — [he trips again] damn the heather! my 
foot caught in it. 

NORA. Steady now, steady. Come along: 
come. [He is led down to the road in the character 
of a convicted drunkard. To him there is some- 
thing divine in the sympathetic indulgence she 
substitutes for the angry disgust with which one 
of his own countrywomen would resent his 
supposed condition. And he has no suspicion of 
the facty or of her ignorance of ity that when an 
Englishman is sentimental he behaves very much 
as an Irishman does when he is drunk]. 


ACT III 

Next morning Broadbent and Larry are sitting 
at the ends of a breakfast table in the middle of a 
small grass plot before Cornelius Doyle* s house. 
They have finished their meal, and are buried in 
newspapers. Most of the crockery is crowded 
upon a large square black tray of japanned 
metal. The teapot is of brown delft ware. There 
is no silver; and the butter, on a dinner plate, is 
en bloc. The background to this breakfast is the 
house, a small white slated building, accessible 
by a half-glazed door. A person coming out into 
the garden by this door would find the table 
straight in front of him, and a gate leading to 
the road half way down the garden on his right; 
or, if he turned sharp to his left, he could pass 
round the end of the house through an unkempt 
shrubbery. The mutilated remnant of a huge 
plaster statue, nearly dissolved by the rains of 
a century, and vaguely resembling a majestic 
female in Roman draperies, with a wreath in her 
hand, stands neglected amid the laurels. Such 
statues, though apparently works of art, grow 
naturally in Irish gardens. Their germination 
is a mystery to the oldest inhabitants, to whose 
means and tastes they are totally foreign. 

There is a rustic bench, much soiled by the 
birds, and decorticated and split by the weather, 
near the little gate. At the opposite side, a basket 
lies unmolested because it might as 7vell be there 
as anywhere else. An empty chair at the table 
was lately occupied, by Cornelius, who has 
finished his breakfast and gone in to the room in 
7vhich he receives rents and keeps his books and 
cash, known in the household as *Hhe office.** 
This chair, like the t7vo occupied by Larry and 
Broadbent, has a mahogany frame and is up- 
holstered in black horsehair. 

Larry rises and goes offi through the shrubbery 
Tvith his newspaper. Hodson comes in through 
the garden gate, disconsolate. Broadbent, who 
sits facing the gate, augurs the worst from his 
expression. 

BROADBENT. Have you been to the village? 

HODSON. No use, sir. We’ll have to get 
everything from London by parcel post. 

BROADBENT. I hope they made you com- 
fortable last night. 

HODSON. I was no worse than you were on 
that sofa, sir. One expects to rough it here, 
sir. 

BROADBENT. We shall have to look out for 
some other arrangement. [Cheering up irre- 
pressibly] Still, it’s no end of a joke. How do 
you like the Irish, Hodson? 
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HODSON. Well, sir, theyre all right any- 
where but in their own country. Ive known 
lots of em in England, and generally liked 
em. But here, sir, I seem simply to hate em. 
The feeling come over me the moment we 
landed at Cork, sir. It*s no use my pretendin, 
sir: I cant bear em. My mind rises up agin 
their ways, somehow: they rub me the wrong 
way all over. 

BROADBENT. Oil, their faults are on the 
surface: at heart they are one of the finest 
races on earth. [Hodson turns away^ without 
affecting to respond to his enthusiasm]. By the 
way, Hodson — 

HODSON [turning] Yes, sir. 

BROADBENT. Did you notice anything about 
me last night when I came in with that lady? 

HODSON [surprised] No, sir. 

BROADBENT. Not any — er — ? You may 
speak frankly. 

HODSON. I didnt notice nothing, sir. What 
sort of thing did you mean, sir? 

BROADBENT. Well — er — er — well, to put it 
plainly, was I drunk? 

HODSON [arnazed] No, sir. 

BROADBENT. Quite sure? 

HODSON. Well, I should a said rather the 
opposite, sir. Usually when youve been 
enjoying yourself, youre a bit hearty like. 
I.<ast night you seemed rather low, if any- 
thing. 

BROADBENT. I Certainly have no headache. 
Did you try the pottine, Hodson? 

HODSON. 1 just took a mouthful, sir. It 
tasted of peat: oh! something horrid, sir. 
The people here call peat turf. Potcheen and 
strong porter is what they like, sir. I’m sure 
I dont know how they can stand it. Give me 
beer, I say. 

BROADBENT. By the way, you told me I 
couldnt have porridge for breakfast; but Mr 
Doyle had some. 

HODSON. Yes, sir. Very sorry, sir. They call 
it stirabout, sir: thats how it was. They know 
no better, sir. 

BROADBENT. All right*. I’ll have some to- 
morrow. 

Hodson goes to the house. When he opens the 
door he finds Nora and Aunt Judy on the thresh- 
old, He stands aside to let them pass, with the 
air of a ivell trained servant oppressed by heavy 
trials. Then he goes m. Broadhent rises. Aunt 
Judy goes to the table and collects the plates and 
cups on the tray, Nora goes to the back of the 
rustic seat and looks out at the gate with the air 


of a woman accustomed to have nothing to do, 
Larry returns from the shrubbery, 

BROADBENT. Good momiug, Miss Doyle. 

AUNT JUDY [thinking it absurdly late in the 
day for such a salutation] Oh, good morning. 
[Before moving his plate] Have you done? 

BROADBENT. Quite, thank you. You must 
excuse us for not waiting for you. The country 
air tempted us to get up early. 

AUNT JUDY. N d’ye call this airly, God help 
you? 

LARRY. Aunt Judy probably breakfasted 
about half past six. 

AUNT JUDY. Whisht, you! draggin the parlor 
chairs out into the gardn n givin Mr Broad- 
bent his death over his meals out here in the 
cold air. [To Broadbent] Why d’ye put up 
with his foolishness, Mr Broadbent? 

BROADBENT. I assure you I like the open 
air. 

AUNT JUDY. Ah galong! How can you like 
whats not natural? I hope you slept well. 

NORA. Did anything wake yup with a 
thump at three o’clock? I thought the house 
was falling. But then I’m a very light sleeper. 

LARRY. I seem to recollect that one of the 
legs of the sofa in the parlor had a way of 
coming out unexpectedly eighteenyears ago. 
Was that it, Tom? 

BROADBENT [hastily] Oh, it doesnt matter: 
I was not hurt — at least — er — 

AUNT JUDY. Oh now what a shame! An I 
told Patsy Farrll to put a nail in it. 

BROADBENT. Hc did, Miss Doyle. There 
was a nail, certainly. 

AUNT JUDY. Dear oh dear! 

An oldish peasant farmer, small, leathery, 
peatfaced, with a deep voice and a surliness 
that is meant to be aggressive, and is in effect 
pathetic — the voice of a man of hard life and 
many sorrows — comes in at the gate. He is old 
enough to have perhaps worn a long tailed frieze 
coat and knee breeches in his time; hut now he is 
dressed respectably in a black frock coat, tall hat, 
and pollard colored trousers; and his face is as 
clean as washing can make it, though that is not 
say mg much, as the habit is recently acquired 
and not yet congenial, 

THE NEW-COMER [at the gate] God save all 
here! [He comes a little way into the garden], 

LARRY [patronizingly, speaking across the 
garden to him] Is that yourself. Matt Haffigan? 
Do you remember me? 

MATTHEW [intentionally rude and blunt] No. 
Who are you? 

p2 
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NORA. Oh, Fm sure you remember him, Mr 
Haffigan. 

MATTHEW [grudgingly admitting it] I suppose 
he’ll be young Larry Doyle that was. 

LARRY. Yes. 

MATTHEW [to Larry] I hear you done well 
in America. 

LARRY. Fairly well. 

MATTHEW. I suppose you saw me brother 
Andy out dhere. 

LARRY. No. It’s such a big place that look- 
ing for a man there is like looking for a needle 
in a bundle of hay. They tell me he’s a great 
man out there. 

MATTHEW. So he is, God be praised. Wheres 
your father? 

AUNT JUDY. He’s inside, in the office, Mr 
Haffigan, with Barney Doarn n Father 
Dempsey. 

Matthew, without wasting further words on the 
company, goes curtly into the house. 

LARRY [staring after him] Is anything wrong 
with old Matt? 

NORA. No. He’s the same as ever. Why? 

LARRY. He’s not the same to me. He used 
to be very civil to Masther Larry: a deal too 
civil, I used to think. Now he’s as surly and 
stand-off as a bear. 

AUNT JUDY. Oh sure he’s bought his farm 
in the Land Purchase. He’s independent 
now. 

NORA. It’s made a great change, Larry. 
Youd harly know the old tenants now. Youd 
think it was a liberty to speak t’dhem — some 
o dhem. [5Ae goes to the table, and helps to take 
off the cloth, which she and Aunt Judy fold up 
between the7n]. 

AUNT JUDY. I wonder what he wants to see 
Corny for. He hasnt been here since he paid 
the last of his old rent; and then he as good 
as threw it in Corny’s face, I thought. 

LARRY. No wonder! Of course they all hated 
us like the devil. Ugh! [Moodily] Ive seen 
them in that office, telling my father what a 
fine boy I was, and plastering him with com- 
pliments, with your honor here and your 
honor there, when all the time their fingers 
were itching to be at his throat. 

AUNT JUDY. Deedn why should they want 
to hurt poor Corny? It was he that got Matt 
the lease of his farm, and stood up for him as 
an industrious decent man. 

BROADBENT. Was he industrious? Thats 
remarkable, you know, in an Irishman. 

LARRY. Industrious! That man’s industry 


used to make me sick, even as a boy. I tell 
you, an Irish peasant’s industry is not human: 
it’s worse than the industry of a coral insect. 
An Englishman has some sense about work- 
ing: he never does more than he can help — 
and hard enough to get him to do that with- 
out scamping it; but an Irishman will work 
as if he’d die the moment he stopped. That 
man Matthew Haffigan and his brother Andy 
made a farm out of a patch of stones on the 
hillside: cleared it and dug it with their own 
naked hands and bought their first spade out 
of their first crop of potatoes. Talk of making 
two blades of wheat grow where one grew 
before! those two men made a whole field of 
wheat grow where not even a furze bush had 
ever got its head up between the stones. 

BROADBENT. That was magnificent, you 
know. Only a great race is capable of pro- 
ducing such men. 

LARRY. Such fools, you mean! What good 
was it to them? The moment theyd done it, 
the landlord put a rent of £5 a year on them, 
and turned them out because they couldnt 
pay it. 

AUNT JUDY. Why couldnt they pay as well 
as Billy Byrne that took it after them? 

LARRY [fingrily] You know very well that 
Billy Byrne never paid it. He only offered it 
to get possession. He never paid it. 

AUNT JUDY. That was because Andy Haffigan 
hurt him with a brick so that he was never 
the same again. Andy had to run away to 
America for it. 

BROADBENT [glowing 7vith indignation] Who 
can blame him, Miss Doyle? Who can blame 
him? 

i.ARRY [hnpatmiily] Oh, rubbish! whats the 
good of the man thats starved out of a farm 
murdering the man thats starved into it? 
Would you have done such a thing? 

BROADBENT. Ycs. I — I — I — I — [stavuncring 
with fury] I should have shot the confounded 
landlord, and wrung the neck of the damned 
agent, and blown the farm up with dynamite, 
and Dublin Castle along with it. 

LARRY. Oh yes: youd have done great 
things; and a fat lot of good youd have got 
out of it, too! Thats an Englishman all over! 
make bad laws and give away all the land, 
and then, when your economic incompetence 
produces its natural and inevitable results, 
get virtuously indignant and kill the people 
that carry out your laws. 

AUNT JUDY. Sure never mind him, Mr 
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Broadbent. It doesnt matter, anyhow, be- 
cause theres harly any landlords left; and 
therll soon be none at all. 

LARRY. On the contrary, therll soon be 
nothing else; and the Lord help Ireland then! 

AUNT JUDY. Ah, youre never satisfied, 
Larry. [7b iVora] Come on, alanna, an make 
the paste for the pie. We can leave them to 
their talk. They dont want us [she takes up the 
tray and goes into the house\ 

BROADBENT [rising and galla?itly protestmg] 
Oh, Miss Doyle! Really, really — 

Nora, following Aunt Judy with the rolled-up 
cloth in her hands, looks at him and strikes him 
dumb. He ivatches her until she disappears; then 
comes to Larry and addresses him with sudden 
intensity. 

BROADBENT. Larry. 

LARRY. What is it? 

BROADBENT. I got druiik last night, and 
proposed to Miss Reilly. 

LARRY. You hwat??? [lie screams with 
laughter in the falsetto Irish register unused for 
that purpose in England\ 

BROADBENT. What arc you laughing at? 

LARRY [stopping dead] I dont know. Thats 
the sort of thing an Irishman laughs at. Has 
she accepted you? 

BROADBENT. I shall never forget that with 
the chivalry of her nation, though I was 
utterly at her mercy, she refused me. 

LARRY. That was extremely improvident 
of her. [Beginning to refect] But look here: 
when were you drunk? You were sober 
enough when you came back from the Round 
Tower with her. 

BROADBENT. No, Larry, I was drunk, I am 
sorry to say. I had two tumblers of punch. 
She had to lead me home. You must have 
noticed it. 

LARRY. I did not. 

BROADBENT. She did. 

LARRY. May I ask how long it took you 
to come to business? You can hardly have 
known her for more than a couple of hours. 

BROADBENT. I am afraid it was hardly a 
couple of minutes. She was not here when I 
arrived; and I saw her for the first time at the 
tower. 

LARRY. Well, you are a nice infant to be 
let loose in this country! Fancy the potcheen 
going to your head like that! 

BROADBENT. Not to my head, I think. I 
have no headache; and 1 could speak dis- 
tinctly. No: potcheen goes to the heart, not 


to the head. What ought I to do? 

LARRY. Nothing. What need you do? 

BROADBENT. There is rather a delicate 
moral question involved. The point is, was I 
drunk enough not to be morally responsible 
for my proposal? Or was I sober enough to be 
bound to repeat it now that I am undoubtedly 
sober? 

LARRY. I should see a little more of her 
before deciding. 

BROADBENT. No, no. That would not be 
right. That would not be fair. I am either 
under a moral obligation or 1 am not. I wish 
I knew how drunk I was. 

LARRY. Well, you were evidently in a state 
of blithering sentimentality, anyhow. 

BROADBENT. That is truc, Larry: I admit it. 
Her voice has a most extraordinary effect on 
me. That Irish voice! 

LARRY [sy7/ipathetically] Yes, I know. When 
I first went to London I very nearly proposed 
to walk out with a waitress in an Aerated 
Bread shop because her Whitechapel accent 
was so distinguished, so quaintly touching, 
so pretty — 

BROADBENT [angrily] Miss Reilly is not a 
waitress, is she? 

LARRY. Oh, come! The waitress was a very 
nice girl. 

BROADBENT. You think every English- 
woman an angel. You really have coarse 
tastes in that way, Larry. Miss Reilly is one 
of the finer types: a type rare in England, 
except perhaps in the best of the aristocracy. 

LARRY. Aristocracy be blowed! Do you 
know what Nora eats? 

BROADBENT. Eats! wliat do you mean? 

LARRY. Breakfast: tea and bread-and- 
butter, with an occasional rasher, and an egg 
on special occasions: say on her birthday. 
Dinner in the middle of the day, one course 
and nothing else. In the evening, tea and 
bread-and-butter again. You compare her 
with your Englishw omen who wolf down from 
three to five meat meals a day; and naturally 
you find her a sylph. The difference is not 
a difference of type: it’s the difference be- 
tween the woman who eats not wisely but 
too well, and the woman who eats not wisely 
but too little. 

BROADBENT [furious] Larry: you — you — 
you disgust me. You are a damned fool, [lie 
sits down angrily on the rustic seat, fvhich sus- 
tains the shock nith diffculty]. 

LARRY. Steady! stead-eee! [He laughs and 
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seats himself on the tahle\ 

Cornelius Doyle, Father Dempsey, Barney 
Doran, and Matthew Haffigan come from the 
house, Doran is a stout bodied, short armed, 
roundheaded, red haired man on the verge of 
middle age, of sanguine temperament, with an 
enormous capacity for derisive, obscene, blas- 
phemous, or merely cruel and senseless fun, and 
a violent and impetuous intolerance of other 
temperaments and other opinions, all this repre- 
senting energy and capacity wasted and demoral- 
ized by want of sufficient training and social 
pressure to force it into beneficent activity and 
build a character with it; for Barney is by no means 
either stupid or iveak. He is recklessly untidy as 
to his person; but the worst effects of his neglect 
are mitigated by a powdering of four and mill 
dust; and his unbrushed clothes, made of a 
fashionable tailor s sackcloth, were evidently 
chosen regardless of expense for the sake of 
their appearance. 

Matthew Haffigan, ill at ease, coasts the gar- 
den shyly on the shrubbery side until he anchors 
near the basket, where he feels least in the way. 
The priest comes to the table and slaps Larry 
on the shoulder. Larry, turning quickly, and 
recognizing Father Dempsey, alights from the 
table and shakes the priest's hand warmly. Doran 
comes down the garden between Father Dempsey 
and Matt; and Cornelius, on the other side of 
the table, turns to Broadbent, who rises genially. 

CORNELIUS. I think we all met las night. 

DORAN. I hadnt that pleasure. 

CORNELIUS. To be sure, Barney: I forgot. 
[To Broadbent, introducing Barney] Mr Doran. 
He owns that fine mill you noticed from the 
car. 

BROADBENT [delighted with them all] Most 
happy, Mr Doran. Very pleased indeed. 

Doran, not quite sure whether he is being 
courted or patronized, nods independently, 

DORAN. Hows yourself, Larry? 

LARRY. Finely, thank you. No need to ask 
you. [Doran grins; and they shake hands]. 

CORNELIUS. Give Father Dempsey a chair, 
Larry. 

Matthew Haffigan runs to the nearest end of 
the table and takes the chair from it, placing it 
near the basket; but Larry has already taken the 
chair from the other end and placed it in front 
of the table. Father Dempsey accepts that more 
central position. 

CORNELIUS. Sit down, Barney, will you; and 
you, Matt. 

Doran takes the chair Matt is still offering to 


the priest; and poor Matthew, outfaced by the 
miller, humbly turns the basket upside down and 
sits on it. Cornelius brings his own breakfcLst 
chair from the table and sits down on Father 
Dempsey's right. Broadbent resumes his seat on 
the rustic bench. Larry crosses to the bench and is 
about to sit down beside him when Broadbent 
holds him off nervously. 

BROADBENT. Do you think it will bear two, 
Larry? 

LARRY. Perhaps not. Dont move. Fll stand. 
[He posts himself behind the bench]. 

They arc all now seated, except Larry; and 
the session assumes a portentous air, as if some- 
thing important were coming. 

CORNELIUS. Praps youll explain. Father 
Dempsey. 

FATHER DEMPSEY. No, no*. go on, you*. the 
Church has no politics. 

CORNELIUS. Were yever thinkin o goin into 
parliament at all, Larry? 

LARRY. Me! 

FATHER DEMPSEY [cncourogingly] Yes, you. 
Hwy not? 

LARRY. I’m afraid my ideas would not be 
popular enough. 

CORNELIUS. I dont know that. Do you, 
Barney? 

DORAN. Theres too much blatherumskite in 
Irish politics: a dale too much. 

LARRY. But what about your present mem- 
ber? Is he going to retire? 

CORNELIUS. No: I dont know that he is. 

LARRY [interrogatively] Well? then? 

MATTHEW [breaking out with surly bitterness] 
Weve had enough of his foolish talk agen 
lanlords. Hwat call has he to talk about the 
Ian, that never was outside of a city office in 
his life? 

CORNELIUS. We’re tired of him. He doesnt 
know hwere to stop. Every man cant own 
land; and some men must own it to employ 
them. It was all very well when solid men 
like Doran an Matt were kep from ownin 
land. But hwat man in his senses ever wanted 
to give land to Patsy Farrll an dhe likeo him? 

BROADBENT. But surely Irish landlordism 
was accountable for what Mr Haffigan 
suffered. 

MATTHEW. Never mind hwat I suffered. I 
know what I suffered adhout you tellin me. 
But did I ever ask for more dhan the farm 
I made wid me own hans? tell me that. Corny 
Doyle, and you that knows. Was I fit for the 
responsibility or was I not? [Snarling angrily 
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at Cornelius] Am I to be compared to Patsy 
Farrll, that doesnt harly know his right hand 
from his left? What did he ever suffer, I'd 
like to know? 

CORNELIUS. Thats just what I say. I wasnt 
comparin you to your disadvantage. 

MATTHEW \implacahle] Then hwat did you 
mane be talkin about givin him Ian? 

DORAN. Aisy, Matt, aisy. Youre like a bear 
with a sore back. 

MATTHEW [trembling with rage] An who are 
you, to offer to taitch me manners? 

FATHER DEMPSEY [admonitorily] Now, now, 
now, Matt! none o dhat. How often have 1 
told you youre too ready to take offence 
where none is meant? You dont understand: 
Corny Doyle is saying just what you want 
to have said. [To Cornelius] Go on, Mr Doyle; 
and never mind him. 

MATTHEW [rising] Well, if me Ian is to be 
given to Patsy and his like, Tm goin oura 
dhis. I— 

DORAN [with violent impatience] Arra who's 
goin to give your Ian to Patsy, yowl fool ye? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Aisy, Barney, aisy. 
[Sternly, to Matt] I told you, Matthew Haffi- 
gan, that Corny Doyle was sayin nothin 
against you. I’m sorry your priest’s word is 
not good enough for you. I’ll go, sooner than 
stay to make you commit a sin against the 
Church. Good morning, gentlemen, [lie rises. 
They all rise, except Broadhent], 

DORAN [/o Matt] There! Sarve you dam well 
right, you cantankerous oul noodle. 

MATTHEW [appalled] Dont say dhat, Fadher 
Dempsey. I never had a thought agen you 
or the Holy Church. I know I’m a bit hasty 
when I think about the Ian. I ax your pardon 
for it. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [resuming his seat with 
dignified reserve] Very well: I’ll overlook it 
this time. [He sits down. The others sit down, 
except Matthew. Father Dempsey, about to ask 
Corny to proceed, remembers Matthew and turns 
to him, giving him just a crumb of graciousness]. 
Sit down. Matt [Matthew, crushed, sits down 
in disgrace, and is silent, his eyes shifting pite- 
ously from one speaker to another in an intensely 
mistrustful effort to understand them]. Go on, 
Mr Doyle. We can make allowances. Go on. 

CORNELIUS. Well, you see how it is, Larry. 
Round about here, weve got the land at last; 
and we want no more Goverment meddlin. 
We want a new class o man in parliament; 
one dhat knows dhat the farmer’s the real 


backbone o the country, n doesnt care a snap 
of his fingers for the shoutn o the riff-raff 
in the towns, or for the foolishness of the 
laborers. 

DORAN. Aye; an dhat can afford to live in 
London and pay his own way until Home 
Rule comes, instead o wantin subscriptions 
and the like. 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Ycs*. thats a good point, 
Barney. When too much money goes to 
politics, it's the Church that has to starve for 
it. A member of parliament ought to be a 
help to the Church instead of a burden on it. 

LARRY. Heres a chance for you, Tom. What 
do you say? 

BROADBENT [deprecatory, but important and 
smiling] Oh, I have no claim whatever to the 
seat. Besides, I’m a Saxon. 

DORAN. A hwat? 

BROADBENT. A Saxon. An Englishman. 

DORAN. An Englishman. Bedad I never 
heard it called dhat before. 

MATTHEW [cunningly] If I might make so 
bould, Fadher, I wouldnt say but an English 
Prodestn mightnt have a more indepindent 
mind about the Ian, an be less afeerd to spake 
out about it, dhan an Irish Catholic. 

CORNELIUS. But sure Larry’s as good as 
English: arnt you, Larry? 

LARRY. You may put me out of your head, 
father, once for all. 

CORNELIUS. Arra why? 

LARRY. I have strong opinions which 
wouldnt suit you. 

DORAN [rallying him blatantly] Is it still 
Larry the bould Fenian? 

LARRY. No: the bold Fenian is now an older 
and possibly foolisher man. 

CORNELIUS. Hwat does it matter to us hwat 
your opinions are? You know that your 
father's bought his place here, just the same 
as Matt’s farm n Barney’s mill. All we ask 
now is to be let alone. Youve nothin against 
that, have you? 

LARRY. Certainly I have. I dont believe in 
letting anybody or anything alone. 

CORNELIUS [losing his temper] Arra what d’ye 
mean, you young fool? Here Ive got you the 
offer of a good seat in parliament; n you think 
yourself mighty smart to stand there and 
talk foolishness to me. Will you take it or 
leave it? 

LARRY. Very well: I’ll take it with pleasure 
if youll give it to me. 

CORNELIUS [subsiding sulkily] Well, why 
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couldnt you say so at once? It*s a good job 
youve made up your mind at last. 

DORAN \suspiciously\ Stop a bit: stop a bit. 

MATTHEW [ivrithing between his dissatisfac- 
tion and his fear of the priesV^ It’s not because 
he’s your son that he’s to get the sate. Fadher 
Dempsey: wouldnt you think well to ask him 
what he manes about the Ian? 

LARRV \coming down on Matt promptly] I’ll 
tell you, Matt. I always thought it was a 
stupid, lazy, good-for-nothing sort of thing 
to leave the land in the hands of the old land- 
lords without calling them to a strict account 
for the use they made of it, and the condition 
of the people on it. I could see for myself 
that they thought of nothing but what they 
could get out of it to spend in FiUgland; and 
that they mortgaged and mortgaged until 
hardly one of them owned his own property 
or could have afforded to keep it up decently 
if he’d wanted to. But I tell you plump and 
plain. Matt, that if anybody thinks things 
will be any better now that the land is handed 
over to a lot of little men like you, without 
calling you to account either, theyre mis- 
taken. 

MATTHEW [sullenly] What call have you to 
look down on me? I suppose you think youre 
everybody because your father was a land 
agent. 

LARRY. What call have you to look down 
on Patsy Farrell? I suppose you think youre 
everybody because you own a few fields. 

MATTHEW. Was Patsy P'arrll ever ill used 
as I was ill used? tell me dhat. 

LARRY. He will be, if ever he gets into your 
power as you were in the power of your old 
landlord. Do you think, because youre poor 
and ignorant and half-crazy with toiling 
and moiling morning noon and night, that 
youll be any less greedy and oppressive to 
them that have no land at all than old Nick 
Lestrange, who was an educated travelled 
gentleman that would not have been tempted 
as hard by a hundred pounds as youd be by 
five shillings? Nick was too high above Patsy 
Farrell to be jealous of him; but you, that are 
only one little step above him, would die 
sooner than let him come up that step; and 
well you know it. 

MATTHEW [black 7viih rage, in a low growl] 
I.emmy oura dhis. [He tries to rise; hut Doran 
catches his coat a?id drags him down again] I’m 
goin, I say. [Raising his voice] Leggo me coat, 
Barney Doran. 


DORAN. Sit down, yowl omadhaun, you. 
[Whispering] Dont you want to stay an vote 
agen him? 

FATHER DEMPSEY [holding up Ms finger] 
Matt! [Matt subsides]. Now, now, now! come, 
come! Hwats all dhis about Patsy Farrll? Hwy 
need you fall out about him? 

LARRY. Because it was by using Patsy’s 
poverty to undersell England in the markets 
of the world that we drove England to ruin 
Ireland. And she’ll ruin us again the moment 
we lift our heads from the dust if we trade in 
cheap labor; and serve us right too! If I get 
into parliament. I’ll try to get an Act to pre- 
vent any of you from giving Patsy less than 
a pound a week [they all start, hardly able to 
believe their ears] or working him harder than 
youd work a horse that cost you fifty guineas. 

DORAN. Hwat!!! 

CORNELIUS [aghast] A pound a — God save 
us! the boy’s mad. 

Matthe^v, feeling that here is something quite 
beyond his poivers, turns openmouthed to the 
priest, as if looking for nothing less than the 
summary excommunication of Larry. 

LARRY. How is the man to marry and live 
a decent life on less? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Man alivc, hwere have 
you been living all these years? and hwat 
have you been dreaming of? Why, some o 
dhese honest men here cant make that much 
out o the land for dhemsclves, much less give 
it to a laborer. 

LARRY [now thoroughly roused] Then let 
them make room for those who can. Is Ireland 
never to have a chance? First she was given 
to the rich; and now that they have gorged 
on her flesh, her bones are to be flung to the 
poor, that can do nothing but suck the mar- 
row out of her. If we cant have men of honor 
own the land, lets have men of ability. If we 
cant have men with ability, let us at least 
have men with capital. Anybody’s better 
than Matt, who has neither honor, nor ability, 
nor capital, nor anything but mere brute 
labor and greed in him. Heaven help him! 

DORAN. Well, we’re not all foostherin oul 
doddherers like Matt. [Pleasantly, to the sub- 
ject of this description] Are we. Matt? 

LARRY. For modern industrial purposes you 
might just as well be, Barney. Youre all 
children: the big world that I belong to has 
gone past you and left you. Anyhow, we 
Irishmen were never made to be farmers; 
and we’ll never do any good at it. We’re like 
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the Jews: the Almighty gave us brains, and 
bid us farm them, and leave the clay and the 
worms alone. 

FATHER DEMPSEY \with gentle irony^ Oh! is it 
Jews you want to make of us? I must cate- 
chize you a bit meself, I think. The next 
thing youll be proposing is to repeal the 
disestablishment of the so-called Irish Church. 

LARRY. Yes: why not? [Sensation]. 

MATTHEW [r amorously] He’s a turncoat. 

LARRY. St Peter, the rock on which our 
Church was built, was crucified head down- 
wards for being a turncoat. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [with a quiet authoritative 
dignity which checks Doran , who is on the point 
of breaking out] Thats true. You hold your 
tongue as befits your ignorance, Matthew 
Haffigan; and trust your priest to deal with 
this young man. Now, Larry Doyle, what- 
ever the blessed St Peter was crucified for, 
it was not for being a Prodestan. Are you 
one? 

LARRY. No. I am a Catholic intelligent 
enough to see that the Protestants are never 
more dangerous to us than when they arc 
free from all alliances with the State. The 
so-called Irish Church is stronger today than 
ever it was. 

MATTHEW. Fadhcr Dempsey: will you tell 
him dhat me mother’s ant was shot and kilt 
dead in the sthreet o Rosscullen be a soljer 
in the tithe war? [Frantically] He wants to 
put the tithes on us again. He — 

LARRY [interrupting him nith overhearing con- 
tempt] Put the tithes on you again! Did the 
tithes ever come off you? Was your land any 
dearer when you paid the tithe to the parson 
than it was when you paid the same money 
to Nick Lestrangc as rent, and he handed it 
over to the Church Sustentation Fund? Will 
you always be duped by Acts of Parliament 
that change nothing but the necktie of the 
man that picks your pocket? I’ll tell you 
what I’d do with you. Matt Haffigan: I’d 
make you pay tithes to your own Church. 
I want the Catholic Church established in 
Ireland: thats what I want. Do you think 
that I, brought up to regard myself as the 
son of a great and holy Church, can bear to 
see her begging her bread from the ignorfince 
and superstition of men like you? I would 
have her as high above worldly want as I 
would have her above worldly pride or am- 
bition, Aye; and I would have Ireland com- 
pete with Rome itself for the chair of St 


Peter and the citadel of the Church ; for Rome, 
in spite of all the blood of the martyrs, is 
pagan at heart to this day, while in Ireland 
the people is the Church and the Church the 
people. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [startled, hut not at all dis- 
pleased] Whisht, man! youre worse than mad 
Pether Keegan himself. 

BROADBENT [?vho has listened in the greatest 
astonishment] You amaze me, Larry. Who 
would have thought of your coming out like 
tliis! [Solemnly] But much as I appreciate 
your really brilliant eloquence, I implore you 
not to desert the great Liberal principle of 
Disestablishment. 

LARRY. I am not a Liberal: Heaven forbid! 
A disestablished Church is the worst tyranny 
a nation can groan under. 

BROADBENT [making a wry face] D o n t be 
paradoxical, Larry. It really gives me a pain 
in my stomach. 

LARRY. Youll soon find out the truth of it 
here. Look at Father Dempsey! he is dis- 
established: he has nothing to hope or fear 
from the State; and the result is that he’s the 
most powerful man in Rosscullen. The mem- 
ber for Rosscullen would shake in his shoes 
if Father Dempsey looked crooked at him. 
[Father Dempsey smiles, by no means averse to 
this acknowledgment of his authority]. Look at 
yourself! you would defy the established 
Archbishop of Cantebrury ten times a day; 
but catch you daring to say a word that would 
shock a Nonconformist! not you. The Con- 
servative party today is the only one thats 
not priestridden — excuse the expression. 
Father [Father Dempsey nods tolerantly] — be- 
cause it’s the only one that has established 
its Church and can prevent a clergyman be- 
coming a bishop if he’s not a Statesman as 
well as a Churchman. 

He stops. They stare at him dumbfoundedy 
and leave it to the priest to answer him. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [judicially] Young man: 
youll not be the member for Rosscullen; but 
dheres more in your head than the comb will 
take out. 

LARRY. I’m sorry to disappoint you, father; 
but I told you it would be no use. And now I 
think the candidate had better retire and 
leave you to discuss his successor. [He takes 
a ne7vspaper from the table and goes away 
through the shrubbery amid dead silence, all 
turning to watch him until he passes out of sight 
round the corner of the house]. 
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DORAN [dazed] Hwat sort of a fella is he at 
all at all? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. He*s a clever lad: dheres 
the making of a man in him yet. 

MATTHEW [in consternation] D’ye mane to 
say dhat yll put him into parliament to bring 
back Nick Lesthrange on me, and to put tithes 
on me, and to rob me for the like o Patsy 
Farrll, because he’s Corny Doyle’s son? 

DORAN [brutally] Arra hould your whisht: 
who’s goin to send him into parliament? 
Maybe youd like us to send you dhere to 
thrate dhem to a little o your anxiety about 
dhat dirty little podato patch o yours. 

MATTHEW [plaintively] Am I to be towld dhis 
afther all me sufferins? 

DORAN. Och, I’m tired o your sufferins. 
Weve been hearin nothin else ever since we 
was childher but sufferins. Hwen it wasnt 
yours it was somebody else’s; and hwen it 
was nobody else’s it was ould Irelan’s. How 
the divil are we to live on wan anodher’s 
sufferins? 

FATHER DEMPSEY. Thats a thruc word, 
Barney Doarn; only your tongue’s a little 
too familiar wi dhe divil. [To Matt] If youd 
think a little more o the sufferins of the 
blessed saints. Matt, an a little less o your 
own, youd find the way shorter from your 
farm to heaven [Matt is about to reply] Dhere 
now! dhats enough! we know you mean well; 
an I’m not angry with you. 

BROADBENT. Surely, Mr Haffigan, you can 
see the simple explanation of all this. My 
friend Larry Doyle is a most brilliant 
speaker; but he’s a Tory: an ingrained old- 
fashioned Tory. 

CORNELIUS. N how d’ye make dhat out, if 
I might ask you, Mr Broadbent? 

BROADBENT [collecting fiimself for a politi- 
cal deliverance] Well, you know, Mr Doyle, 
theres a strong dash of Toryism in the Irish 
character. Larry himself says that the great 
Duke of Wellington was the most typical 
Irishman that ever lived. Of course thats an 
absurd paradox; but still theres a great deal 
of truth in it. Now I am a Liberal. You know 
the great principles of the Liberal Party. 
Peace — 

FATHER DEMPSEY [piously] Hear! hear! 

BROADBENT [encouragcd] Thank you. Re- 
trenchment — [he waits for further applause], 

MATTHEW [timidly] What might rethrench- 
ment mane now? 

BROADBENT. It means an immense reduc- 


tion in the burden of the rates and taxes. 

MATTHEW [respectfully approving Dhats 
right. Dhats right, sir. 

BROADBENT [jpcrfunctorily] And, of course, 
Reform. 

CORNELIUS 1 

FATHER DEMPSEY \[conventionally]0^ couxst, 

DORAN J 

MATTHEW [still suspicious] Hwat does Re- 
form mane, sir? Does it mane altherin anny- 
thin dhats as it is now? 

BROADBENT [impressivcly] It means, Mr 
Haffigan, maintaining those reforms which 
have already been conferred on humanity 
by the Liberal Party, and trusting for future 
developments to the free activity of a free 
people on the basis of those reforms. 

DORAN. Dhats right. No more meddlin. 
We’re all right now: all we want is to be let 
alone. 

CORNELIUS. Hwat about Home Rule? 

BROADBENT [rising so as to address them more 
imposingly] I really cannot tell you what I 
feel about Home Rule without using the 
language of hyperbole. 

DORAN. Savin Fadher Dempsey’s presence, 
eh? 

BROADBENT [not Understanding him] Quite 
so — er — oh yes. All I can say is that as an 
Englishman I blush for the Union. It is the 
blackest stain on our national history. I look 
forward to the time — and it cannot be far 
distant, gentlemen, because Humanity is 
looking forward to it too, and insisting on it 
with no uncertain voice — I look forward to 
the time when an Irish legislature shall arise 
once more on the emerald pasture of College 
Green, and the Union Jack — that detestable 
symbol of a decadent Imperialism — be re- 
placed by a flag as green as the island over 
which it waves: a flag on which we shall ask 
for England only a modest quartering in 
memory of our great party and of the im- 
mortal name of our grand old leader. 

DORAN [enthusiastically] Dhats the style, 
begob! [He smites his knee, and winks at Matt], 

MATTHEW. More power to you, sir! 

BROADBENT. I shall leave you now, gentle- 
men, to your deliberations. I should like to 
have enlarged on the services rendered by 
the Liberal Party to the religious faith of the 
great majority of the people of Ireland; but 
I shall content myself with saying that in my 
opinion you should choose no representative 
who — no matter what his personal creed may 
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be — is not an ardent supporter of freedom 
of conscience, and is not prepared to prove 
it by contributions, as lavish as his means 
will allow, to the great and beneficent work 
which you, Father Dempsey [Father Dempsey 
horvs\ are doing for the people of Rosscullen. 
Nor should the lighter but still most im- 
portant question of the sports of the people 
be forgotten. The local cricket club — 

CORNELIUS. The hwat! 

DORAN. Nobody plays bat n ball here, if 
dhats what you mane. 

BROADBENT. Well, let US say quoits. I saw 
two men, I think, last night — but after all, 
these are questions of detail. The main thing 
is that your candidate, whoever he may be, 
shall be a man of some means, able to help 
the locality instead of burdening it. And if 
he were a countryman of my own, the moral 
effect on the House of Commons would be 
immense! tremendous! Pardon my saying 
these few words: nobody feels their imper- 
tinence more than I do. Good morning, 
gentlemen. 

He turns impressively to the gate, and trots 
away, congratulating himself, with a llitU twist 
of his head and cock of his eye, on having done 
a good stroke of political business. 

HAFFiGAN [awestruck^ Good morning, sir. 

THE REST. Good moming. [They watch him 
vacantly until he is out of earshot]. 

CORNELIUS. Hwat d’ye think. Father 
Dempsey? 

FATHER DEMPSEY [indulgently] Well, he 
hasnt much sense, God help him; but for 
the matter o that, neether has our present 
member. 

DORAN. Arra musha he’s good enough for 
parliament: what is there to do there but gas 
a bit, an chivy the Goverment, an vote wi dh 
Irish party? 

CORNELIUS [ruminatively] He’s the queerest 
Englishman I ever met. When he opened the 
paper dhis mornin the first thing he saw was 
that an English expedition had been bet in 
a battle in Inja somewhere; an he was as 
pleased as Punch! Larry told him that if he’d 
been alive when the news o Waterloo came, 
he’d a died o grief over it. Bedad I dont think 
he’s quite right in his head. 

DORAN. Divil a matther if he has plenty o 
money. He’ll do for us right enough. 

MATTHEW [deeply impressed by Broadbent, 
and unable to understand their levity concerning 
him] Did you mind what he said about re- 


threnchment? That was very good, I thought. 

FATHER DEMPSEY. You might find out from 
Larry, Corny, what his means are. God for- 
give us all! it’s poor work spoiling the 
Egyptians, though we have good warrant 
for it; so I’d like to know how much spoil 
there is before I commit meself. [He rises. 
They all rise respectfully]. 

CORNELIUS [ruefully] I’d set me mind on 
Larry himself for the seat; but I suppose it 
cant be helped. 

FATHER DEMPSEY [consoUng him] Well, the 
boy’s young yet; an he has a head on him. 
Goodbye, all. [He goes out through the gate]. 

DORAN. I must be goin, too. [He directs 
Cornelius's attention to 7vhat is passing in the 
road]. Look at me bould Englishman shakin 
hans wid Fadlier Dempsey for all the world 
like a candidate on election day. And look 
at Fadher Dempsey givin him a squeeze an 
a wink as much as to say It’s all right, me 
boy. You watch him shakin hans with me 
too: he’s waitn for me. I’ll tell him he’s as 
good as elected. [He goes, chuckling mis- 
chievously]. 

CORNELIUS. Come in with me, Matt. I think 
I’ll sell you the pig after all. Come in an wet 
the bargain. 

MATTHEW [mstantly dropping into the old 
whine of the tenant] I’m afeerd I cant afford 
the price, sir. [He follotvs Cornelius into the 
house]. 

Larry, 7iewspaper still in hand, comes back 
through the shrubbery. Broadbent returns 
through the gate. 

LARRY. Well? What has happened? 

BROADBENT [hugely Self- Satisfied] I think 
Ive done the trick this time. I just gave them 
a bit of straight talk; and it wen^^ome. 
They were greatly impressed: everyone of 
those men believes in me and will vote for 
me when the question of selecting a candi- 
date comes up. After all, whatever you say, 
Larry, they like an Englishman. They feel 
they can trust him, I suppose. 

LARRY. Oh! theyve transferred the honor 
to you, have they? 

BROADBENT [complacenily] Well, it was a 
pretty obvious move, I should think. You 
know, these fellows have plenty of shrewd- 
ness in spite of their Irish oddity. [Hodson 
comes from the house. Larry sits in Doran s 
chair and reads]. Oh, by the way, Hodson — 

HODSON [coming between Broadbent and 
Larry] Yes, sir? 
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BROADBENT. I Want you to be rather 
particular as to how you treat the people 
here. 

iiODSON. I havnt treated any of em yet, sir. 
If I was to accept all the treats they offer 
me I shouldnt be able to stand at this present 
moment, sir. 

BROADBENT. Oh Well, dont be too stand- 
offish, you know, Hodson. I should like you 
to be popular. If it costs anything I’ll make 
it up to you. It doesnt matter if you get a 
bit upset at first: theyll like you all the 
better for it. 

HODSON. I’m sure youre very kind, sir; but 
it dont seem to matter to me whether they 
like me or not. I’m not going to stand for 
parliament here, sir. 

BROADBENT. Well, I am. Now do you 
understand? 

HODSON \7vaking up at once^ Oh, I beg your 
pardon, sir, I’m sure. I understand, sir. 

CORNELIUS [appearbig at the house door rvith 
Matt] Patsy’ll drive the pig over this evenin. 
Matt. Goodbye. \JtIe goes hack into the house. 
Matt makes for the gate. Broadhent stops him. 
Hodson, pained by the derelict basket, picks it up 
and carries it away behind the house]. 

BROADBENT \heaming candidatorially] I must 
thank you very particularly, Mr Haffigan, 
for your support this morning. I value it 
because I know that the real heart of a 
nation is the class you represent, the yeo- 
manry. 

MATTHEW [aghast] The yeomanry!!! 

LARRY [looking up from his paper] Take care, 
Tom! In Rosscullen a yeoman means a sort 
of Orange Bashi-Bazouk, In England, Matt, 
they call a freehold farmer a yeoman. 

MATTHEW [huffily] I dont need to be in- 
sthructed be you, Larry Doyle. Some people 
think no one knows anythin but dhemselves. 
[To Broadhent, deferentially] Of course I know 
a gentleman like you would not compare me 
to the yeomanry. Me own granfather was 
flogged in the sthreets of Athenmullet be 
them when they put a gun in the thatch of 
his house an then went and found it there, 
bad cess to them! 

BROADBENT [with Sympathetic interest] Then 
you are not the first martyr of your family, 
Mr Haffigan? 

MATTHEW. They turned me out o the farm 
I made out of the stones o Little Rosscullen 
hill wid me own hans. 

BROADBENT. I havc heard about it; and my 


blood still boils at the thought. [Calling] 
Hodson — 

HODSON [behind the corner of the house] Yes, 
sir. [He hurries forward]. 

BROADBENT. Hodsoii*. this gentleman’s 
sufferings should make every Englishman 
think. It is want of thought rather than want 
of heart that allows such iniquities to dis- 
grace society. 

HODSON [jprosaically] Yes, sir. 

MATTHEW. Well, I’ll be goin. Good mornin 
to you kindly, sir. 

BROADBENT. You havc somc distance to go, 
Mr Haffigan; will you allow me to drive you 
home? 

MATTHEW. Oh sure it’d be throublin your 
honor. 

BROADBENT. I iiisist*. it will givc me the 
greatest pleasure, I assure you. My car is in 
the stable: I can get it round in five minutes. 

MATTHEW. Well, sir, if you wouldnt mind, 
we could bring the pig Ive just bought from 
Corny — 

BROADBENT [ivith cnthusiasm] Cert.ainly, 
Mr Haffigan: it will be quite delightful to 
drive with a pig in the car: I shall feel quite 
like an Irishman. Hodson: stay with Mr 
Haffigan; and give him a hand with the pig 
if necessary. Come, Larry; and help me. [He 
rushes away through the shrubbery], 

LARRY [throwijig the paper ill-humoredly on 
the chair] Look here, Tom! here, I say! con- 
found it! — [he runs after him]. 

MA'iTHEw [glojvering disdaii fully at Hodson, 
and sitting doivn on Cornelius's chair as an act 
of social selfassertioii] N are you the valley? 

HODSON. The valley? Oh, I follow you: yes: 
I’m Mr Broadhent ’s valet. 

MATTHEW. Ye have an aisy time of it: you 
look purty sleek. [With suppressed ferocity] 
Look at me! Do I look sleek? 

HODSON [sadly] I wish I ad your ealth: you 
look as ard as nails. I suffer from an excess 
of uric acid. 

MATTHEW. Musha what sort o disease is 
zhouragassid? Didjever suffer from injustice 
and starvation? Dhats the Irish disease. It’s 
aisy for you to talk o sufferin, an you livin 
on the fat o the land wid money wrung from 
us. 

HODSON [suddenly droppmg the well-spoken 
valet, and breaking out in his native cockney] 
Wots wrong with you, aold chep? Ez enny- 
body been doin ennythink to you? 

MATTHEW. Anythin timmy! Didnt your 
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English masther say that the blood biled in 
him to hear the way they put a rint on me 
for the farm I made wid me own hans, and 
turned me out of it to give it to Billy Byrne? 

HODSON. Ow, Tom Broadbent’s blad boils 
pretty easy over ennything that eppens aht 
of his aown cantry. Downt you be tiken in 
by my aowl men, Peddy. 

MATTHEW \indignanily^^ Paddy yourself! 
How dar you call me Paddy? 

HODSON [}mmoved\ You jast keep your air 
on and listen to me. You Awrish people are 
too well off: thets wots the metter with you. 
[With sudden 'passion] You talk of your rotten 
little fawm cause you mide it by chackin a 
few stowns dahii a ill! Well, wot prawce maw 
grenf?iwther, Oi should lawk to knaow, that 
fitted ap a fust clawss shop and built ap a fust 
clawss dripery business in Landon by sixty 
years work, and tlien was chackcd aht of it 
on is cd at the end of is lease withaht a penny 
for his goodwill. You talk of evictions! you 
that cawnt be moved until youve ran ap 
ighteen months rent. Oi once ran ap four 
weeks in Lenibeth wen Oi was aht of a job 
in winter. They took the door off its inges 
and the winder aht of its seshes on me, an 
gev maw' wawf pnooinownia. Oi’m a widower 
nah. [Between his teeth] Gawd! when Oi think 
of the things we Englishmen as to pat ap 
with, and eah you Awrish ahlin abaht your 
silly little grievances, and see the wy you 
mike it worse for haz by the rotten wiges 
youll cam over and tike and the rotten plices 
youll sleep in, I jast feel that I could tike 
the aowl bloomin British awland and mike 
you a present of it, jast to let you fawnd aht 
wot reel awdship’s lawk. 

MATTHEW [starting up, more in scandalized 
incredulity than in anger] D’ye have the face 
to set up England agen Ireland for injustices 
an wrongs an disthress an sufferin? 

HODSON [with intense disgust and contempt] 
Ow, chack it, Peddy. Cheese it. You danno 
wot awdship is owvcr eah: all you knaow is 
ah to ahl abaht it. You tike the biscuit at 
thet, you do. Oi’m a Owm Ruler, Oi em. Do 
you know woy? 

MATTHEW [equally contemptuous] D’ye know, 
yourself? 

HODSON. Yus Oi do. It’s because Oi want 
a little attention pide to my aown cantry; 
and thetll never be as long as your cheps are 
ollerin at W esminister as if nowbody mettered 
but your own bloomin selves. Send em beck 


to ell or C’naught, as good aowld English 
Cram well said. I’m jast sick of Awrland. Let 
it gow. Cat the caible. Mike it a present to 
Germany to keep the aowl Kyzer busy for 
a wawl; and give poor aowld England a 
chawnce: thets wot Oi sy. 

MATTHEW [full of scornfor a man so ignorant 
as to be unable to pronounce the word Connaught, 
which practically rhymes rvitk bonnet in Irelajid, 
though in Hodsons dialect it rhymes with un- 
taught] Take care we dont cut the cable our- 
selves some day, bad scran to you! An tell 
me dhis: have yanny Coercion Acs in Eng- 
land? Have yanny Removable magisthruts? 
Have you Dublin Castle to suppress every 
newspaper dhat takes the part o your own 
counthry? 

HODSON. We can beyive ahrselvcs withaht 
sich things. 

MATTHEW. Bedad youre right. It’d ony be 
waste o time to muzzle a sheep. Here! wheres 
me pig? God forgimmy for talkin to a poor 
ignorant craycher like you! 

HODSON [grinning with good-humored malice, 
too convinced of his own superiority to feel his 
withers wrung] Your pig’ll ev a rare doin in 
that car, Peddy. Forty mawl an ahr dahn 
that rocky line will strawk it pretty pink, you 
bet. 

MATTHEW [scornfidly] Hwy cant you tell a 
raisonable lie when youre about it? What 
horse can go forty mile an hour? 

HODSON. Orse! Wy, you silly aowl rotter, 
it’s not a orse: it’s a mowtor. Do you spowse 
Tom Broadbent ud gow himself to fetch a 
orse? 

MATTHEW [in consternation] Holy Moses! 
dont tell me it's the ingine he wants to take 
me on. 

HODSON. Wot else? 

MATTHEW. Your sowl to MorHs Kelly! why 
didnt you tell me that before? The divil an 
ingine he’ll get me on this day. [His ear 
catches an approaching teuf-teuf] Oh murdher! 
it’s comin afther me: I hear the puff-puff of 
it. [lie runs aivay through the gate, much to 
Hodsons amusement. The noise of the motor 
ceases; and Hodson, anticipating Broadbent' s 
return, throws off the cockney and recomposes 
himself as a valet. Broadbent and Larry come 
through the shrubbery. Hodson moves aside to 
the gate]. 

BROADBENT. Where is Mr Haffigan? Has 
he gone for the pig? 

HODSON. Bolted, sir? Afraid of the motor, sir. 
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BROADBENT \mtich disappointed] Oh, thats 
very tiresome. Did he leave any message? 

iiODSON. He was in too great a hurry, sir. 
Started to run home, sir, and left his pig be- 
hind him. 

BROADBENT [eagerly] Left the pig! Then it s 
all right. The pig’s the thing: the pig will win 
over every Irish heart to me. We’ll take the 
pig home to Haffigan’s farm in the motor: it 
will have a tremendous effect. Hodson! 

HODSON. Yes, sir? 

BROADBENT. Do you think you could collect 
a crowd to see the motor? 

HODSON. Well, I’ll try, sir. 

BROADBENT. Thank you, Hodson: do. 

Hodson goes out through the gate, 

LARRY [desperately] Once more, Tom, will 
you listen to me? 

BROADBENT. Rubbish! I tell you it will be 
all right. 

LARRY. Only this morning you confessed 
how surprised you were to find that the 
people here shewed no sense of humor. 

BROADBENT [suddenly very solemn] Yes: 
their sense of humor is in abeyance: I 
noticed it the moment we landed. Think of 
that in a country where every man is a born 
humorist! Think of what it means! [hnpres- 
sively] Larry: we are in the presence of a 
great national grief. 

LARRY. Whats to grieve them? 

BROADBENT. I divined it, Larry: I saw it in 
their faces. Ireland has never smiled since 
her hopes were buried in the grave of Glad- 
stone. 

LARRY. Oh, whats the use of talking to 
such a man? Now look here, Tom. Be serious 
for a moment if you can. 

BROADBENT [stupent] Scdous! I!!! 

LARRY. Yes, you. You say the Irish sense 
of humor is in abeyance. Well, if you drive 
through Rosscullen in a motor car with 
Haffigan’s pig, it wont stay in abeyance. 
Now I warn you. 

BROADBENT [hreezUy] Why, so much the 
better! I shall enjoy the joke myself more 
than any of them. [Shouting] Hallo, Patsy 
Farrell, where are you? 

PATSY [appearing in the shrubbery] Here I 
am, your honor. 

BROADBENT. Go and catch the pig and put it 
into the car: we’re going to take it to Mr 
Haffigan’s. [He gives Larry a slap on the 
shoulders that sends him staggering off through 
the gate, and follows him buoyantly, exclaiming 


Come on, you old croaker! I’ll shew you how 
to win an Irish seat. 

PATSY [meditatively] Bedad, if dhat pig gets 
a howlt o the handle o the machine — [He 
shakes his head ominously and drifts away to 
the pigsty]. 

ACT IV 

The parlor in Cornelius Doyle's house. It 
communicates with the garden by a half glazed 
door. The fireplace is at the other side of the 
room, opposite the door and windows, the 
architect not having been sensitive to draughts. 
The table, rescued from the garden, is in the 
middle; and at it sits Keegan, the central figure 
in a rather crowded apartment. Nora, sitting 
with her back to the fire at the end of the table, is 
playing backgammon across its corner with him, 
on his left hand. Aunt Judy, a little further back, 
sits facing the fire knitting, with her feet on the 
fender. A little to Keegan s right, in front of the 
table, a?id almost sitting on it, is Barney Doran. 
Haifa dozen friends of his, all men, are between 
him and the open door, supported by others out- 
side, In the corner behind them is the sofa, of 
mahogany and horsehair, made up as a bed for 
Broadbent. Against the wall behind Keegan 
stands a mahogany sideboard, A door leading to 
the interior of the house is near the fireplace, be- 
hind Aunt Judy. There are chairs against the 
wall, one at each end of the sideboard. Keegan s 
hat is on the one nearest the inner door; and his 
stick is leaning against it. A third chair, also 
against the wall, is near the garden door. 

There is a strong contrast of emotional atmo- 
sphere between the two sides of the room. Keegan 
is extraordinarily stern: no game of back- 
gammon could possibly make a mans face so 
grim. Aunt Judy is quietly busy. Nora is trying 
to ignore Doran and attend to her game. 

On the other hand Doran is reeling in an 
ecstasy of mischievous mirth which has infected 
all his friends. They are screaming with 
laughter, doubled up, leaning on the furniture 
and against the walls, shouting, screeching, 
crying. 

AUNT JUDY [as the noise lulls for a moment] 
Arra hold your noise, Barney. What is there 
to laugh at? 

DORAN. It got its fut into the little hweel — 
[he is overcome afresh; and the rest collapse 
again], 

AUNT JUDY. Ah, have some sense: youre like 
a parcel o childher. Nora; hit him a thump 
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on the back: hell have a fit. 

DORAN [with squeezed eyes, exsufflicate with 
cach%nnaiio7i\ Frens, he sez to dhem outside 
Doolan ’s: I’m takin the gintleman that pays 
the rint for a dhrive. 

AUNT JUDY. Who did he mean be that? 

DORAN. They call a pig that in England. 
Thats their notion of a joke. 

AUNT JUDY. Musha God help them if they 
can joke no better than that! 

DORAN [with renewed symptoms^ Thin — 

AUNT JUDY. Ah now dont be tellin it all 
over and settin you^r.elf off again, Barney. 

NORA. Youve told us three times, Mr 
Doran. 

DORAN. Well but whin I think of it — ! 

AUNT JUDY. Then dont think of it, alanna. 

DORAN. Dhere was Patsy Farr 11 in the 
back sate wi dhe pig between his knees, n 
me bould English boyoh in front at the 
machinery, n Larry Doyle in the road startin 
the injine wid a bed winch. At the first puff 
of it the pig lep out of its skin and bled 
Patsy’s nose wi dhe ring in its snout. [Roars 
of laughter: Keegan glares at iherti]. Before 
Broadbint knew hwere he was, tlie pig was 
up his back and over into his lap; and bedad 
the poor baste did credit to Corny’s thrainin 
of it; for it put in the fourth speed wid its 
right crubeen as if it was enthered for the 
Gordn Bennett. 

NORA [reproachfully] And Larry in front of 
it and all! It’s nothin to laugh at, Mr Doran. 

DORAN. Bedad, Miss Reilly, Larry cleared 
six yards sideways at wan jump if he cleared 
an inch; and he’d a cleared seven if Doolan’s 
granmother hadnt cotch him in her apern 
widhout intindin to. [Immense merriment], 

AUNT JUDY. Ah, for shame, Barney! the 
poor old woman! An she was hurt before, 
too, when she slipped on the stairs. 

DORAN. Bedad, maam, she’s hurt behind 
now; for Larry bouled her over like a skittle. 
[General delight at this typical stroke of Irish 
Rabelaisianism], 

NORA. It’s well Mr Doyle wasnt killed. 

DORAN. Faith it wasnt o Larry we were 
thinkin jus dhen, wi dhe pig takin the main 
sthreet o Rosscullen on market day at a mile 
a minnit. Dh ony thing Broadbint could get 
at wi dhe pig in front of him was a fut brake; 
n the pig’s tail was undher dhat; so that whin 
he thought he was putn non the brake he 
was ony squeezin the life out o the pig’s tail. 
The more he put the brake on the more the 


pig squealed n the fasther he dhruv. 

AUNT JUDY. Why couldnt he throw the pig 
out into the road? 

DORAN. Sure he couldnt stand up to it, 
because he was spanchelled-like between 
his seat and dhat thing like a wheel on top 
of a stick between his knees. 

AUNT JUDY. Lord have mercy on us! 

NORA. I dont know how you can laugh. Do 
you, Mr Keegan? 

KEEGAN [grimly] Why not? There is danger, 
destruction, torment! What more do we 
need to make us merry? Go on, Barney: the 
last drops of joy are not squeezed from the 
story yet. Tell us again how our brother was 
torn asunder. 

DORAN [puzzled] Whose bruddher? 

KEEGAN. Mine. 

NORA. He means the pig, Mr Doran. You 
know his way. 

DORAN [rising gallantly to the occasion] Bedad 
I’m sorry for your poor bruddher, Misther 
Keegan; but I recommend you to thry him 
wid a couple o fried eggs for your breakfast 
tomorrow. It was a case of Excelsior wi dhat 
ambitious baste; for not content wid jumpin 
from the back seat into the front wan, he 
jumped from the front wan into the road in 
front of the car. And — 

KEEGAN. And everybody laughed! 

NORA. Dont go over that again, please, 
Mr Doran. 

DORAN. Faith be the time the car went over 
the poor pig dhere was little left for me or 
any wan else to go over except wid a knife 
an fork. 

AUNT JUDY. Why didnt Mr Broadbent stop 
the car when the pig \vas gone? 

DORAN. Stop the car! He might as well 
ha thried to stop a mad bull. First it went 
wan way an made fireworks o Molly Ryan’s 
crockery stall; an dhen it slewed round an 
ripped ten fut o wall out o the corner o the 
pound. [With enormous enjoyment] Begob, it 
just tore the town in two and sent the whole 
dam market to blazes. [Nora offended, 

KEEGAN [indignantly] Sir! 

DORAN [quickly] Savin your presence. Miss 
Reilly, and Misther Keegan’s. Dhere! I wont 
say anuddher word. 

NORA. I’m surprised at you, Mr Doran. 
sits down agaivi]. 

DORAN [rejleciively] He has the divil’s own 
luck, that Englishman, annyway; for hwen 
they picked him up he hadnt a scratch on 
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him, harm hwat the pig did to his does. 
Patsy had two fingers out o jynt; but the 
smith pulled them sthraight for him. Oh, 
you never heard such a hullaballoo as there 
was. There was Molly cryin Me chaney, me 
beautyful chaney! n oul Matt shoutin Me 
pig, me pig! n the polus takin the number 
o the car, n not a man in the town able to 
speak fcvr laughin — 

KEEGAN [rvith intense emphasis'] It is hell: it 
IS hell. Nowhere else could such a scene be 
a burst of happiness for the people. 

Cornelius comes in hastily from the garden^ 
pushing his way through the little cro7vd, 

CORNELIUS. Whisht your laughin, boys! 
Here he is. [H<? puis his hat on the sideboard 
and goes to the fireplace, 7vhere he posts himself 
with his hack to the chimney piece]. 

AUNT JUDY. Remember your behavior, now. 

Everybody becomes silent, soleimi, concerned, 
sympathetic. Droadbent enters, soiled and dis- 
ordered as to his motoring coat: immensely im- 
portant and serious as to himself He makes his 
way to the end of the table nearest the garden 
door, 7vhilst Larry ^ 7vho accompanies him, 
throrvs his motoring coat on the sofa bed, and 
sits down, 7vatching the proceedings. 

BROADBENT [taking off his leather cap with 
dignity and placing it on the table] I hope you 
have not been anxious about me. 

AUNT JUDY. Deedn we have, Mr Broadbent. 
It’s a mercy you werent killed. 

DORAN. Kilt! It’s a mercy dheres two bones 
of you left houldin together. How dijj escape 
at all at all? Well, I never thought I’d be so 
glad to see you safe and sound again. Not a 
man in the town would say less [inurmurs 
of kindly assent]. Wont you come down to 
Doolan’s and have a dhrop o brandy to take 
the shock off? 

BROADBENT. Youre all really too kind; but 
the shock has quite passed off. 

DORAN [jovially] Never mind. Come along 
all the same and tell us about it over a frenly 
glass. 

BROADBENT. May I say how deeply I feel 
the kindness with which I have been over- 
whelmed since my accident? I can truthfully 
declare that I am glad it happened, because 
it has brought out the kindness and sympathy 
of the Irish character to an extent I had no 
conception of. 

( Oh, sure youre welcome! 

C? -x* 1 .1 

Sure it s only natural. 

Sure you might have been kilt. 


A young man, feeling that he must laugh or 
burst, hurries out. Barney puts an iron con- 
straint on his features. 

BROADBENT. All I Can say is that I wish 
I could drink the health of everyone of 
you. 

DORAN. Dhen come an do it. 

BROADBENT [very solemnly] No: I am a tee- 
totaller. 

AUNT JUDY [incredulously] Arra since when? 

BROADBENT. Since this morning, Miss 
Doyle. I have had a lesson [he looks at Nora 
significantly] that I shall not forget. It may 
be that total abstinence has already saved 
my life; for I was astonished at the steadi- 
ness of my nerves when death stared me in 
the face today. So I will ask you to excuse 
me. [He collects himself for a speech]. Gentle- 
men: I hope the gravity of the peril through 
which we have all passed — for I know that 
the danger to the bystanders was as great 
as to the occupants of the car — will prove an 
earnest of closer and more serious relations 
between us in the future. We have had a 
somewhat agitating day: a valuable and 
innocent animal has lost its life: a public 
building has been wrecked: an aged and in- 
firm lady has suffered an impact for which 
I feel personally responsible, though my old 
friend Mr Laurence Doyle unfortunately 
incurred the first effects of her very natural 
resentment. I greatly regret the damage to 
Mr Patrick Farrell’s fingers; and I have of 
course taken care that he shall not suffer 
pecuniarily by his mishap. [Murmurs of ad- 
miration at his magnanimity, and a voice 
“Youre a gentleman, sir’’]. I am glad to say 
that Patsy took it like an Irishman, and, 
far from expressing any vindictive feeling, 
declared his willingness to break all his 
fingers and toes for me on the same terms 
[subdued applause, and “More power to 
Patsy!’’]. Gentlemen: I felt at home in Ire- 
land from the first [rising excitement among his 
hearers]. In every Irish breast I have found 
that spirit of liberty [A cheery voice “Hear 
Hear’’], that instinctive mistrust of the 
Government [A small pious voice, with intense 
expression, “God bless you, sir!’’], that love 
of independence [A defiant voice, “Thats it! 
Independence!’’], that indignant sympathy 
with the cause of oppressed nationalities 
abroad [A threatening growl from all: the 
ground-swell of patriotic passion] and with the 
resolute assertion of personal rights at home, 
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which is all but extinct in my own country. 
If it were legally possible I should become 
a naturalized Irishman; and if ever it be 
my good fortune to represent an Irish con- 
stituency in parliament, it shall be my first 
care to introduce a Bill legalizing such an 
operation. I believe a large section of the 
Liberal party would avail themselves of it. 
[Momentary scepticism]. I do. [Convulsive 
cheering]. Gentlemen: I have said enough. 
[Cries of ''Go on”]. No: I have as yet no right 
to address you at all on political subjects; 
and we must not abuse the warm-hearted 
Irish hospitality of Miss Doyle by turning 
her sitting room into a public meeting. 

DORAN [eyiergetically] Three cheers for Tom 
Broadbent, the future member for Ross- 
cullcn! 

AUNT JUDY [yvaving a half knitted sock] Hip 
hip hurray! 

2'he cheers are given with great heartiness^ as 
it is by this time, for the more humorous spirits 
present, a question of vociferation or internal 
rupture. 

BROADBENT. Thank you from the bottom 
of my heart, friends. 

NORA f jvhispering to Dora?i] Take them away, 
Mr Doran [Doran 7wds]. 

DORAN. Well, good evenin, Mr Broadbent; 
an may you never regret the day you wint 
dhrivin wid Haffigan’s pig! [2'hey shake hands]. 
Good evenin, Miss Doyle. 

General handshaking, Broadbent shaking 
hands with everybody effusively, lie accom- 
panies them to the garden and can be heard out- 
side saying Good-night in every inf exion knoivn 
io parliamentary candidates, Nora, Aunt Judy, 
Keegan, Larry, and Cornelius are left in the 
parlor. Larry goes to the threshold and watches 
the scene in the garden. 

NORA. It’s a shame to make game of him 
like that. He’s a gradle more good in him 
than Barney Doran. 

CORNELIUS. It’s all up witli his candidature. 
He’ll be laughed out o the town. 

LARRY [turning quickly from the doortvay] Oh 
no he wont: he’s not an Irishman. He’ll never 
know they re laughing at him; and while 
they re laughing he’ll win the seat. 

CORNELIUS. But he cant prevent the story 
getting about. 

LARRY. He wont want to. He’ll tell it him- 
self as one of the most providential episodes 
in the history of England and Ireland. 

AUNT JUDY. Sure he wouldnt make a fool 


of himself like that. 

LARRY. Are you sure he’s such a fool after 
all, Aunt Judy? Suppose you had a vote! 
which would you rather give it to? the man 
that told the story of Haffigan’s pig Barney 
Doran's way or Broadbent 's way? 

AUNT JUDY. Faith I wouldnt give it to a 
man at all. It’s a few women they want in 
parliament to stop their foolish blather. 

BROADBENT [bustUiig iiito the room, and taking 
off his damaged motoring overcoat, which he puts 
down on the sofa] Well, thats over. I must 
apologize for making a speech. Miss Doyle; 
but they like it, you know. Everything helps 
in electioneering. 

Larry takes the chair near the door; draws it 
near the table; and sits astride it, with his elbows 
folded on the back. 

AUNT JUDY. Fd no notion you were such an 
orator, Mr Broadbent. 

BROADBENT. Oh, it’s Only a knack. One 
picks it up on the platform. It stokes up their 
enthusiasm. 

AUNT JUDY. Oh, I forgot. Youve not met 
Mr Keegan. Let me introjoosha. 

BROADBENT [shaking hands effusively] Most 
happy to meet you, Mr Keegan. I have heard 
of you, though I have not had the pleasure 
of shaking your band before. And now may 
I ask you — for I value no man’s opinion more 
— what you think of my chances here. 

KEEGAN [coldly] Your chances, sir, are 
excellent. You will get into parliament. 

BROADBENT [delighted] I hope so. I think so. 
[Fluctuating] You really think so? You are 
sure you are not allowing your enthusiasm 
for our principles to get the better of your 
judgment? 

KEEGAN. I have no enthusiasm for your 
principles, sir. You will get into parliament 
because you w ant to get into it enough to be 
prepared to take the necessary steps to in- 
duce the people to vote for you. That is 
how people usually get into that fantastic 
assembly. 

BROADBENT [puzzlcd] Of coursc. [Pausc]. 
Quite so. [Pause]. Er — yes. [Buoyant again] 
I think they will vote for me. Eh? Yes? 

AUNT JUDY. Arra why shouldnt they? Look 
at the people they do vote for! 

BROADBENT [cncouragcd] Thats true: thats 
very true. When I see the windbags, the 
carpet-baggers, the charlatans, the — the — 
the fools and ignoramuses who corrupt the 
I multitude by their wealth, or seduce them 
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by spouting balderdash to them, I cannot 
help thinking that an Englishman with no 
humbug about him, who will talk straight 
common sense and take his stand on the 
solid ground of principle and public duty, 
must win his way with men of all classes. 

KEEGAN [quietly] Sir: there was a time, in 
my ignorant youth, when I should have called 
you a hypocrite. 

BROADBENT [reddening] A hypocrite! 

NORA [hastily] Oh Tm sure you dont think 
anything of the sort, Mr Keegan. 

BROADBENT [emphatically] Thank you. Miss 
Reilly: thank you. 

CORNELIUS [gloomily] We all have to stretch 
it a bit in politics: hwats the use o pretendin 
we dont? 

BROADBENT [stiffiy] I hope I have said or 
done nothing that calls for any such observa- 
tion, Mr Doyle. If there is a vice I detest — 
or against which my whole public life has 
been a protest — it is the vice of hypocrisy. 
I would almost rather be inconsistent than 
insincere. 

KEEGAN. Do not be offended, sir: I know 
that you are quite sincere. There is a saying 
in the Scripture which runs — so far as the 
memory of an oldish man can carry the words 
— Let not the right side of your brain know 
what the left side doeth. I learnt at Oxford 
that this is the secret of the Englishman's 
strange power of making the best of both 
worlds. 

BROADBENT. Surcly the text refers to our 
right and left hands. I am somewhat sur- 
prised to hear a member of your Church quote 
so essentially Protestant a document as the 
Bible; but at least you might quote it 
accurately. 

LARRY. Tom: with the best intentions youre 
making an ass of yourself. You dont under- 
stand Mr Keegan’s peculiar vein of humour. 

BROADBENT [instantly recovering his confid- 
ence] Ah! it was only your delightful Irish 
humor, Mr Keegan. Of course, of course. 
How stupid of me! I’m so sorry. [He pats 
Keegan consolingly on the hack]. John Bull’s 
wits are still slow, you see. Besides, calling 
me a hypocrite was too big a joke to swallow 
all at once, you know. 

KEEGAN. You must also allow for the fact 
that I am mad. 

NORA. Ah, dont talk like that, Mr Keegan. 

BROADBENT [eucoura^ngly] Not at all, not 
at all. Only a whimsical Irishman, eh? 


LARRY. Are you really mad, Mr Keegan? 

AUNT JUDY [shocked] Oh, Larry, how could 
you ask him such a thing? 

LARRY. I dont think Mr Keegan minds. 
[7b Keegan] Whats the true version of the 
story of that black man you confessed on his 
deathbed? 

KEEGAN. What story have you heard about 
that? 

LARRY. I am informed that when the devil 
came for the black heathen, he took off your 
head and turned it three times round before 
putting it on again; and that your head’s 
been turned ever since. 

NORA [reproachfully] Larry! 

KEEGAN [blandly] That is not quite what 
occurred. [He collects himself for a serious 
utterance: they attend involuntarily], I heard 
that a black man was dying, and that the 
people were afraid to go near him. When I 
went to the place I found an elderly Hindoo, 
who told me one of those tales of unmerited 
misfortune, of cruel ill luck, of relentless per- 
secution by destiny, which sometimes wither 
the commonplaces of consolation on the lips 
of a priest. But this man did not complain of 
his misfortunes. They were brought upon 
him, he said, by sins committed in a former 
existence. Then, without a word of comfort 
from me, he died with a clear-eyed resigna- 
tion that my most earnest exhortations have 
rarely produced in a Christian, and left me 
sitting there by his bedside with the mystery 
of this world suddenly revealed to me. 

BROADBENT. That is a remarkable tribute 
to the liberty of conscience enjoyed by the 
subjects of our Indian Empire. 

LARRY. No doubt; but may we venture to 
ask what is the mystery of this world? 

KEEGAN. This world, sir, is very clearly a 
place of torment and penance, a place where 
the fool flourishes and the good and wise are 
hated and persecuted, a place where men 
and women torture one another in the name 
of love; where children are scourged and en- 
slaved in the name of parental duty and 
education; where the weak in body are 
poisoned and mutilated in the name of heal- 
ing, and the weak in character are put to the 
horrible torture of imprisonment, not for 
hours but for years, in the name of justice. 
It is a place where the hardest toil is a wel- 
come refuge from the horror and tedium of 
pleasure, and where charity and good works 
are done only for hire to ransom 5ie souls of 
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the spoiler and the sybarite. Now, sir, there 
is only one place of horror and torment 
known to my religion; and that place is hell. 
Therefore it is plain to me that this earth of 
ours must be hell, and that we are all here, 
as the Indian revealed to me — perhaps he 
was sent to reveal it to me — to expiate 
crimes committed by us in a former existence. 

AUNT JUDY [arvesiruc!^ Heaven save us, 
what a thing to say! 

CORNELIUS [sighing It’s a queer world: 
thats certain. 

BROADBENT. Your idea is a very clever one, 
Mr Keegan; really most brilliant: I should 
never have thought of it. But it seems to me 
— if I may say so — that you are overlooking 
the fact that, of the evils you describe, some 
are absolutely necessary for the preserva- 
tion of society, and others are encouraged 
only when the Tories are in office. 

LARRY. I expect you were a Tory in a 
former existence; and that is why you are 
here. 

BROADBENT [with convictiori] Never, Larry, 
never. But leaving politics out of the ques- 
tion, I find the world quite good enough for 
me: rather a jolly place, in fact. 

KEEGAN [looking at him with quiet wonder^ 
You are satisfied? 

BROADBENT. As a reasonable man, yes. I 
see no evils in the world — except, of course, 
natural evils — that cannot be remedied by 
freedom, self-government, and English insti- 
tutions. I think so, not because I am an 
Englishman, but as a matter of common 
sense. 

KEEGAN. You feel at home in the world, 
then? 

BROADBENT. Of coursc. Dont you? 

KEEGAN [from the very depths of his naUire] 
No. 

BROADBENT [breezily] Try phosphorus pills. 
I always take them when my brain is over- 
worked. I’ll give you the address in Oxford 
Street. 

KEEGAN [enigmatically: rising Miss Doyle: 
my wandering fit has come on me: will you 
excuse me? 

AUNT JUDY. To be sure: you know you can 
come in n nout as you like. 

KEEGAN. We can finish the game some 
other time. Miss Reilly, [lie goes for his hat 
and jfocX:]. 

NORA. No: I’m out with you [she disarranges 
ih^ pieces and rises], I was too wicked in a 


former existence to play backgammon with 
a good man like you. 

AUNT JUDY [whispering to her] Whisht, 
whisht, child! Dont set him back on that 
again. 

KEEGAN [to Nora] When I look at you, I 
think that perhaps Ireland is only purgatory, 
after all. [He passes on to the garden door], 

NORA. Galong with you! 

BROADBENT [whispering to Cornelius] Has 
he a vote? 

CORNELIUS [nodding] Yes. An theres lotsle 
vote the way he tells them. 

KEEGAN [at the garden door, with gentle 
gravity] Good evening, Mr Broadbent. You 
have set me thinking. Thank you. 

BROADBENT [delighted, hurrying across to him 
to shake hands] No, really? You find that con- 
tact with English ideas is stimulating, eh? 

KEEGAN. I am never tired of hearing you 
talk, Mr Broadbent. 

BROADBENT [modestly remonstrating] Oh 
come! come! 

KEEGAN. Yes, I assure you. You are an 
extremely interesting man. [He goes out]. 

BROADBENT [enthusiastically] What a nice 
chap! What an intelligent, broadminded 
character, considering his cloth! By the way. 
I’d better have a wash. [He takes up his coat 
and cap, and leaves the room through the inner 
door], 

Nora returns to her chair and shuts up the 
backgammon board. 

AUNT JUDY. Keegan’s very queer today. 
He has his mad fit on him. 

CORNELIUS [worried and bitter] I wouldnt say 
hut he’s right after all. It’s a contrairy world. 
[To Larry] Why would you be such a fool as 
to let Broadbent take the seat in parliament 
from you? 

LARRY [glancing at Nora] He will take more 
than that from me before he’s done here. 

CORNELIUS. I wish he’d never set foot in my 
house, bad luck to his fat face! D’ye think 
he’d lend me £300 on the farm, Larry? 
When I’m so hard up, it seems a waste o 
money not to mortgage it now it’s me own. 

LARRY. 1 can lend you £300 on it. 

CORNELIUS. No, no; I wasnt putn in for that. 
When I die and leave you the farm I should 
like to be able to feel that it was all me own, 
and not half yours to start with. Now I’ll take 
me oath Barney Doarn’s going to ask Broad- 
bent to lend him £500 on the mill to put in 
a new hweel; for the old one’ll harly hoi 
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together. An Haffigan cant sleep with covetn 
that corner o land at the foot of his medda 
that belongs to Doolan. He'll have to mort- 
gage to buy it. I may as well be first as last. 
D’ye think Broadbent’d len me a little? 

LARRY. I’m quite sure he will. 

CORNELIUS. Is he as ready as that? Would 
he len me five hundred, d’ye think? 

LARRY. He’ll lend you more than the landll 
ever be worth to you; so for Heaven’s sake 
be prudent. 

CORNELIUS [judicial^] All right, all right, 
me son: I’ll be careful. I’m goin into the office 
for a bit. [lie withdraws through the inner door, 
obviously to prepare his application to Broad- 
bent]. 

AUNT JUDY [indignantly] As if he hadnt seen 
enough o borryin when he was an agent 
without beginnin borryin himself! [She me^]. 
I’ll borry him, so I will. [She puts her knitting 
on the table and follows him out, with a resolute 
air that bodes trouble for Cornelius]. 

Larry and Nora are left together for the first 
time since his arrival. She looks at him with a 
smile that perishes as she sees him aimlessly 
rocking his chair, and refecting, evidently not 
about her, with his lips pursed as if he were 
whistling. With a catch in her throat she takes 
up Aunt Judy*s knitting, and makes a pretence 
of going on with it. 

NORA. I suppose it didnt seem very long to 
you. 

LARRY [starting] Eh? What didnt? 

NORA. The eighteen years youve been away. 

LARRY. Oh, that! No: it seems hardly more 
than a week. I’ve been so busy — had so little 
time to think. 

NORA. Ive had nothin else to do but think. 

LARRY. That was very bad for you. Why 
didnt you give it up? Why did you stay here? 

NORA. Because nobody sent for me to go 
anywhere else, I suppose. Thats why. 

LARRY. Yes: one does stick frightfully in 
the same place, unless some external force 
comes and routs one out. [He yawns slightly; 
but as she looks up quickly at him, he pulls him- 
self together arid rises with an air of waking up 
and setting to work cheerfully to make himself 
agreeable]. And how have you been all this 
time? 

NORA. Quite well, thank you. 

LARRY. Thats right. [Suddenly finding that 
he has nothing else to say, and being ill at ease 
in consequence, he strolls about the room hum- 
ming distractedly]. 


NORA [struggling with her tears] Is that all 
you have to say to me, Larry? 

LARRY. Well, what is there to say? You see, 
we know each other so well. 

NORA [a little consoled] Yes: of course we do. 
[He does not reply]. I wonder you came back 
at all. 

LARRY. I couldnt help it. [She looks up affec- 
tionately], Tom made me. [N/ze looks dorvn again 
quickly to conceal the effect of this blow. He 
whistles another stave; then resumes] I had a 
sort of dread of returning to Ireland. I felt 
somehow that my luck would turn if I came 
back. And now here I am, none the worse. 

NORA. Praps it’s a little dull for you. 

LARRY. No: I havnt exhausted the interest 
of strolling about the old plaees and remem- 
bering and romancing about them. 

NORA [hopefully] Oh! You d o remember the 
places, then? 

LARRY. Of course. They have associations. 

NORA [not doubting that the associations are 
with her] I suppose so. 

LARRY. M’yes. I can remember particular 
spots where I had long fits of thinking about 
the countries I meant to get to when I escaped 
from Ireland. America and London, and 
sometimes Rome and the east. 

NORA [deeply mortified] Was that all you 
used to be thinking about? 

LARRY. Well, there was precious little else 
to think about here, my dear Nora, except 
sometimes at sunset, when one got maudlin 
and called Ireland Erin, and imagined one 
was remembering the days of old, and so 
forth. [He whistles Let Erin Remember]. 

NORA. Did jever get a letter I wrote you 
last February? 

LARRY. Oh yes; and I really intended to 
answer it. But I havnt had a moment; and I 
knew you wouldnt mind. You see, I am so 
afraid of boring you by writing about affairs 
you dont understand and people you dont 
know! And yet what else have I to write 
about? I begin a letter; and then I tear it up 
again. The fact is, fond as we are of one an- 
other, Nora, we have so little in eommon — 
I mean of eourse the things one can put in a 
letter — that correspondence is apt to become 
the hardest of hard work. 

NORA. Yes: it’s hard for me to know any- 
thing about you if you never tell me any- 
thing. 

LARRY [pettishly] Nora: a man cant sit down 
and write his life day by day when he’s tired 
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enough with having lived it. 

NORA. I’m not blaming you. 

LARRY [looking at her 7vith some concern^ You 
seem rather out of spirits. [Going closer to her, 
anxiously and tenderly^ You havnt got neur- 
algia, have you? 

NORA. No. 

LARRY [reassured^ I get a touch of it some- 
times when I am below par. [Absently, again 
strolling about] Yes, yes. [He gazes through 
the doorway at the Irish landscape, and sings, 
almost unconsciously, but very expressively , an 
air from Offenbach* s Whittington^. 


Thoncb ftUA-acff tmile* on hero ^off • - vtr. Aod ihoufb full sweet tke chtfm mmf 



bc« Tftl • l\nd I U for • get her 


[A^or«, who has been at first touched by the tender- 
ness of his singing, puis down her knitting at this 
very unexpected sentiment, and stares at him. 
He continues until the melody soars out of his 
range, 7vhen he trails off i?ito 7vhistlmg Let Erin 
Remember]. 



Fm afraid Fm boring you, Nora, though 
youre too kind to say so. 

NORA. Are you wanting to get back to 
England already? 

LARRY. Not at all. Not at all. 

NORA. Thats a queer song to sing to me 
if youre not. 

LARRY. The song! Oh, it doesnt mean any- 
thing: it’s by a German Jew, like most Eng- 
lish patriotic sentiment. Never mind me, my 
dear: go on with your work; and dont let me 
bore you. 

NORA [bitterly] Rosscullen isnt such a lively 
place that I am likely to be bored by you at 
our first talk together after eighteen years, 
though you dont seem to have much to say 
to me after all. 

LARRY. Eighteen years is a devilish long 
time, Nora. Now if it had been eighteen 
minutes, or even eighteen months, we should 
be able to pick up the interrupted thread, 
and chatter like two magpies. But as it is, I 
have simply nothing to say; and you seem to 


have less. 

NORA. I — [her tears choke her; but she keeps 
up appearances desperately]. 

LARRY [quite unconscious of his cruelty] In a 
week or so we shall be quite old friends again. 
Meanwhile, as I feel that I am not making 
myself particularly entertaining. I’ll take 
myself off. Tell Tom Ive gone for a stroll over 
the hill. 

NORA. You seem very fond of Tom, as you 
call him. 

LARRY [the triviality going suddenly out of his 
voice] Yes; Fm fond of Tom. 

NORA. Oh, well, dont let me keep you from 
him. 

LARRY. I know quite well that my depar- 
ture will be a relief. Rather a failure, this 
first meeting after eighteen years, eh? Well, 
never mind: these great sentimental events 
aUvays are failures; and now the worst of it’s 
over anyhow. [He goes out through the garden 
door]. 

Nora, left alone, struggles 7vildly to save her- 
self from breaking doivn, and then drops her face 
on the table and gives way to a convulsion of cry- 
ing. Her sobs shake her so that she can hear no- 
thing; and she has no suspicion that she is no 
longer alone until her head and breast are raised 
by Broadbent, 7vho, returning newly 7vashed and 
combed through the inner door, has seen her condi- 
tion, first 7vith surprise and concern, a?id then frith 
an emotional disturbamce that quite upsets him. 

broadbent: Miss Reilly, Miss Reilly. Whats 
the matter? Dont ery: I cant stand it: you 
musnt cry. [N/fc makes a choked effort to speak, 
so painful that he continues 7vith impidsive sym- 
pathy] No: dont try to speak: it’s all right now. 
Have your ery out: never mind me: trust me. 
[Gathering her to him, and babbling consola- 
torily] Cry on my chest: the only really com- 
fortable place for a woman to ery is a man’s 
chest: a real man, a real friend. A good broad 
chest, eh? not less than forty-two inches — 
no: dont fuss: never mind the conventions: 
we’re two friends, arnt w e? Come now, come, 
come! It’s all right and comfortable and 
happy now , isnt it? 

NORA [through her tears] Let me go. I w^ant 
me hankerchief. 

BROADBENT [holding her 7vith one arm and 
producing a large silk handkerchief from his 
breast pocket] Ileres a handkerchief. Let me 
[he dabs her tears dry with it]. Never mind your 
own: it’s too small: it’s one of those wretched 
little cambric handkerchiefs — 
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NORA [sobbing] Indeed it’s a common cotton 
one. 

BROADBENT. Of couTSC it’s a common cotton 
one — silly little cotton one — not good enough 
for the dear eyes of Nora Cryna — 

NORA [spluttering into a hysterical laugh and 
clutching him convulsively with her fingers while 
she tries to stifie her laughter against his collar 
hone] Oh dont make me laugh; please dont 
make me laugh. 

BROADBENT [terrified] I didnt mean to, on 
my soul. What is it? What is it? 

NORA. Nora Creena, Nora Creena. 

BROADBENT [patting her] Yes, yes, of course, 
Nora Creena, Nora acushla [he makes cush 
rhyme to plush ] — 

NORA. Acushla [she makes cush rhyme to bush], 

BROADBENT. Oh, confound the language! 
Nora darling — my Nora — the Nora I love — 

NORA [shocked into propriety] You mustnt 
talk like that to me. 

BROADBENT [suddenly becoming prodigiously 
solemn and letting her go] No, of course not. 
I dont mean it. At least Ido mean it; but I 
know it’s premature. I had no right to take 
advantage of your being a little upset; but 
I lost my self-control for a moment. 

NORA [wondering at him] I think youre a very 
kind-hearted man, Mr Broadbent; but you 
seem to me to have no self-control at all [she 
turns her face away with a keen pang of shame 
and adds] no more than myself. 

BROADBENT [resolutcly] Oh yes, I have: you 
should see me when I am really roused: then 
I have TREMENDOUS self-control. Remem- 
ber: we have been alone together only once 
before; and then, I regret to say, I was in a 
disgusting state. 

NORA. Ah no, Mr Broadbent: you wernt 
disgusting. 

BROADBENT [mercilessly] Yes I was: nothing 
can excuse it: perfectly beastly. It must have 
made a most unfavorable impression on you. 

NORA. Oh, sure it’s all right. Say no more 
about that. 

BROADBENT. I must, Miss Reilly, it is my 
duty. I shall not detain you long. May I ask 
you to sit down. [He indicates her chair with 
oppressive solemnity. She sits down wondering. 
He then, with the same portentous gravity, places 
a chair for himself near her; sits down; and 
proceeds to explain]. First, Miss Reilly, may 
I say that I have tasted nothing of an alcoholic 
nature today. 

NORA. It doesnt seem to make as much 


difference in you as it would in an Irishman, 
somehow. 

BROADBENT. Perhaps not. Perhaps not. I 
never quite lose myself. 

NORA [consolingly] Well, anyhow, youre all 
right now. 

BROADBENT [fervently] Thank you. Miss 
Reilly: I am. Now we shall get along. [TVn- 
derly, lowering his voice] Nora: I was in earnest 
last night. [Nora moves as if to rise]. No: one 
moment. You must not think I am going to 
press you for an answer before you have 
known me for 24 hours. I am a reasonable 
man, I hope; and I am prepared to wait as 
long as you like, provided you will give me 
some small assurance that the answer will 
not be unfavorable. 

NORA. How could I go back from it if I did? 
I sometimes think youre not quite right in 
your head, Mr Broadbent, you say such 
funny things. 

BROADBENT. Ycs: I know I have a strong 
sense of humor which sometimes makes 
people doubt whether I am quite serious. 
That is why I have always thought I should 
like to marry an Irishwoman. She would 
always understand my jokes. For instance, 
you would understand them, eh? 

NORA [uneasily] Mr Broadbent: I couldnt. 

BROADBENT [soothingly] Wait: let me break 
this to you gently. Miss Reilly: hear me out. 
I daresay you have noticed that in speaking 
to you I have been putting a very strong 
constraint on myself, so as to avoid wounding 
your delicacy by too abrupt an avowal of my 
feelings. Well, I feel now that the time has 
come to be open, to be frank, to be explicit. 
Miss Reilly: you have inspired in me a very 
strong attachment. Perhaps, with a woman’s 
intuition, you have already guessed that. 

NORA [rising distractedly] Why do you talk 
to me in that unfeeling nonsensical way? 

BROADBENT [rising also, much astonished] 
Unfeeling! Nonsensical! 

NORA. Dont you know that you have said 
things to me that no man ought to say unless 
— unless — [she suddenly breaks down again 
and hides her face on the table as before] Oh, 
go away from me: I wont get married at all: 
what is it but heartbreak and disappointment? 

BROADBENT [developing the most formidable 
symptoms of rage and grief] Do you mean to 
say that you are going to refuse me? that you 
dont care for me? 

NORA [looking at him in consternation] Oh, 
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dont take it to heart, Mr Br — 

BROADBENT [flushed and almost choking I 
dont want to be petted and blarneyed. [With 
childish rags'] I love you. I want you for my 
wife. [In despair] I cant help your refusing. 
I'm helpless: I can do nothing. You have no 
right to ruin my whole life. You — [a hysterical 
convulsion stops him], 

NORA [almost awestruck] Youre not going 
to cry, are you? I never thought a man could 
cry. Dont. 

BROADBENT. I'm not Crying. I — I — I leave 
that sort of thing to your damned senti- 
mental Irishmen. You think I have no feeling 
because I am a plain unemotional English- 
man, with no powers of expression. 

NORA. I dont think you know the sort of 
man you are at all. Whatever may be the 
matter with you, it’s not want of feeling. 

BROADBENT [hurt and petulant] It’s you who 
have no feeling. Youre as heartless as Larry. 

NORA. What do you expect me to do? Is it 
to throw meself at your head the minute the 
word is out o your mouth? 

BROADBENT [striking his silly head with his 
flsis] Oh, what a fool! what a brute I am! It’s 
only your Irish delicacy: of course, of course. 
You mean Yes. Eh? What? Yes? yes? yes? 

NORA. I think you might understand that 
though I might choose to be an old maid, 
I could never marry anybody but you now. 

BROADBENT [clasping her violently to his 
breast, 7vith a crow of immense relief and 
triumph] Ah, thats right, thats right: thats 
magnificent. I knew you would see what a 
first-rate thing this will be for both of us. 

NORA [incommoded and not at all enraptured 
by his ardor] Youre dreadfully strong, an a 
gradle too free with your strength. An I 
never thought o whether it’d be a good thing 
for us or not. But when you found me here 
that time, I let you be kind to me, and cried 
in your arms, because I was too wretched to 
think of anything but the comfort of it. An 
how could I let any other man touch me 
after that? 

BROADBENT [moved] Now thats very nice 
of you, Nora: thats really most delicately 
womanly [he kisses her hand chivalrously], 

NORA [looking earnestly and a little doubtfully 
at hint] Surely if you let one woman cry on 
you like that youd never let another touch 
you. 

BROADBENT [consdentiously] One should not. 
One o ugh t not, my dear girl. But the honest 


truth is, if a chap is at all a pleasant sort of 
chap, his chest becomes a fortification that 
has to stand many assaults: at least it is so in 
England. 

NORA [curtly, much disgusted] Then youd 
better marry an Englishwoman. 

BROADBENT [making a wry face] No, no: the 
Englishwoman is too prosaic for my taste, 
too material, too much of the animated beef- 
steak about her. The ideal is what I hke. 
Now Larry's taste is just the opposite: he likes 
em solid and bouncing and rather keen about 
him. It’s a very convenient difference; for 
weve never been in love with the same 
woman. 

NORA. An d’ye mean to tell me to me face 
that youve ever been in love before? 

BROADBENT. Lord! yes. 

NORA. I’m not your first love! 

BROADBENT. First love is only a little foolish- 
ness and a lot of curiosity: no really self- 
specting woman would take advantage of it. 
No, my dear Nora: Ive done with all that 
long ago. Love affairs always end in rows. 
We’re not going to have any rows: we're 
going to have a solid four-square home: man 
and wife: comfort and common sense. And 
plenty of affection, eh [he puts his arm round 
her 7vith confident proprietorship^ 

NORA [coldly, trying to get away] I dont want 
any other woman’s leavings. 

BROADBENT [holding her] Nobody asked you 
to, maam. I never asked any woman to marry 
me before. 

NORA [severely] Then why didnt you if 
youre an honorable man? 

BROADBENT. Well, to tell you the truth, 
they were mostly married already. But never 
mind! there was nothing wrong. Come! dont 
take a mean advantage of me. After all, you 
must have had a fancy or two yourself, eh? 

NORA [conscience- stricken] Yes. I suppose 
Ive no right to be particular. 

BROADBENT [humbly] I know I’m not good 
enough for you, Nora. But no man is, you 
know, when the woman is a really nice 
woman. 

NORA. Oh, I’m no better than yourself. I 
may as well tell you about it. 

BROADBENT. No, DO*. Icts havc no telling: 
much better not. I shant tell you anything: 
dont you tell me anything. Perfect confi- 
dence in one another and no tellings: thats 
the way to avoid rows. 

NORA. Dont think it was anything I need 
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be ashamed of. 

BROADBENT. I dont. 

NORA. It was only that Fd never known 
anybody else that I could care for; and I was 
foolish enough once to think that Larry — 

BROADBENT [disposing of the idea at once'] 
Larry! Oh, that wouldnt have done at all, not 
at all. You dont know Larry as I do, my dear. 
He has absolutely no capacity for enjoyment: 
he couldnt make .any woman happy. lie's as 
clever as be-blowed; but life's too earthly for 
him: he doesnt really care for anything or 
anybody. 

NORA. Ive found that out. 

BROADBENT. Of coursc you have. No, my 
dear: take my word for it, youre jolly well 
out of that. There! [syvinging her round against 
his breast] thats much more comfortable for 
you. 

NORA [with Irish peevishness] Ah, you mustnt 
go on like that. I dont like it. 

BROADBENT [u7iabashed] Youll acquire the 
taste by degrees. You mustnt mind me: it's 
an absolute necessity of my nature that I 
should have somebody to hug occasionally. 
Besides, it's good for you: itll plump out your 
muscles and make em elastic and set up 
your figure. 

NORA. Well, I'm sure! if this is English 
manners! Arnt you ashamed to talk about 
such things? 

BROADBENT [in the highest feather] Not a bit. 
By George, Nora, it's a tremendous thing to 
be .able to enjoy oneself. Lets go off for a 
walk out of this stuffy little room. I w.ant 
the open air to expand in. Come along. 
Co-o-ome along. [He puts her arm into his and 
sweeps her out into the garden as an equinoctial 
gale might srveep a dry leaf]. 

Later in the evening, the grasshopper is again 
enjoying the sunset by the great stone on the hill; 
but this time he enjoys neither the stimulus of 
Keegan s conversation nor the pleasure of terrify- 
ing Patsy Farrell. He is alone until Nora and 
Broadbent come up the hill arm in arm. Broad- 
beiit is still breezy and confident; but she has her 
head averted from him and is almost in tears. 

BROADBENT [stopping to snuff up the hillside 
air] Ah! I like this spot. I like this view. This 
would be a jolly good place for a hotel and a 
golf links. Friday to Tuesday, railway ticket 
and hotel all inclusive. I tell you, Nora, I’m 
going to develop this place. [Looking at her] 
Hallo! Whats the matter? Tired? 

NORA [unable to restrain her tears] I'm 


ashamed out o me life. 

BROADBENT [astonished] Ashamed! What of? 

NORA. Oh, how could you drag me all 
round the place like that, telling everybody 
that we’re going to be married, and intro- 
joocing me to the lowest of the low, and 
letting them shake hans with me, and 
encour.aging them to m.ake free with us? I 
little thought I should live to be shaken 
hans with be Doolan in broad daylight in 
the public street of Rosscullen. 

BROADBENT. But, my dear, Doolan's a 
public«an: a most influential man. By the way, 
I asked him if his wife would be at home 
tomorrow. He said she would; so you must 
take the motor car round and call on her. 

NORA [aghast] Is it me c.all on Doolan’s 
wife! 

BROADBENT. Ycs, of coursc: call on all their 
wives. We must get a copy of the register 
and a supply of canvassing cards. No use 
calling on people who havnt votes. Youll be 
a great success as a canvasser, Nora: they 
call you the heiress; and they 11 be flattered 
no end by your calling, especially as youve 
never cheapened yourself by speaking to 
them before — have you? 

NORA [indignantly] Not likely, indeed. 

BROADBENT. Well, wc musiit be stiff and 
stand-off, you know. We must be thoroughly 
democratic, .and patronize everybody without 
distinction of class. I tell you I’m a jolly lucky 
man, Nora Cryna. I get engaged to the most 
delightful woman in Ireland; and it turns out 
that I couldnt have done a smarter stroke of 
electioneering. 

NORA. An would you let me demean meself 
like that, just to get yourself into parlia- 
ment? 

BROADBENT [buoyantly] Aha! Wait til you 
find out what an exciting game electioneer- 
ing is: youll be mad to get me in. Besides, 
youd like people to say that Tom Broadbenl’s 
wife had been the m.aking of him? th.at she 
got him into parliament? into the Cabinet, 
perhaps, eh? 

NORA. God knows I dont grudge you me 
money! But to lower meself to the level of 
common people — 

BROADBENT. To a member's wife, Nora, 
nobody is common provided he’s on the 
register. Come, my dear! it’s all right: do 
you think I’d let you do it if it w.asnt? The 
best people do it. Everybody docs it. 

NORA [who has been biting her lip and looking 
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over the hill, disconsolate and unconvinced^ Well, 
praps you know best what they do in Eng- 
land. They must have very little respect for 
themselves. I think I’ll go in now. I see Larry 
and Mr Keegan coming up the hill; and I’m 
not fit to talk to them. 

BROADBENT. Just wait and say something 
nice to Keegan. They tell me he controls 
nearly as many votes as Father Dempsey 
himself. 

NORA. You little know Peter Keegan. He’d 
see through me as if I was a pane o glass. 

BROADBENT. Oh, lic woiit like it any the 
less for that. What really flatters a man is 
that you think him worth flattering. Not 
that I would flatter any man: dont think that. 
I’ll just go and meet him. [He goes dorvn the 
hill with the eager forward look of a man about 
to greet a valued acquaintance. Nora dries her 
eyes, and turns to go as Larry strolls up the hill 
to her\ 

LARRY. Nora. turns and looks at him 

hardly, without a word. He continues anxiously, 
in his most conciliatory ione^ When I left you 
that time, I was just as wretched as you. I 
didnt rightly know what I wanted to say; 
and my tongue kept clacking to cover the 
loss I was at. Well, Ive been thinking ever 
since; and now I know what I ought to have 
said. Ive come back to say it. 

NORA. Youve come too late, then. You 
thought eighteen years was not long enough, 
and that you might keep me waiting a day 
longer. Well, you were mistaken. I ’m engaged 
to your friend Mr Broadbent; and I’m done 
with you. 

LARRY [naively^ But that was the very thing 
I was going to advise you to do. 

NORA [involuntarily^ Oh you brute! to tell 
me that to me face! 

LARRY [nervously t'elapsing into his most Irish 
manner^ Nora, dear, dont you understand that 
I’m an Irishman, and he’s an Englishman. 
He wants you; and he grabs you. / want you; 
and I quarrel with you and have to go on 
wanting you. 

NORA. So you may. Youd better go back to 
England to the animated beefsteaks youre 
so fond of. 

LARRY [amazed] Nora! [Guessing where she 
got the metaphor] He’s been talking about me, 
I see. Well, never mind; we must be friends, 
you and I. I dont want his marriage to you 
to be his divorce from me. 

NORA. You care more for him than you ever 


did for me. 

LARRY [with curt sincerity] Yes of course I 
do: why should I tell you lies about it? Nora 
Reilly was a person of very little consequence 
to me or anyone else outside this miserable 
little hole. But Mrs Tom Broadbent will be 
a person of very considerable consequence 
indeed. Play your new part well, and there 
will be no more neglect, no more loneliness, 
no more idle regrettings and vain-hopings in 
the evenings by the Round Tower, but real 
life and real work and real cares and real 
joys among real people: solid English life in 
London, the very centre of the world. You 
will find your work cut out for you keeping 
Tom’s house and entertaining Tom’s friends 
and getting Tom into parliament; but it will 
be worth the effort. 

NORA. You talk as if I was under an obliga- 
tion to him for marrying me. 

LARRY. I talk as I think. Youve made a 
very good match, let me tell you. 

NORA. Indeed! Well, some people might 
say he's not done so badly himself. 

LARRY. If you mean that you will be a 
treasure to him, he thinks so now; and you 
can keep him thinking so if you like. 

NORA. I wasnt thinking o meself at all. 

LARRY. Were you thinking of your money, 
Nora? 

NORA. I didnt say so. 

LARRY. Your money will not pay your 
cook’s wages in London. 

NORA [faming up] If thats true — and the 
more shame for you to throw it in me face if 
it i s true — at all events itll make us indepen- 
dent; for if the worst comes to the worst, we 
can always come back here an live on it. 
An if I have to keep his house for him, at all 
events I can keep you out of it; for Ive done 
with you; and I wish I’d never seen you. So 
goodbye to you, Mister Larry Doyle. [‘S'Ae 
turns her hack on him and goes home]. 

LARRY [watching her as she goe^] Goodbye. 
Goodbye. Oh, thats so Irish! Irish both of us 
to the backbone: Irish! Irish! Iri — 

Broadbent arrives, conversing energetically 
with Keegan. 

BROADBENT. Nothing pays like a golfing 
hotel, if you hold the land instead of the 
shares, and if the furniture people stand in 
with you, and if you are a good man of 
business. 

LARRY. Nora’s gone home. 

BROADBENT [fvitk couvictiofi] You wcrc right 
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this morning, Larry. I must feed up Nora. 
She's weak; and it makes her fanciful. Oh, 
by the way, did I tell you that we're engaged? 

LARRY. She told me herself. 

BROADBENT [complocenily] She's rather full 
of it, as you may imagine. Poor Nora! Well, 
Mr Keegan, as I said, I begin to see my way 
here. I begin to see my way. 

KEEGAN \jvith a courteous inclination^ The 
conquering Englishman, sir. Within 24 hours 
of your arrival you have carried off our only 
heiress, and practically secured the parlia- 
mentary seat. And you have promised me 
that when I come here in the evenings to 
meditate on my madness; to watch the 
shadow of the Round Tower lengthening in 
the sunset; to break my heart uselessly in 
the curtained gloaming over the dead heart 
and blinded soul of the island of the saints, 
you will comfort me with the bustle of a great 
hotel and the sight of the little children 
carrying the golf clubs of your tourists as a 
preparation for the life to come. 

BROADBENT [quite touckcd, mutcly offering 
him a cigar to console him, at which he smiles 
and shakes his head] Yes, Mr Keegan: youre 
quite right. Theres poetry in everything, 
even [looking absently into the cigar case] in the 
most modern prosaic things, if you know how 
to extract it [he extracts a cigar for himself 
and offers one to Larry, who takes it]. If I was 
to be shot for it I couldnt extract it myself; 
but thats where you come in, you see. 
[Roguishly, waking up from his reverie and 
hustling Keegan good humor edly] And then / 
shall wake y ou up a bit. Thats where I come 
in: eh? d’ye see? Eh? eh? [He pats him very 
pleasantly on the shoulder, half admiringly , half 
pityingly]. Just so, just so. [Coming back to 
business] By the way, I believe I can do 
better than a light railway here. There seems 
to be no question now that the motor boat 
has come to stay. Well, look at your magnifi- 
cent river there, going to waste. 

KEEGAN [closing his eyes] 

“Silent, O Moyle, be the roar of thy waters." 

BROADBENT. You know, the roar of a motor 
boat is quite pretty. 

KEEGAN. Provided it does not drown the 
Angelas. 

BROADBENT [reassuringly] Oh no: it wont do 
that: not the least danger. You know, a 
church bell can make a devil of a noise when 
it likes. 

KEEGAN. You havc an answer for every- 


thing, sir. But your plans leave one question 
still unanswered: how to get butter out of a 
dog’s throat. 

BROADBENT. Eh? 

KEEGAN. You cannot build your golf links 
and hotels in the air. For that you must own 
our land. And how will you drag our acres 
from the ferret’s grip of Matthew Haffigan? 
How will you persuade Cornelius Doyle to 
forgo the pride of being a small landowner? 
How will Barney Doran’s millrace agree with 
your motor boats? Will Doolan help you to 
get a license for your hotel? 

BROADBENT. My dear sir: to all intents and 
purposes the syndicate I represent already 
owns half Rosscullen. Doolan’s is a tied house; 
and the brewers are in the syndicate. As to 
Hafligan’s farm and Doran’s mill and Mr 
Doyle’s place and half a dozen others, they 
will be mortgaged to me before a month is 
out. 

KEEGAN. But pardon me, you will not lend 
them more on their land than the land is 
worth; so they will be able to pay you the 
interest. 

BROADBENT. Ah, you are a poet, Mr 
Keegan, not a man of business. 

LARRY. We will lend everyone of these 
men half as much again on their land as it is 
worth, or ever can be worth, to them. 

BROADBENT. You forgct, sir, that we, with 
our capital, our knowledge, our organization, 
and may I say our English business habits, 
can make or lose ten pounds out of land that 
Haffigan, with all his industry, could not 
make or lose ten shillings out of. Doran’s 
mill is a superannuated folly: I shall want it 
for electric lighting. 

LARRY. What is the use of giving land to 
such men? they are too small, too poor, too 
ignorant, too simpleminded to hold it against 
us: you might as well give a dukedom to a 
crossing sweeper. 

BROADBENT. Yes, Mr Keegan: this place 
may have an industrial future, or it may 
have a residential future: I cant tell yet; but 
it's not going to be a future in the hands of 
your Dorans and Haffigans, poor devils! 

KEEGAN. It may have no future at all. Have 
you thought of that? 

BROADBENT. Oh, I'm not afraid of that. I 
have faith in Ireland. Great faith, Mr Keegan. 

KEEGAN. And we have none: only empty 
enthusiasms and patriotisms, and emptier 
memories and regrets. Ah yes: you have some 
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excuse for believing that if there be any i 
future, it will be yours; for our faith seems 
dead, and our hearts cold and cowed. An 
island of dreamers who wake up in your jails, 
of critics and cowards whom you buy and 
tame for your own service, of bold rogues 
who help you to plunder us that they may 
plunder you afterwards. 

BROADBENT [a Uttle impatient of this unbusi- 
nesslike view] Yes, yes; but you know you 
might say that of any country. The fact is, 
there are only two qualities in the world: 
efficiency and inefficiency, and only two sorts 
of people: the efficient and the inefficient. It 
dont matter whether theyre English or Irish. 

I shall collar this place, not because I’m an 
Englishman and Haffigan and Co are Irish- 
men, but because theyre duffers, and I know 
my way about. 

KEEGAN. Have you considered what is to 
become of Haffigan? 

LARRV. Oh, we’ll employ him in some capa- 
city or other, and probably pay him more 
than he makes for himself now. 

BROADBENT [dubiously] Do you think so? No 
no: Haffigan’s too old. It really doesnt pay 
now to take on men over forty even for un- 
skilled labor, which I suppose is all Haffigan 
would be good for. No: Haffigan had better 
go to America, or into the Union, poor old 
chap! He’s worked out, you know: you can 
see it. 

KEEGAN. Poor lost soul, SO cuiiningly fenced 
in with invisible bars! 

LARRY. Haffigan doesnt matter much. He’ll 
die presently. 

BROADBENT [skockcd] Oh comc, Larry! Dont 
be unfeeling. It’s hard on Haffigan. It’s 
always hard on the inefficient. 

LARRY. Pah! what does it matter where an 
old and broken man spends his last days, or 
whether he has a million at the bank or only 
the workhouse dole? It’s the young men, the 
able men, that matter. The real tragedy of 
Haffigan is the tragedy of his wasted youth, 
his stunted mind, his drudging over his clods 
and pigs until he has become a clod and a 
pig himself — until the soul within him has 
smouldered into nothing but a dull temper 
that hurts himself and all around him. I say 
let him die, and let us have no more of his 
like. And let young Ireland take care that 
it doesnt share his fate, instead of making 
another empty grievance of it. Let your 
syndicate come — 


BROADBENT. YouT Syndicate too, old chap. 
You have your bit of the stock. 

LARRY. Yes: mine if you like. Well, our 
syndicate has no conscience: it has no more 
regard for your Haffigans and Doolans and 
Dorans than it has for a gang of Chinese 
coolies. It will use your patriotic blatherskite 
and balderdash to get parliamentary powers 
over you as cynically as it would bait a mouse- 
trap with toasted cheese. It will plan, and 
organize, and find capital while you slave 
like bees for it and revenge yourselves by 
paying politicians and penny newspapers out 
of your small wages to write articles and 
report speeches against its wickedness and 
tyranny, and to crack up your own Irish 
heroism, just as Haffigan once paid a witch 
a penny to put a spell on Billy Byrne’s cow. 
In the end it will grind the nonsense out of 
you, and grind strength and sense into you. 

BROADBENT \out of patience] Why cant you 
say a simple thing simply, Larry, without all 
that Irish exaggeration and talky-talky? The 
syndicate is a perfectly respectable body of 
responsible men of good position. We’ll take 
Ireland in hand, and by straightforward 
business habits teach it efficiency and self- 
help on sound Liberal principles. You agree 
with me, Mr Keegan, dont you? 

KEEGAN. Sir: I may even vole for you. 

BROADBENT [sincerely moved, shaking his hand 
ivarmly] You shall never regret it, Mr Kee- 
gan: I give you my word for that. I shall 
bring money here: I shall raise w ages: I shall 
found public institutions: a library, a Poly- 
technic (undenominational, of course), a 
gymnasium, a cricket club, perhaps an art 
school. I shall make a Garden city of Ross- 
cullen: the round tower shall be thoroughly 
repaired and restored. 

KEEGAN. And our place of torment shall be 
as clean and orderly as the cleanest and most 
orderly place I know in Ireland, which is our 
poetically named Mountjoy prison. Well, 
perhaps I had better vote for an efficient 
devil that knows his own mind and his own 
business than for a foolish patriot wdio has 
no mind and no business. 

BROADBENT [stiffly] Dcvil is rather a strong 
expression in that connexion, Mr Keegan. 

KEEGAN. Not from a man wdio knows that 
this world is hell. But since the word oflends 
you, let me soften it, and compare you 
simply to an ass. [Larry ivhitcns with anger], 

BROADBENT [reddening] An ass! 

Q 
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KEEQAN [gently] You may take it without 
offence from a madman who calls the ^ss his 
brother — and a very honest, useful and faith- 
ful brother too. The ass, sir, is the most 
efficient of beasts, matter-of-fact, hardy, 
friendly when you treat him as a fellow- 
creature, stubborn when you abuse him, 
ridiculous only in love, which sets him braying, 
and in politics, which move him to roll about 
in the public road and raise a dust about 
nothing. Can you deny these qualities and 
habits in yourself, sir? 

BROADBENT [goodhuTuoredly] Well, yes, I*m 
afraid I do, you know. 

KEEGAN. Then perhaps you will confess to 
the ass’s one fault. 

BROADBENT. Perhaps so; what is it? 

KEEGAN. That he wastes all his virtues — 
his efficiency, as you call it — in doing the 
will of his greedy masters instead of doing 
the will of Heaven that is in himself. He is 
efficient in the service of Mammon, mighty 
in mischief, skilful in ruin, heroic in destruc- 
tion. But he comes to browse here without 
knowing that the soil his hoof touches is holy 
ground. Ireland, sir, for good or evil, is like 
no other place under heaven; and no man 
can touch its sod or breathe its air without 
becoming better or worse. It produces two 
kinds of men in strange perfection: saints 
and traitors. It is called the island of the 
saints; but indeed in these later years it 
might be more fitly called the island of the 
traitors; for our harvest of these is the fine 
flower of the world’s crop of infamy. But the 
day may come when these islands shall live 
by the quality of their men rather than by 
the abundance of their minerals; and then 
we shall see. 

LARRY. Mr Keegan: if you are going to be 
sentimental about Ireland, I shall bid you 
good evening. We have had enough of that, 
and more than enough of cleverly proving 
that everybody who is not an Irishman is an 
ass. It is neither good sense nor good manners. 
It will not stop the syndicate; and it will not 
interest young Ireland so much as my friend’s 
gospel of efficiency. 

BROADBENT. Ah, yes, yes: efficiency is the 
thing. I dont in the least mind your chaff, 
Mr Keegan; but Larry’s right on the main 
point. The world belongs to the efficient. 

KEEGAN [withpolished irony] I stand rebuked, 
gentlemen. But believe me, I do every justice 
to the efficiency of you and your syndicate. 


You are both, I am told, thoroughly efficient 
civil engineers; and I have no doubt the golf 
links will be a triumph of your art. Mr Broad- 
bent will get into parliament most efficiently, 
which is more than St Patrick could do if 
he were alive now. You may even build 
the hotel efficiently if you can find enough 
efficient masons, carpenters, and plumbers, 
which I rather doubt. [Dropping his irony, 
and beginning to fall into the attitude of the 
priest rebuking sin] When the hotel becomes 
insolvent [Broadbent takes his cigar out of his 
mouth, a little taken aback] your English business 
habits will secure the thorough efficiency of 
the liquidation. You will reorganize the 
scheme efficiently; you will liquidate its 
second bankruptcy efficiently [Broadbent and 
Larry look quickly at one another; for this^ 
unless the priest is an old financial hand, must 
be inspiration]\ you will get rid of its original 
shareholders efficiently after efficiently ruin- 
ing them; and you will finally profit very 
efficiently by getting that hotel for a few 
shillings in the pound. [More and more sternly] 
Besides these efficient operations, you will 
foreclose your mortgages most efficiently 
[his rebuking forefinger goes up in spite oj 
himself]; you will drive Haffigan to America 
very efficiently; you will find a use for Barney 
Doran’s foul mouth and bullying temper by 
employing him to slave-drive your laborers 
very efficiently; and [lo7v a7id bitter] when a1 
last this poor desolate countryside becomes 
a busy mint in which we shall all slave tc 
make money for you, with our Polytechnic 
to teach us how to do it efficiently, and oui 
library to fuddle the few imaginations youi 
distilleries will spare, and our repaired Rounc 
Tower with admission sixpence, and refresh- 
ments and penny-in-the-slot mutoscopes tc 
make it interesting, then no doubt youi 
English and American shareholders will spenc 
all the money we make for them very effi 
ciently in shooting and hunting, in opera 
tions for cancer and appendicitis, in glutton] 
and gambling; and you will devote what the] 
save to fresh land development schemes 
For four wicked centuries the world hai 
dreamed this foolish dream of efficiency 
and the end is not yet. But the end wil 
come. 

BROADBENT Too true, Mr Keegan 

only too true. And most eloquently put. Il 
reminds me of poor Ruskin: a great man, yoi 
know. I sympathize. Believe me. I’m oi 
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your side. Dont sneer, Larry; I used to read 
a lot of Shelley years ago. Let us be faithful 
to the dreams of our youth \he wafts a wreath 
of cigar smoke at large ax^oss the hill\ 

KEEQAN. Come, Mr Doyle! is this English 
sentiment so much more efficient than our 
Irish sentiment, after all? Mr Broadbent 
spends his life inefficiently admiring the 
thoughts of great men, and efficiently serv- 
ing the cupidity of base money hunters. We 
spend our lives efficiently sneering at him 
and doing nothing. Which of us has any 
right to reproach the other? 

BROADBENT [coming dowTi the hill again to 
Keegan s right hand] But you know, something 
must be done. 

KEEGAN. Yes: when we cease to do, we 
cease to live. Well, what shall we do? 

BROADBENT. Why, what lies to our hand. 

KEEGAN. Which is the making of golf links 
and hotels to bring idlers to a country which 
workers have left in millions because it is a 
hungry land, a naked land, an ignorant and 
oppressed land. 

BROADBENT. But, hang it all, the idlers will 
bring money from England to Ireland! 

KEEGAN. Just as our idlers have for so 
many generations taken money from Ireland 
to England. Has that saved England from 
poverty and degradation more horrible than 
we have ever dreamed of? When I went to 
England, sir, I hated England. Now I pity 
it. [Broadbent can hardly conceive an Irishman 
pitying England; hut as Larry intervenes 
angrily, he gives it up and takes to the hill 
and his cigar again]. 

LARRY. Much good your pity will do it! 

KEEGAN. In the accounts kept in heaven, 
Mr Doyle, a heart purified of hatred may 
be worth more than even a Land Develop- 
ment Syndicate of Anglicized Irishmen and 
Gladstonized Englishmen. 

LARRY. Oh, in heaven, no doubt. I have 
never been there. Can you tell me where it 
is? 

KEEGAN. Could you have told me this morn- 
ing where hell is? Yet you know now that it 
is here. Do not despair of finding heaven: it 
may be no farther off. 

LARRY [ironically] On this holy ground, as 
you call it, eh? 

KEEGAN [with fierce intensity] Yes, perhaps, 
even on this holy ground which such Irish- 
men as you have turned into a Land of 
Derision. 


BROADBENT [comiug between them] Take care 
you will be quarrelling presently. Oh, yoi 
Irishmen, you Irishmen! Toujours Ballyhool); 
eh? [Larry, with a shrug, half comic, half im 
patient, turns away up the hill, hut presentl 
strolls hack on Keegan s right. Broadbent adds 
confidentially to Keegan] Stick to the English 
man, Mr Keegan: he has a bad name here 
but at least he can forgive you for being a 
Irishman. 

KEEGAN. Sir: when you speak to me c 
English and Irish you forget that I am 
Catholic. My country is not Ireland no 
England, but the whole mighty realm of m 
Church. For me there are but two countries 
heaven and hell; but two conditions of mer 
salvation and damnation. Standing her 
between you the Englishman, so clever i 
your foolishness, and this Irishman, so foolis 
in his cleverness, I cannot in my ignoranc 
be sure which of you is the more deepl 
damned; but I should be unfaithful to m 
calling if 1 opened the gates of my heart les 
widely to one than to the other. 

LARRY. In either case it would be an ina 
pertinence, Mr Keegan, as your approval i 
not of the slightest consequence to us. Wha 
use do you suppose all this drivel is to me 
with serious practical business in hand? 

BROADBENT. I doiit agree with that, Larr^ 
I think these things cannot be said too oftei 
they keep up the moral tone of the con 
munity. As you know, I claim the right t 
think for myself in religious matters: in fac 
I am ready to avow myself a bit of a — of a- 
well, I dont care who knows it — a bit of 
Unitarian; but if the Church of Englan 
contained a few men like Mr Keegan, 
should certainly join it. 

KEEGAN. You do me too much honor, si 
[With priestly humility to Larry] Mr Doyle: 
am to blame for having unintentionally s< 
your mind somewhat on edge against me. 
beg your pardon. 

LARRY [unimpressed and hostile] I didi 
stand on ceremony with you: you needi 
stand on it with me. Fine manners and fir 
words are cheap in Ireland: you can kec 
both for my friend here, who is still impose 
on by them. I know their value. 

KEEGAN. You mean you dont know the 
value. 

LARRY [angrily] I mean what I say. 

KEEGAN [turning quietly to the EngUshnm 
You see, Mr Broadbent, I only make tl 
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hearts of my countrymen harder when I 
preach to them: the gates of hell still prevail 
against me. I shall wish you good evening. 
I am better alone, at the Round Tower, 
dreaming of heaven. [He goes up the hill]. 

LARRY. Aye, thats it! there you arel dream- 
ing! dreaming! dreaming! dreaming! 

KEEGAN [halting and turning to them for the 
last time] Every dream is a prophecy: every 
jest is an earnest in the womb of Time. 

BROAUBEN’T [reflectively] Once, when I was 
a small kid, I dreamt I was in heaven. [They 
both stare at him]. It was a sort of pale blue 
satin place, with all the pious old ladies in 
our congregation sitting as if they were at a 
service; and there was some awful person in 
the study at the other side of the hall. I 
didnt enjoy it, you know. What is it like in 
your dreams? 

KEEGAN. In my dreams it is a country where 
the State is the Church and the Church the 
people: three in one and one in three. It is a 
commonwealth in which work is play and 
play is life: three in one and one in three. 


It is a temple in which the priest is the 
worshipper and the worshipper the wor- 
shipped: three in one and one in three. It is 
a godhead in which all life is human and all 
humanity divine: three in one and one in 
three. It is, in short, the dream of a madman. 
[He goes array across the hill]. 

BROADBENT [looMug after him affectionately] 
What a regular old Church and State Tory 
he is! He’s a character: he’ll be an attraction 
here. Really almost equal to Ruskin and 
Carlyle. 

LARRY. Yes; and much good they did with 
all their talk! 

BROADBENT. Oh tut, tut, Larry! They im- 
proved my mind: they raised my tone 
enormously. I feel sincerely obliged to 
Keegan: he has made me feel a better man: 
distinctly better. [With sincere elevation] I feel 
now as I never did before that I am right in 
devoting my life to the cause of Ireland. 
Come along and help me to choose the site 
for the hotel. 

THE END 


XIII 

HOW TIE LIED TO HER HUSBAND 

1904 


It is eight o'clock in the evening. The curtains 
are dratvn and the lamps lighted in the drawing 
room of Her flat in Cromwell Road. Her lover, 
a beautiful youth of eighteen, in evening dress 
and cape, with a bunch of flowers and an opera 
hat in his hands, comes in alone. The door is near 
the comer; and as he appears in the doorway, he 
has the fireplace on the nearest wall to his right, 
and the grand piano along the opposite wall to 
his left, Near the fireplace a small ornamental 
table has on it a hand mirror, a fan, a pair of 
long white gloves, and a little white woollen cloud 
to wrap a woman s head in. On the other side of 
the room, near the piano, is a broad, square, 
softly upholstered stool. The room is furnished 
in the most approved South Kensington fashion: 
that is, it is as like a shop rvindow as possible, 
and is intended to demonstrate the social position 
and spending powers of its owners, and not in 
the least to make them comfortable. 

He is, be it repeated, a very beautiful youth, 
moving as in a dream, walking as on air. He puts 


his flowers down carefidly on the table beside the 
fan; takes off his cape, and, as there is no room 
on the table for it, takes it to the piano; puts his 
hat on the cape; crosses to the hearth; looks at 
his watch; puts it up again; notices the things on 
the table; lights up as if he sarv heaven opening 
before him; goes to the table and takes the cloud 
in both hands, nestling his nose into its soft- 
ness and kissing it; kisses the gloves one after 
another; kisses the fan; gasps a long shuddering 
sigh of ecstasy; sits down on the stool and presses 
his hands to his eyes to shut out reality and dream 
a little; takes his hands down and shakes his head 
with a Utile smile of rebuke for his folly; catches 
sight of a speck of dust on his shoes and hastily 
and carefully brushes it off with his handkerchief; 
rises and takes the hand mirror from the table to 
make sure of his tie with the gravest anxiety; and 
is looking at his watch again when She comes in, 
much flustered. As she is dressed for the theatre; 
has spoilt, petted ways; and wears many dia- 
monds, she has an air of being a young and 
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beautiful woman; but as a matter of hard fact, 
she is, dress and pretensions apart, a very 
ordinary South Kensington female of about 37, 
hopelessly inferior in physical and spiritual dis- 
tinction to the beautiful youth, who hastily puts 
down the mirror as she enters, 

HE [kissing her hand'] At last! 

SHE. Henry: something dreadful has hap- 
pened. 

HE. Whats the matter? 

SHE. I have lost your poems. 

HE. They were unworthy of you. I will 
write you some more. 

SHE. No, thank you. Never any more 
poems for me. Oh, how could I have been so 
mad! so rash! so imprudent! 

HE. Thank Heaven for your madness, your 
rashness, your imprudence! 

SHE [impatiently] Oh, be sensible, Henry. 
Cant you see what a terrible thing this is for 
me? Suppose anybody finds these poems! 
what will they think? 

HE. They will think that a man once loved 
a woman more devotedly than ever man 
loved woman before. But they will not know 
what man it was. 

SHE. What good is that to me if everybody 
will know what woman it was? 

HE. But how will they know? 

SHE. How will they know! Why, my name 
is all over them: my silly, unhappy name. 
Oh, if I had only been christened Mary Jane, 
or Gladys Muriel, or Beatrice, or Francesca, 
or Guinevere, or something quite common! 
But Aurora! Aurora! Fm the only Aurora in 
London; and everybody knows it. I believe 
Fm the only Aurora in the world. And it’s 
so horribly easy to rhyme to it! Oh, Henry, 
why didnt you try to restrain your feelings 
a little in common consideration for me? 
Why didnt you write with some little reserve? 

HE. Write poems to you with reserve! You 
ask me that! 

SHE [with perfunctory tenderness] Yes, dear, 
of course it was very nice of you; and I know 
it was my own fault as much as yours. I ought 
to have noticed that your verses ought never 
to have been addressed to a married woman. 

HE. Ah, how I wish they had been ad- 
dressed to an un-married woman! how I 
wish they had! 

SHE. Indeed you have no right to wish any- 
thing of the sort. They are quite unfit for 
anybody but a married woman. ’Fhats just 
the difficulty. What will my sisters-in-law 


think of them? 

HE [painfully jarred] Have you got sisters- 
in-law? 

SHE. Yes, of course I have. Do you suppose 
I am an angel? 

HE [biting his lips] I do. Heaven help me, 

I do — or I did — or [he almost chokes a sob], 

SHE [softenmg and putting her hand caress- 
ingly on his shoulder] Listen to me, dear. It’s 
very nice of you to live with me in a dream, 
and to love me, and so on; but I cant help 
my husband having disagreeable relatives, 
can I? 

HE [brightening up] Ah, of course they are 
your husband’s relatives: I forgot that. For- 
give me, Aurora. [He takes her hand from his 
shoulder and kisses it. She sits down on the stool. 
He remains near the table, with his back to it, 
smilmg fatuously down at her], 

SHE. The fact is, Teddy’s got nothing but 
relatives. He has eight sisters and six half- 
sisters, and ever so many brothers — but I 
dont mind his brothers. Now if you only 
knew the least little thing about the world, 
Henry, youd know that in a large family, 
though the sisters quarrel with one another 
like mad all the time, yet let one of the 
brothers marry, and they all turn on their 
unfortunate sister-in-law and devote the rest 
of their lives with perfect unanimity to per- 
suading him that his wife is unworthy of him. 
They can do it to her very face without her 
knowing it, because they always have a lot 
of stupid low family jokes that nobody 
understands but themselves. Half the time 
you cant tell what theyre talking about: it 
just drives you wild. There ought to be a law 
against a man’s sister ever entering his house 
after he’s married. I’m as certain as that Fm 
sitting here that Georgina stole those poems 
out of my workbox. 

HE. She will not understand them, I think. 

SHE. Oh, wont she! She’ll understand them 
only too well. She’ll understand more harm 
than ever was in them: nasty vulgar-minded 
cat! 

HE [going to her] Oh dont, dont think of 
people in that way. Dont think of her at all. 
[He takes her hand and sits down on the carpet 
at her feet], Aurora: do you remember the 
evening when I sat here at your feet and 
read you those poems for the first time? 

SHE. I shouldnt have let you: I see that 
now. When I think of Georgina sitting there 
at Teddy’s feet and reading them to him 
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for the first time, I feel I shall just go dis- 
tracted. 

HE. Yes, you are right. It will be a pro- 
fanation. 

SHE. Oh, I dont care about the profanation; 
but what will Teddy think? what will he do? 
[Suddenly throwing his head away from her knee^ 
You dont seem to think a bit about Teddy. 
[She jumps up, more and more agitated], 

HE [supine on the floor; for she has thrown 
him off his balance] To me Teddy is nothing, 
and Georgina less than nothing. 

SHE. Youll soon find out how much less 
than nothing she is. If you think a woman 
cant do any harm because she’s only a 
scandalmongering dowdy ragbag, youre 
greatly mistaken. flounces about the 

room. He gets up slowly and dusts his hands. 
Suddenly she runs to him and throws herself 
into his arms]. Henry: help me. Find a way 
out of this for me; and I’ll bless you as long 
as you live. Oh, how wretched I am! [She sobs 
on his breast]. 

HE. And oh! how happy I am! 

SHE [whisking herself abruptly away] Dont 
be selfish. 

HE [humbly] Yes: I deserve that. I think 
if I were going to the stake with you, I 
should still be so happy with you that I 
should forget your danger as utterly as my 
own. 

SHE [relenting and patting his hand fondly] 
Oh, you are a dear darling boy, Henry; but 
[throwing his hand away fretfully] youre no 
use. I want somebody to tell me what to do. 

HE [with quiet conviction] Your heart will 
tell you at the right time. I have thought 
deeply over this; and I know what we two 
must do, sooner or later. 

SHE. No, Henry. I will do nothing improper, 
nothing dishonorable. sits down plump on 
the stool and looks inflexible]. 

HE. If you did, you would no longer be 
Aurora. Our course is perfectly simple, per- 
fectly straightforward, perfectly stainless 
and true. We love one another. I am not 
ashamed of that: I am ready to go out and 
proclaim it to all London as simply as I will 
declare it to your husband when you see — 
as you soon will see — that this is the only way 
honorable enough for your feet to tread. Let 
us go out together to our own house, this 
evening, without concealment and without 
shame. Remember! we owe something to 
your husband. We are his guests here: he is 


an honorable man: he has been kind to us: 
he has perhaps loved you as well as his 
prosaic nature and his sordid commercial 
environment permitted. We owe it to him 
in all honor not to let him learn the truth 
from the lips of a scandalmonger. Let us go 
to him now quietly, hand in hand; bid him 
farewell; and walk out of the house with- 
out concealment or subterfuge, freely and 
honestly, in full honor and self-respect. 

SHE [staring at him] And where shall we go 
to? 

HE. We shall not depart by a hair’s breadth 
from the ordinary natural current of our 
lives. We were going to the theatre when the 
loss of the poems compelled us to take action 
at once. We shall go to the theatre still; but 
we shall leave your diamonds here; for we 
cannot afford diamonds, and do not need 
them. 

SHE [fretfully] I have told you already that 
I hate diamonds; only Teddy insists on hang- 
ing me all over with them. You need not 
preach simplicity to me. 

HE. I never thought of doing so, dearest: 
I know that these trivialities are nothing to 
you. What was I saying? — oh yes. Instead 
of coming back here from the theatre, you 
will come with me to my home — now and 
henceforth our home — and in due course of 
time, when you are divorced, we shall go 
through whatever idle legal ceremony you 
may desire. I attach no importance to the 
law: my love was not created in me by the 
law, nor can it be bound or loosed by it. That 
is simple enough, and sweet enough, is it 
not? [He takes the flowers from the table]. Here 
are flowers for you: I have the tickets: we 
will ask your husband to lend us the carriage 
to shew that there is no malice, no grudge, 
between us. Come! 

SHE. Do you mean to say that you propose 
that we should walk right bang up to Teddy 
and tell him we’re going away together? 

HE. Yes. What can be simpler? 

SHE. And do you think for a moment he*d 
stand it? He’d just kill you. 

HE [coming to a sudden stop and speaking 
with considerable conjidence] You dont under- 
stand these things, my darling: how could 
you? I have followed the Greek ideal and 
not neglected the culture of my body. Like 
all poets I have a passion for pugilism. Your 
husband would make a tolerable second-rate 
heavy weight if he were in training and ten 
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years younger. As it is, he could, if strung up 
to a great effort by a burst of passion, give 
a good account of himself for perhaps fifteen 
seconds. But I am active enough to keep out 
of his reach for fifteen seconds; and after that 
I should be simply all over him. 

SHE [rising and corning to him in consterna- 
tion'] What do you mean by all over him? 

HE [gently] Dont ask me, dearest. At all 
events, I swear to you that you need not be 
anxious about me. 

SHE. And what about Teddy? Do you mean 
to tell me that you are going to beat Teddy 
before my face like a brutal prizefighter? 

HE. All this alarm is needless, dearest. Be- 
lieve me, nothing will happen. Your husband 
knows that I am capable of defending my- 
self. Under such circumstances nothing ever 
doeshappen. And of course/ shall do nothing. 
The man who once loved you is sacred to me. 

SHE [suspiciously] Doesnt he love me still? 
Has he told you anything? 

HE. No, no. [He takes her tenderly in his 
arms]. Dearest, dearest: how agitated you 
are! how unlike yourself! All these worries 
belong to the lower plane. Come up with me 
to the higher one. The heights, the solitudes, 
the soul world! 

SHE [avoiding his gaze] No: stop: it*s no use, 
Mr Apjohn. 

HE [recoiling] Mr Apjohn!!! 

SHE. Excuse me: I meant Henry, of course. 

HE. How could you even think of me as 
Mr Apjohn? I never think of you as Mrs 
Bompas: it is always Aurora, Aurora, Auro — 

SHE. Yes, yes: thats all very well, Mr Ap- 
john [he is about to interrupt again: hut she wont 
have it\. no: it’s no use: Ive suddenly begun 
to think of you as Mr Apjohn; and it’s ridicu- 
lous to go on calling you Henry. I thoughtyou 
were only a boy, a child, a dreamer. I thought 
you would be too much afraid to do any- 
thing. And now you want to beat Teddy and 
to break up my home and disgrace me and 
make a horrible scandal in the papers. It’s 
cruel, unmanly, cowardly. 

HE [with grave wonder] Arc you afraid? 

SHE. Oh, of course I’m afraid. So would you 
be if you had any common sense. [5/ie goes to 
the hearth^ turning her back to him, and puis one 
tapping foot on the fender], 

HE [watching her rvith great gravity] Perfect 
love casteth out fear. That is why I am not 
afraid. Mrs Bompas: you do not love me. 

SHE [turning to him with a gasp of relief] Oh*, 


thank you, thank you! You really can be very 
nice, Henry. 

HE. Why do you thank me? 

SHE [coming prettily to him from the fireplace] 
For calling me Mrs Bompas again. I feel now 
that you are going to be reasonable and be- 
have like a gentleman, [lie drops on the stool; 
covers his face with his hands; and groans], 
Whats the matter? 

HE. Once or twice in my life I have 
dreamed that I was exquisitely happy and 
blessed. But oh! the misgiving at the first 
stir of consciousness! the stab of reality! the 
prison walls of the bedroom! the bitter, bitter 
disappointment of waking! And this time! 
oh, this time I thought I was awake. 

SHE. Listen to me, Henry: we really havnt 
time for all that sort of flapdoodle now [He 
starts to his feet as if she had pulled a trigger 
and straightened him by the release of a power- 
ful spring, and goes past her with set teeth to the 
little table]. Oh, take care: you nearly hit me 
in the chin with the top of your head. 

HE [ivith Jierce politeness] I beg your pardon. 
What is it you want me to do? I am at your 
service. I am ready to behave like a gentle- 
man if you will be kind enough to explain 
exactly how. 

SHE [a little frightened] Thank you, Henry: 
I was sure you would. Youre not angry with 
me, are you? 

HE. Go on. Go on quickly. Give me some- 
thing to think about, or I will — I will — [he 
suddenly snatches up her fan and is about to 
break it in his clenched fists], 

SHE [running forward and catching at the fan, 
with loud lamentation] Dont break my fan — 
no, dont. [He slowly relaxes his grip of it as she 
draws it anxiously out of his hands] No, really, 
thats a stupid trick: I dont like that. Youve 
no right to do that [SAe opens the fan, and 
finds that the sticks are disconnected]. Oh, how 
could you be so inconsiderate? 

HE. I beg your pardon. I will buy you a new 
one. 

SHE [querulously] You will never be able to 
match it. And it was a particular favorite of 
mine. 

HE [shortly] Then you will have to do with- 
out it: thats all. 

SHE. Thats not a very nice thing to say 
after breaking my pet fan, I think. 

HE. If you knew how near I was to breaking 
Teddy’s pet wife and presenting him with 
the pieces, you would be thankful that you 
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are alive instead of — of— of howling about 
fiveshillingsworth of ivory. Damn your fan! 

SHE. Oh! Dont you dare swear in my pre- 
sence. One would think you were my hus- 
band. 

HE [again collapsing on the stool] This is 
some horrible dream. What has become of 
you? You are not my Aurora. 

SHE. Oh, well, if you come to that, what 
has become of you? Do you think I would 
ever have encouraged you if I had knowm 
you were such a little devil? 

HE. Dont drag me down — dont — dont. 
Help me to find the way back to the heights. 

SHE [kneeling beside him and pleading] If you 
would only be reasonable, Henry. If you 
would only remember that I am on the brink 
of ruin, and not go on calmly saying it*s all 
quite simple. 

HE. It seems so to me. 

SHE [jumping up distractedly] If you say that 
again 1 shall do something I’ll be sorry for. 
H ore we are, standing on the edge of a 
frightful precipice. No doubt it’s quite simple 
to go over and have done with it. But cant 
you suggest anything more agreeable? 

HE. I can suggest nothing now. A chill 
black darkness has fallen: I can see nothing 
but the ruins of our dream. [He rises with a 
deep 

SHE. Cant you? Well, I can. I can see 
Georgina rubbing those poems into Teddy. 
[Facing him determinedly] And I tell you, 
Henry Apjohn, that you got me into this 
mess; and you must get me out of it again. 

HE [polite and hopeless] All I can say is that 
I am entirely at your service. What do you 
wish me to do? 

SHE. Do you know anybody else named 
Aurora? 

HE. No. 

SHE. Theres no use in saying No in that 
frozen pigheaded way. You must know some 
Aurora or other somewhere. 

HE. You said you were the only Aurora in 
the world. And [lifting his clasped fists with a 
sudden return of his emotion] oh God! you were 
the only Aurora in the world for me. [He 
turns away from her, hiding his face], 

SHE [petting him] Yes, yes, dear: of course. 
It’s very nice of you; and I appreciate it: 
indeed I do; but it’s not seasonable just at 
present. Now just listen to me. I suppose you 
know all those poems by heart. 

HE, Yes, by heart. [Raising his head and 


looking at her with a sudden suspieiori] Dont 
you? 

SHE. Well, I never can remember verses; 
and besides, Ive been so busy that Ive not 
had time to read them all; though I intend 
to the very first moment I can get: I promise 
you that most faithfully, Henry. But now 
try and remember very particularly. Does 
the name of Bompas occur in any of the 
poems? 

HE [indignantly] No. 

SHE. Youre quite sure? 

HE. Of course I am quite sure. How could 
I use such a name in a poem? 

SHE. Well, I dont see why not. It rhymes 
to rumpus, which seems appropriate enough 
at present, goodness knows! However, youre 
a poet, and you ought to know. 

HE. What does it matter — now? 

SHE. It matters a lot, I can tell you. If 
theres nothing about Bompas in the poems, 
we can say that they were written to some 
other Aurora, and that you shewed them to 
me because my name was Aurora too. So 
youve got to invent another Aurora for the 
occasion. 

HE [very coldly] Oh, if you wish me to tell 
a lie — 

SHE. Surely, as a man of honor — as a 
gentleman, you wouldnt tell the truth: 
would you? 

HE. Very well. You have broken my spirit 
and desecrated my dreams. I will lie and pro- 
test and stand on my honor: oh, I will play 
the gentleman, never fear. 

SHE. Yes, put it all on me, of course. Dont 
be mean, Henry. 

HE [rousing himself with an effort] You are 
quite right, Mrs Bompas: I beg your pardon. 
You must excuse my temper. I am having 
growing pains, I think. 

SHE. Growing pains! 

HE. The process of growing from romantic 
boyhood into cynical maturity usually takes 
fifteen years. When it is compressed into 
fifteen minutes, the pace is too fast; and 
growing pains are the result. 

SHE. Oh, is this a time for cleverness? It’s 
settled, isnt it, that youre going to be nice 
and good, and that youll brazen it out to 
Teddy that you have some other Aurora? 

HE. Yes: I’m capable of anything now. I 
should not have told him the truth by halves; 
and now I will not lie by halves. I’ll wallow 
in the honor of a gentleman. 
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SHE. Dearest boy, I knew you would. I — 
Sh! [she rushes to the door, and holds it ajar, 
listening breathlessly^ 

HE. What is it.^ 

SHE [white with apprehension^ It’s Teddy: I 
hear him tapping the new barometer. He 
cant have anything serious on his mind or he 
wouldnt do that. Perhaps Georgina hasnt 
said anything. steals back to the hearth]. 
Try and look as if there was nothing the 
matter. Give me my gloves, quick. [He hands 
thejn to her. She pulls on one hastily and begins 
buttoning it with osteiiiaiious U7iconcern]. Go 
further away from me, quick. [He ivalhs 
doggedly away from her until the piano preveiits 
his going farther]. If I button my glove, and 
you were to hum a tune, dont you think 
that — 

HE. The tableau would be complete in its 
guiltiness. For Heaven’s sake, Mrs Bompas, 
let that glove alone: you look like a piek- 
pocket. 

Her husband comes in: a robust, thicknecked, 
well groomed city man, fvith a strong chin hut a 
blithering eye and credulous mouth. He has a 
momentous air, but shews no sign of displeasure: 
rather the contrary. 

HER HUSBAND. Hallo! I thought you two 
were at the theatre. 

SHE. I felt anxious about you, Teddy. Why 
didnt you come home to dinner? 

HER HUSBAND. I got a mcssagc from 
Georgina. She wanted me to go to her. 

SHE. Poor dear Georgina! I’m sorry I 
havnt been able to call on her this last 
week. I hope theres nothing the matter 
with her. 

HER HUSBAND. Nothing, except anxiety for 
my welfare — and yours. [5/ie steals a terrified 
look at Henry]. By the way, Apjohii, I should 
like a word with you this evening, if Aurora 
can spare you for a moment. 

HE [formally] I am at your service. 

HER HUSBAND. No hurry. After the theatre 
will do. 

HE. We have decided not to go. 

HER HUSBAND. Indeed! Well, then, shall 
we adjourn to my snuggery? 

SHE. You neednt move. I shall go and lock 
up my diamonds since I’m not going to the 
theatre. Give me my things. 

HER HUSBAND hc hatids her the cloud and 
the mirror] Well, we shall have more room 
here. 

HE [looking about him and shaking his 


shoulders loose] I think I should prefer plenty 
of room. 

HER HUSBAND. So, if it’s not disturbing you, 
Rory — ? 

SHE. Not at all. goes ow/]. 

When the two men are alone together, Bompas 
deliberately takes the poems from his breast 
pocket; looks at them refieciively; then looks at 
Henry, mutely inviting his attention. Henry re- 
fuses to understand, doing his best to look un- 
concerned. 

HER HUSBAND. Do tlicse maiiuscripts seem 
at all familiar to you, may I ask? 

HE. Manuscripts? 

HER HUSBAND. Ycs. Wolild you like to look 
at them a little closer? [He profit's them under 
H entry's nose]. 

HE [as with a sudden illumination of glad sur- 
prise] Why, these are my poems! 

HER HUSBAND. So I gather. 

HE. What a shame! Mrs Bompas has shewn 
them to you! You must think me an utter 
ass. I wrote them years ago after reading 
Swinburne’s Songs Before Sunrise. Notliing 
would do me then but I must reel off a set 
of Songs to the Sunrise. Aurora, you know; 
the rosy fingered Aurora. Theyre all about 
Aurora. When Mrs Bompas told me her 
name was Aurora, I couldnt resist the 
temptation to lend them to her to read. 
But 1 didnt bargain for your unsympathetic 
eyes. 

HER HUSBAND [gnV?7znzg] Apjohn*. thats really 
very ready of you. You are cut out for litera- 
ture; and the day will come whcii Rory and 
I will be proud to have you about the house. 

I have heard far thinner storit s from much 
older men. 

HE [nilh an air of great surprise] Do you 
mean to imply tliat you dont believe me? 

HER HUSBAND. Do you expect me to believe 
you? 

HE. Why not? I dont understand. 

HER HUSBAND. Comc! Dont Underrate your 
own cleverness, Apjohn. I think you under 
stand pretty well. 

HE. I assure you I am quite at a loss. Can 
you not be a little more explicit? 

HER HUSBAND. Doiit ovci'do it, old chap. 
However, I will just be so far explicit as to 
say that if you think these poems read as if 
they were addressed, not to a live woman, 
but to a shivering cold time of day at which 
you were never out of bed in your life, you 
hardly do justice to your own literary powers 

Q 
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— which I admire and appreciate, mind you, 
as much as any man. Come! own up. You 
wrote those poems to my wife. [An internal 
struggle prevents Henry from answering. Of 
course you did. [He throws the poems on the 
table; and goes to the hearthrugs where he plafits 
himself solidly s chuckling a little and waiting for 
the next move\ 

HE [formally and carefully^ Mr Bompas: I 
pledge you my word you are mistaken. I 
need not tell you that Mrs Bompas is a lady 
of stainless honor, who has never cast an un- 
worthy thought on me. The fact that she has 
shewn you my poems — 

HER HUSBAND. Thats not a fact. I came by 
them without her knowledge. She didnt 
shew them to me. 

HE. Does not that prove their perfect inno- 
cence? She would have shewn them to you at 
once if she had taken your quite unfounded 
view of them. 

HER HUSBAND [shakeii] Apjohn: play fair. 
Dont abuse your intellectual gifts. Do you 
really mean that I am making a fool of 
myself? 

HE [earnestly^ Believe me, you are. I assure 
you, on my honor as a gentleman, that I have 
never had the slightest feeling for Mrs Bom- 
pas beyond the ordinary esteem and regard 
of a pleasant acquaintance. 

HER HUSBAND [shortly, shewing ill humor for 
the first time^ Oh! Indeed! [He leaves his 
hearth and begins to approach Henry slowly, 
looking him up and down with growing resent- 
ment], 

HE [hastening to improve the impression made 
by his mendacity] I should never have dreamt 
of writing poems to her. The thing is ab- 
surd. 

HER HUSBAND [reddening ominously] Why is 
it absurd? 

HE [shrugging his shoulders] Well, it hap- 
pens that I do not admire Mrs Bompas — in 
that way. 

HER HUSBAND [breaking out in Henry's face] 
Let me tell you that Mrs Bompas has been 
admired by better men than you, you soapy 
headed little puppy, you. 

HE [much taken aback] There is no need to 
insult me like this. I assure you, on my honor 
as a — 

HER HUSBAND [too angry to tolerate a reply, 
and boring Henry more and more towards the 
piano] You dont admire Mrs Bompas! You 
would never dream of writing poems to Mrs 


Bompas! My wife’s not good enough for you, 
isnt she? [Fiercely] Who are you, pray, that 
you should be so jolly superior? 

HE. Mr Bompas: I can make allowances 
for your jealousy — 

HER HUSBAND. Jealousy! do you suppose 
I’m jealous of y ou ? No, nor of ten like you. 
But if you think I’ll stand here and let you 
insult my wife in her own house, youre mis- 
taken. 

HE [very uncomfortable with his back against 
the piano and Teddy standing over him threaten- 
ingly] How can I convince you? Be reason- 
able. I tell you my relations with Mrs Bom- 
pas are relations of perfect coldness — of 
indifference — 

HER HUSBAND [scomfullij] Say it again: say 
it again. Youre proud of it, arnt you? Yah! 
youre not worth kicking. 

Henry suddenly executes the feat known to 
pugilists as slipping, and changes sides with 
Teddy, who is now between Henry and the piano, 

HE. Look here: I’m not going to stand 
this. 

HER HUSBAND. Oh, you liave some blood in 
your body after all! Good job! 

HE. This is ridiculous. I assure you Mrs 
Bompas is quite — 

HER HUSBAND. What is Mrs Bompas to you. 
I’d like to know. I’ll tell you what Mrs Bom- 
pas is. She’s the smartest woman in the 
smartest set in South Kensington, and the 
handsomest, and the cleverest, and the most 
fetching to experienced men who know a 
good thing when they see it, whatever she 
may be to conceited penny-a-lining puppies 
who think nothing good enough for them. 
It’s admitted by the best people; and not to 
know it argues yourself unknown. Three of 
our first actor-managers have offered her a 
hundred a week if she’ll go on the stage when 
they start a repertory theatre; and I think 
they know what theyre about as well as you. 
The only member of the present Cabinet 
that you might call a handsome man has 
neglected the business of the country to 
dance with her, though he dont belong to our 
set as a regular thing. One of the first pro- 
fessional poets in Bedford Park wrote a 
sonnet to her, worth all your amateur trash. 
At Ascot last season the eldest son of a duke 
excused himself from calling on me on the 
ground that his feelings for Mrs Bompas 
were not consistent with his duty to me as 
host; and it did him honor and me too. But 
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[with gathering fury] she isnt good enough 
for you, it seems. You regard her with cold- 
ness, with indifference; and you have the cool 
cheek to tell me so to my face. For two pins 
Td flatten your nose in to teach you manners. 
Introducing a fine woman to you is casting 
pearls before swine [yelling at him] before 
swine! d'ye hear? 

HE [with a deplorable lack of polish] You 
call me a swine again and I’ll land you one 
on the chin thatll make your head sing for 
a week. 

HER HUSBAND [exploding] What! 

He charges at Henry with hull-like fury. 
Henry places himself on guard in the manner of 
a well taught boxer, and gets away sinartly, but 
unfortunately forgets the stool which is just be- 
hind him. He falls bachvards over it, uninten- 
tionally pushing it against the shins of Bompas, 
who falls forward over it. Mrs Bompas, with a 
scream, rushes into the room between the sprawl- 
ing champions, and sits down on the floor in 
order to get her right arm round her htisband*s 
neck. 

SHE. You shant, Teddy: you shant. You 
will be killed: he is a prizefighter. 

HER HUSBAND [vengefully] I’ll prizefight 
him. [He struggles vainly to free himself from 
her embrace]. 

SHE. Henry: dont let him fight you. 
Promise me that you wont. 

HE [ruefully] I have got a most frightful 
bump on the back of my head. [He tries to 
rise]. 

SHE [reaching out her left hand to seize his 
coat tail, and pulling him down again, whilst 
keeping fast hold of Teddy with the other hand] 
Not until you have promised: not until you 
both have promised. [Teddy tries to rise: she 
pulls him book again]. Teddy: you promise, 
dont you? Yes, yes. I3e good: you promise. 

HER HUSBAND. I wont, unless he takes it 
back. 

SHE. He will: he does. You take it back, 
Henry? — yes. 

HE [savagely] Yes. I take it back. [She lets 
go his coat. He gets up. So does Teddy]. I take 
it all back, all, without reserve. 

SHE [o 7 i the carpet] Is nobody going to help 
me up? [They each take a hand and pull her up]. 
Now wont you shake hands and be good? 

HE [recklessly] I shall do nothing of the 
sort. I have steeped myself in lies for your 
sake; and the only reward I get is a lump on 
the back of my head the size of an apple. 


Now I will go back to the straight path. 

SHE. Henry: for Heaven’s sake — 

HE. It’s no use. Your husband is a fool and 
a brute — 

HER HUSBAND. Whats that you say? 

HE. I say you are a fool and a brute; and if 
youll step outside with me I’ll say it again. 
[Teddy begins to take off his coat for combat]. 
Those poems were written to your wife, 
every word of them, and to nobody else. 
[The scowl clears away from Bompas* s counten- 
ance. Radiant, he replaces his coat]. I wrote 
them because I loved her. I thought her the 
most beautiful woman in the world; and I 
told her so over and over again. I adored her: 
do you hear? I told her that you were a sordid 
commercial chump, utterly unworthy of her; 
and so you are. 

HER HUSBAND [so gratified, he can hardly 
believe his ears] You dont mean it! 

HE. Yes, I do mean it, and a lot more too. 
I asked Mrs Bompas to walk out of the house 
with me — to leave you — to get divorced 
from you and marry me. I begged and im- 
plored her to do it this very night. It was her 
refusal that ended everything between us. 
[Looking very disparagingly at him] What she 
can see in you, goodness only knows! 

HER HUSBAND [beaming with remorse] My 
dear chap, why didnt you say so before? I 
.apologize. Come! dont bear malice: shake 
hands. Make him shake hands, Rory. 

SHE. For my sake, Henry. After all, he’s 
my husband. Forgive him. Take his hand. 
[Henry, dazed, lets her take his hand and place 
it in Teddy* s]. 

HER HUSBAND [shaking it heartily] Youve got 
to own that none of your literary heroines 
can touch my Rory. [He turns to her and claps 
her with fond pride on the shoulder]. Eh, Rory? 
They cant resist you: none of em. Never 
knew a man yet that could hold out three 
days. 

SHE. Dont be foolish, Teddy. I hope you 
were not really hurt, Henry. [She feels the 
back of his head. He flinches]. Oh, poor boy, 
what a bump! I must get some vinegar and 
brown paper. [iSAe goes to the bell and rings]. 

HER HUSBAND. Will you do me a great favor, 
Apjohn. I hardly like to ask; but it would be 
a real kindness to us both. 

HE. What can I do. 

HER HUSBAND [taking up the poems] Well, 
may I get these printed? It shall be done in 
the best style. The finest paper, sumptuous 
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binding, everything first class. Theyre beauti- 
ful poems. 1 should like to shew them about 
a bit. 

SHE [running hack from the belly delighted with 
the idea, and coming hetrveen them^ Oh Henry, 
if you wouldnt mind? 

HE. Oh, 1 dont mind. I am past minding 


anything. 

HER HUSBAND. What shall we call the 
volume? To Aurora, or something like that, 
eh? 

HE. I should call it How He Lied to Her 
Husband. 

THE END 


XIV 

MAJOR BARBARA 

1905 


ACT I 

It is after dinner in January 1906, in the 
library in Lady Britomart U7ider shaft's house 
in JVilion Crescent. A large and comfortable 
settee is in the middle of the roomy upholstered 
in dark leather. A person sitting on it (it is vacant 
at present) would havCy on his righty Lady Brito- 
mart* s writing table y with the lady herself busy 
at it; a smaller writing table behind him on his 
left; the door hehirid him on Lady Britomart* s 
side; and a window with a window seat directly 
on his left. Near the window is an armchair. 

Lady Britomart is a woman of fifty or there- 
abouiSy well dressed and yet careless of her 
dress y well bred and quite reckless of her breed- 
ing y rvell mannered and yet appallingly out- 
spoken and indifferent to the opinion of her inter- 
locutors , amiable and yet peremptory, arbitrary, 
and high-tempered to the last bearable degree, 
and 7vithal a very typical managing matron of 
the upper class, treated as a naughty child until 
she grew into a scolding mother, and finally 
settling down with plenty of practical ability and 
worldly experience, limited in the oddest way with 
domestic and class lifnitations, conceiving the 
universe exactly as if it were a large house in 
Wilton Cresceyit, though handling her corner of 
it very effectively on that assumption, and being 
quite enlightened and liberal as to the books in the 
library, the pictures on the walls, the music in the 
portfolios, and the articles in the papers. 

Her son, Stephen, comes in. He is a gravely 
correct young man under 25 > taking himself very 
seriously, hut still in some awe of his mother, 
from childish habit and bachelor shyness rather 
than from any weakness of character, 

STEPHEN. Whats the matter? 

LADY BRITOMART. Presently, Stephen. 

Stephen submissively walks to the settee and 


sits down. He takes up a Liberal weekly called 
The Speaker. 

LADY BRITOMART. Dont bcgin to read, 
Stephen. I shall require all your attention. 

STEPHEN. It was only while I was waiting — 

LADY BRITOMART. Dont make excuses, 
Stephen. [He puts down The Speaker\ Now! 
[»S/^e finishes her writing; rises; and comes to the 
settee\ I have not kept you waiting very long, 
I think. 

STEPHEN. Not at all, mother. 

LADY BRITOMART. Bring me my cushion. 
[He takes the cushioyi from the chair at the desk 
and arranges it for her as she sits down on the 
settee]. Sit down. [He sits down and fingers his 
tie nervously]. Dont fiddle with your tie, 
Stephen: there is nothing the matter with 
it. 

STEPHEN. I beg your pardon. [He fiddles 
nnth his watch chain instead]. 

LADY BRITOMART. Now are you attending 
to me, Stephen? 

STEPHEN. Of course, mother. 

LADY BRITOMART. No*. it*S not of COUrSC. I 
want something much more than your every- 
day matter-of-course attention. I am going 
to speak to you very seriously, Stephen. I 
wish you would let that chain alone. 

STEPHEN [hastily relinquishing the chain] 
Have I done anything to annoy you, mother? 
If SO, it was quite unintentional. 

LADY BRITOMART [astonished] Nonsense! 
[With some remorse] My poor boy, did you 
think I was angry with you? 

STEPHEN. What is it, then, mother? You 
are making me very uneasy. 

LADY BRITOMART [squaring herself at him 
rather aggressively] Stephen; may I ask how 
soon you intend to realize that you are a 
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grown-iip man, and that I am only a woman? 

STEPHEN [amazed] Only a — 

LADY BRiTOMART. Doiit repeat my words, 
please: it is a most aggravating habit. You 
must learn to face life seriously, Stephen. I 
really cannot bear the whole burden of our 
family affairs any longer. You must advise 
me: you must assume the responsibility. 

STEPHEN. I! 

LADY BRITOMART. YcS, yOU, of COUrSC. YoU 

were 24 last June. Youve been at Harrow 
and Cambridge. Youve been to India and 
Japan. You must know a lot of things, now; 
unless you have wasted your time most 
scandalously. Well, advise me. 

STEPHEN [much perplexed] You know I have 
never interfered in the household — 

LADY BRITOMART. Noi I slioiild think not. 
I dont want you to order the dinner. 

STEPHEN. I mean in our family affairs. 

LADY BRITOMART. Well, you iiuist interfere 
now; for they are getting (juite beyond me. 

STEPHEN [troubled] 1 have thought some- 
times that perhaps I ought; but really, 
mother, I know so little about them; and 
what I do know is so painful! it is so im- 
possible to mention some things to you — 
[he stops, ashamed], 

LADY BRITOMART. I suppose you mean your 
father. 

STEPHEN [almost maudihltf] Yes. 

LADY BRITOMART. My dcar*. we cant go on 
all our lives not mentioning him. Of course 
you were quite right not to open the subject 
until I asked you to; but you are old enough 
now to be taken into my confidence, and to 
help me to deal with him about the girls. 

STEPHEN. But the girls are all right. They 
are engaged. 

LADY BRITOMART [complocently] Yes: I have 
made a very good match for Sarah. Charles 
Lomax will be a millionaire at 35. But that 
is ten years ahead; and in the meantime 
his trustees cannot under the terms of 
his father s will allow him more than £800 
a year. 

STEPHEN. But the will says also that if he 
increases his income by his own o^ertions, 
they may double the increase. 

LADY BRITOMART. Charles Lomax’s exer- 
tions are much more likely to decrease his 
income than to increase it. Sarah will have 
to find at least another £800 a year for the 
next ten years; and even then they will be 
as poor as church mice. And what about 


Barbara? I thought Barbara was going to 
make the most brilliant career of all of you. 
And what does she do? Joins the Salvation 
Army; discharges her maid; lives on a pound 
a week; and walks in one evening with a 
professor of Greek whom she has picked up 
in the street, and who pretends to be a Salva- 
tionist, and actually plays the big drum for 
her in public because he has fallen head over 
ears in love with her. 

STEPHEN. I was certainly rather taken 
aback when I heard they were engaged. 
Cusins is a very nice fellow, certainly: no- 
body would ever guess that he was born in 
Australia; but — 

LADY BRITOMART. Oh, AdolpllUS Cusius 
will make a very good husband. After all, 
nobody can say a word against Greek: it 
stamps a man at once as an educated gentle- 
man. And my family, thank Heaven, is not 
a pig-headed Tory one. We are Whigs, and 
believe in liberty. Let snobbish people say 
what they please: Barbara shall marry, not 
the man they like, but the man I like. 

STEPHEN. Of course I was thinking only of 
his income. However, he is not likely to be 
extravagant. 

LADY BRITOMART. Dont be too surc of that, 
Stephen. 1 know' your quiet, simple, refined, 
poetic people like Adolphus: quite content 
with the best of everything! They cost more 
than your extravagant people, who are 
always as mean as they arc second rate. No: 
Barbara will need at least £2000 a year. You 
see it means two additional households. Be- 
sides, my dear, you must marry soon. I dont 
approve of the present fashion of philander- 
ing bachelors and late marriages; and I am 
trying to arrange something for you. 

STEPHEN. It’s very good of you, mother; 
but perhaps I had better arrange that for 
myself. 

LADY BRITOMART. Nonseiisc! you are much 
too young to begin matchmaking: you would 
be taken in by some pretty little nobody. Of 
course I dont mean that you are not to be 
consulted: you know that as well as I do. 
[Stephen closes his lips and is silent]. Now dont 
sulk, Stephen. 

STEPHEN. I am not sulking, mother. What 
lias all this got to do with — with — with my 
father? 

LADY BRITOMART. My dear Stephen: where 
is the money to come from? It is easy enough 
for you and the other children to live on my 
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income as long as we are in the same house; 
but I cant keep four families in four separate 
houses. You know how poor my father is; he 
has barely seven thousand a year now; and 
really, if he were not the Earl of Stevenage, 
he would have to give up society. He can do 
nothing for us. He says, naturally enough, 
that it is absurd that he should be asked to 
provide for the children of a man who is 
rolling in money. You see, Stephen, your 
father must be fabulously wealthy, because 
there is always a war going on somewhere. 

STEPHEN. You need not remind me of that, 
mother. I have hardly ever opened a news- 
paper in my life without seeing our name in 
it. The Undershaft torpedo! The Undershaft 
quick firers! The Undershaft ten inch! the 
Undershaft disappearing rampart gun! the 
Undershaft submarine! and now the Under- 
shaft aerial battleship! At Harrow they called 
me the Woolwich Infant. At Cambridge it 
was the same. A little brute at King’s who 
was always trying to get up revivals, spoilt 
my Bible — your first birthday present to me 
— by writing under my name, “Son and heir 
to Undershaft and Lazarus, Death and De- 
struction Dealers: address, Christendom and 
Judea.” But that was not so bad as the 
way I was kowtowed to everywhere because 
my father was making millions by selling 
cannons. 

LADY BRiTOMART. It is not Only the cannons, 
but the war loans that Lazarus arranges 
under cover of giving credit for the cannons. 
You know, Stephen, it’s perfectly scandalous. 
Those two men, Andrew Undershaft and 
Lazarus, positively have Europe under their 
thumbs. That is why your father is able to 
behave as he does. He is above the law. Do 
you think Bismarck or Gladstone or Disraeli 
could have openly defied every social and 
moral obligation all their lives as your father 
has? They simply wouldnt have dared. I 
asked Gladstone to take it up. I asked The 
Times to take it up. I asked the Lord Cham- 
berlain to take it up. But it was just like 
asking them to declare war on the Sultan. 
They wouldnt. They said they couldnt 
touch him. I believe they were afraid. 

STEPHEN. What could they do? He does not 
actually break the law. 

LADY BRITOMART. Not break the law! He is 
always breaking the law. He broke the law 
when he was bom; his parents were not 
married. 


STEPHEN. Mother! Is that true? 

LADY BRITOMART. Of course it’s true*. that 
was why we separated. 

STEPHEN. He married without letting you 
know this! 

LADY BRITOMART \raiher taken aback by this 
inference^ Oh no. To do Andrew justice, that 
was not the sort of thing he did. Besides, you 
know the Undershaft motto: Unashamed. 
Everybody knew. 

STEPHEN. But you Said that was why you 
separated. 

LADY BRITOMART. Yes, bccause he was not 
content with being a foundling himself: he 
wanted to disinherit you for another found- 
ling. That was what I couldnt stand. 

STEPHEN [ashamed] Do you mean for — for 
— for — 

LADY BRITOMART. Dont Stammer, Stephen. 
Speak distinctly. 

STEPHEN. But this is so frightful to me, 
mother. To have to speak to you about such 
things! 

LADY BRITOMART. It's not pleasant for me, 
either, especially if you are still so childish 
that you must make it worse by a display of 
embarrassment. It is only in the middle 
classes, Stephen, that people get into a state 
of dumb helpless horror when they find that 
there are wicked people in the world. In our 
class, we have to decide what is to be done 
with wicked people; and nothing should dis- 
turb our self-possession. Now ask your ques- 
tion properly. 

STEPHEN. Mother: have you no considera- 
tion for me? For Heaven’s sake either treat 
me as a child, as you always do, and tell me 
nothing at all; or tell me everything and let 
me take it as best I can. 

LADY BRITOMART. Treat you as a child! 
What do you mean? It is most unkind and 
ungrateful of you to say such a thing. You 
know I have never treated any of you as 
children. I have always made you my com- 
panions and friends, and allowed you perfect 
freedom to do and say whatever you liked, 
so long as you liked what I could approve of. 

STEPHEN [desperately] I daresay we have 
been the very imperfect children of a very 
perfect mother; but I do beg you to let me 
alone for once, and tell me about this horrible 
business of my father wanting to set me 
aside for another son. 

LADY BRITOMART [amazed] Another son! I 
never said anything of the kind. I never 
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dreamt of such a thing. This is what comes 
of interrupting me. 

STEPHEN. But you Said — 

LADY BRiTOMART [putting Mm short\ Now be 
a good boy, Stepheil, and listen to me 
patiently. The Undershafts are descended 
from a foundling in the parish of St Andrew 
Undershaft in the city. That was long ago, 
in the reign of James the First. Well, this 
foundling was adopted by an armorer and 
gun-maker. In the course of time the 
foundling succeeded to the business; and 
from some notion of gratitude, or some vow 
or something, he adopted another foundling, 
and left the business to him. And that found- 
ling did the same. Ever since that, the cannon 
business has always been left to an adopted 
foundling named Andrew Undershaft. 

STEPHEN. But did they never marry? Were 
there no legitimate sons? 

LADY BRITOMART. Oh ycs*. they married 
just as your father did; and they were rich 
enough to buy land for their own children 
and leave them well provided for. But they 
always adopted and trained some foundling 
to succeed them in the business; and of 
course they always quarrelled with their 
wives furiously over it. Your father was 
adopted in that way; and he pretends to 
consider himself bound to keep up the tra- 
dition and adopt somebody to leave the 
business to. Of course I was not going to 
stand that. There may have been some 
reason for it when the Undershafts could 
only marry women in their own class, 
whose sons were not fit to govern great 
estates. But there could be no excuse for 
passing over my son. 

STEPHEN [duhiously^^ I am afraid I should 
make a poor hand of managing a cannon 
foundry. 

LADY BRITOMART. Noiiscnse! you could 
easily get a manager and pay him a salary. 

STEPHEN. My father evidently had no great 
opinion of my capacity. 

LADY BRITOMART. Stuff, child! you were 
only a baby: it had nothing to do with your 
capacity. Andrew did it on principle, just as 
he did every perverse and wicked thing on 
principle. When my father remonstrated, 
Andrew actually told him to his face that 
history tells us of only two successful institu- 
tions: one the Undershaft firm, and the other 
the Roman Empire under the Antonines. 
That was because the Antonine emperors all 


adopted their successors. Such rubbish! The 
Stevenages are as good as the Antonines, I 
hope; and you are a Stevenage. But that was 
Andrew .all over. There you have the man! 
Always clever and unanswerable when he 
was defending nonsense and wickedness: 
always awkward and sullen when he had to 
behave sensibly and decently! 

STEPHEN. Then it was on my account that 
your home life was broken up, mother. I am 
sorry. 

LADY BRITOMART. Well, dear, there were 
other differences. I really cannot bear an 
immoral man. I am not a Pharisee, I hope; 
and I should not have minded his merely 
doing wrong things: we are none of us per- 
fect. But your father didnt exactly do wrong 
things: he said them and thought them: that 
was what was so dreadful. He really had a 
sort of religion of wrongness. Just as one 
doesnt mind men practising immorality so 
long as they own that they are in the wrong 
by preaching morality; so I couldnt forgive 
Andrew for preaching immor<ality while he 
practised morality. You would all have 
grown up without principles, without any 
knowledge of right and wrong, if he had been 
in the house. You know, my dear, your 
father was a very attractive man in some 
ways. Children did not dislike him; and he 
took advantage of it to put the wickedest 
ideas into their heads, and make them quite 
unmanageable. I did not dislike him myself: 
very far from it; but nothing can bridge over 
moral disagreement. 

STEPHEN. All this simply bewilders me, 
mother. People m,ay differ about matters of 
opinion, or even about religion; but how can 
they differ about right and wrong? Right is 
right; and wrong is wrong; and if a man 
cannot distinguish them properly, he is either 
a fool or a rascal: thats all. 

LADY BRITOMART [touchcd] Tliats my own 
boy [she pats his cheek\\ Your father never 
could answer that: he used to laugh and get 
out of it under cover of some affectionate 
nonsense. And now that you understand the 
situation, what do you advise me to do? 

STEPHEN. Well, what can you do? 

LADY BRITOMART. I must get the money 
somehow. 

STEPHEN. We cannot take money from him. 
I had rather go and live in some cheap place 
like Bedford Square or even Hampstead 
1 than take a farthing of his money. 
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LADY BRiTOMART. But after all, Stephen, 
our present income comes from Andrew. 

STEPHEN [shocked] I never knew that. 

LADY BRITOMART. Well, you surclj didnt 
suppose your grandfather had anything to 
give me. The Stevenages could not do every- 
thing for you. We gave you social position. 
Andrew had to contribute something. He 
had a very good bargain, I think. 

STEPHEN [bitterly] We are utterly dependent 
on him and his cannons, then? 

LADY BRITOMART. Certainly not: the money 
is settled. But he provided it. So you see it 
is not a question of taking money from him 
or not: it is simply a question of how much. 
I dont want any more for myself. 

STEPHEN. Nor do I. 

LADY BRITOMART. But Sarah does; and 
Barbara does. That is, Charles Lomax and 
Adolphus Cusins will cost them more. So I 
must put my pride in iny pocket and ask for 
it, I suppose. That is your advice, Stephen, 
is it not? 

STEPHEN. No. 

LADY BRITOMART [skarpl^] Stephen! 

STEPHEN. Of course if you are deter- 
mined — 

LADY BRITOMART. I am not determined: I 
ask your advice; and I am waiting for it. I 
will not have all the responsibility thrown 
on my shoulders. 

STEPHEN [obstinately] I would die sooner 
than ask him for another penny. 

LADY BRITOMART [resignedly] You mean 
that I must ask him. Very well, Stephen: it 
shall be as you wish. You will be glad to 
know that your grandfather concurs. But he 
thinks I ought to ask Andrew to come here 
and see the girls. After all, he must have 
some natural affection for them. 

STEPHEN. Ask him here!!! 

LADY BRITOMART. Do not repeat my words, 
Stephen. Where else can I ask him? 

STEPHEN. I never expected you to ask him 
at all. 

LADY BRITOMART. Now dont tease, Stephen. 
Come! you see that it is necessary that he 
should pay us a visit, dont you? 

STEPHEN [reluctantly] I suppose so, if the 
girls cannot do without his money. 

LADY BRITOMART. Thank you, Stephen: I 
knew you would give me the right advice 
when it was properly explained to you. I 
have asked your father to come this evening. 
[Stephen hounds from his sea{\ Dont jump, 


Stephen: it fidgets me. 

STEPHEN [in utter consternation] Do you 
mean to say that my father is coming here 
tonight — that he may be here at any 
moment? 

LADY BRITOMART [looktug at her Tvaich] I said 
nine. [He gasps. She rises]. Ring the bell, 
please. [Stephen goes to the smaller writing 
table; presses a button on it; and sits at it with 
his elbows on the table and his head in his hands^ 
outwitted and overwhelmed]. It is ten minutes 
to nine yet; and I have to prepare the girls. 
I asked Charles Lomax and Adolphus to 
dinner on purpose that they might be here. 
Andrew had better see them in case he 
should cherish any delusions as to their 
being capable of supporting their wives. [The 
butler enters: Lady Britomart goes behind the 
settee to speak to him], Morrison: go up to the 
drawing room and tell everybody to come 
down here at once. [Morrison withdraws. 
Lady Britomart turns to Stephen], Now remem- 
ber, Stephen: I shall need all your counten- 
ance and authority. [He rises and tries to re- 
cover some vestige of these attributes]. Give me 
a chair, dear. [He pushes a chair forward from 
the wall to where she sta7ids, near the smaller 
writing table. She sits down; and he goes to the 
armchair^ into which he throws himself], I dont 
know how Barbara will take it. Ever since 
they made her a major in the Salvation Army 
she has developed a propensity to have her 
own way and order people about whieh quite 
cows me sometimes. It’s not ladylike: I’m 
sure I dont know where she picked it up. 
Anyhow, Barbara shant bully m e ; but still 
it’s just as well that your father should be 
here before she has time to refuse to meet 
him or make a fuss. Dont look nervous, 
Stephen: it will only encourage Barbara to 
make difficulties. I am nervous enough, 
goodness knows; but I dont shew it. 

Sarah and Barbara come in with their respect- 
ive young men, Charles Lomax and Adolphus 
Cusins, Sarah is slender, bored, and mundane, 
Barbara is robuster, jollier, much more ener- 
getic, Sarah is fashionably dressed: Barbara is 
in Salvation Army uniform, Lomax, a young 
man about town, is like many other young men 
about town. He is afflicted with a frivolous sense 
of humor which plunges him at the most inoppor- 
tune moments into paroxysms of imperfectly sup- 
pressed laughter, Cusins is a spectacled student, 
slight, thin haired, and sweet voiced, with a more 
complex form of lA)max*s complaint. His sense 
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of humor is intellectual and subtle^ and is com- 
plicated by an appalling temper. The lifelong 
struggle of a benevolent temperament and a high 
conscience against impulses of inhuman ridicule 
and fierce impatience has set tip a chronic strain 
which has visibly wrecked his constitution. He is 
a most implacable, determined, tenacious, in- 
tolerant person ?vho by mere force of character 
presents himself as — a?id indeed actually is — 
considerate, gentle, explanatory, even mild and 
apologetic, capable possibly of murder, but not 
of cruelty or coarseness. By the operation of 
some instinct ivhich is not 7nerciful enough to 
blind him with the illusions of love, he is obstin- 
ately bent on marrying Barbara. Lomax likes 
Sarah and thinks it will be rather a lark to 
marry her. Consequently he has not attempted to 
resist Lady BritomarV s arrangements to that e?id. 

All four look as if they had been having a good 
deal of fun in the drawing room. The girls enter 
first, leaving the sfvains outside. Sarah comes to 
the settee. Barbara co?nes in after her and stops 
at the door. 

BARBARA. Are Cholly and Dolly to come in? 

LADY BRiTOMART [forcibly'] Barbara*. I will 
not have Charles called Cholly: the vulgarity 
of it positively makes me ill. 

BARBARA. It’s all right, mother: Cholly is 
quite correct nowadays. Are they to come 
in? 

LADY BRITOMART. Ycs, if tlicy will bchavc 
themselves. 

BARBARA [through the door] Come in, Dolly; 
and behave yourself. 

Barbara comes to her mother s limiting table. 
Cusins enters smiling, and wanders towards 
Lady Britomart. 

SARAH [calling] Come in, Cholly. [Lomax 
enters, controlling his features very imperfectly, 
and places himself vaguely between Sarah and 
Barbara]. 

LADY BRITOMART [peremptorily] Sit down, 
all of you. [They sit. Cusins crosses to the win- 
dow and seats himself there. Lomax takes a chair. 
Barbara sits at the rvriting table and Sarah on 
the settee]. I dont in the least know what you 
are laughing at, Adolphus. I am surprised 
at you, though I expected nothing better 
from Charles Lomax. 

CUSINS [in a remarkably gentle voice] Barbara 
has been trying to teach me the West Ham 
Salvation March. 

LADY BRITOMART. I sce nothing to laugh at 
in that; nor should you if you are really con- 
verted. 
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CUSINS [sweetly] You were not present. It 
was really funny, I believe. 

LOMAX. Ripping. 

LADY BRITOMART. Be quict, Charles. Now 
listen to rne, children. Your father is coming 
here this evening. 

General stupefaction. Lomax, Sarah, and 
Barbara rise: Sarah scared, and Barbara 
amused and expectant. 

LOMAX [remonstrating] Oh I say! 

LADY BRITOMART. You are not called on to 
say anything, Charles. 

SARAH. Are you serious, mother? 

LADY BRITOMART. Of course I am serious. 
It is on your account, Sarah, and also on 
Charles’s. [Silence. Sarah sits, with a shrug. 
Charles looks pabif idly unworthy]. I hope you 
are not going to object, Barbara. 

BARBARA. 1! why should I? My father has 
a soul to be saved like anybody else. He’s 
quite welcome as far as I am concerned. 

sits on the table, and softly whistles *On- 
7vard, Christian Soldiers']. 

LOMAX [still remonstrant] But really, dont 
you know! Oh I say! 

LADY BRITOMART [frigidly] What do you 
wish to convey, Charles? 

LOMAX. Well, you must admit that this is 
a bit thick. 

LADY BRITOMART [turning with ojninous 
suavity to Cusins] Adolphus: you arc a pro- 
fessor of Greek. Can you translate Charles 
Lomax’s remarks into reputable English for 
us? 

CUSINS [cautiously] If I may say so, Lady 
Brit, I think Charles has rather happily ex- 
pressed what we all feel. Homer, speaking 
of Autolyeus. uses the same phrase, ttvkcvov 
hofxov iXOetv means a bit thick. 

LOMAX [handsomely] Not that I mind, you 
know, if Sarah dont. [He 

LADY BRITOMART [cTushingly] Thank you. 
Have I your permission, Adolphus, to invite 
my own husband to my own house? 

CUSINS [gallantly] You have my unhesitat- 
ing support in everything you do. 

LADY BRITOMART. Tush! Sarah*, have you 
nothing to say? 

SARAH. Do you mean that he is coming 
regularly to live here? 

LADY BRITOMART. Certainly not. The spare 
room is ready for him if he likes to stay for a 
day or two and see a little more of you; but 
there are limits. 

SARAH. Well, he cant eat us, I suppose. 1 
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dont mind. 

LOMAX [chuckling I wonder how the old 
man will take it. 

LADY BRiTOMART. Much as the old woman 
will, no doubt, Charles. 

LOMAX [abashed] I didnt mean — at least — 

LADY BRITOMART. You didnt think, Charles. 
You never do; and the result is, you never 
mean anything. And now please attend to 
me, children. Your father will be quite a 
stranger to us. 

LOMAX. I suppose he hasnt seen Sarah since 
she was a little kid. 

LADY BRITOMART. Not sincc she was a little 
kid, Charles, as you express it with that 
elegance of diction and refinement of thought 
that seem never to desert you. Accordingly 
— er — [impatiently] Now I have forgotten 
what I was going to say. That comes of your 
provoking me to be sarcastic, Charles. Adol- 
phus: will you kindly tell me where I was. 

cusiNS [sweetly] You were saying that as 
Mr Undershaft has not seen his children 
since they w'ere babies, he will form his 
opinion of the way you have brought them 
up from their behavior tonight, and that 
therefore you wish us all to be particularly 
careful to conduct ourselves well, especially 
Charles. 

LADY BRITOMART [with emphatic approval] 
Precisely. 

LOMAX. Look here, Dolly: Lady Brit didnt 
say that. 

LADY BRITOMART [vehemently] I did, Charles. 
Adolphus's recollection is perfectly correct. 
It is most important that you should be good; 
and I do beg you for once not to pair off into 
opposite corners and giggle and whisper 
while I am speaking to your father. 

BARBARA. All right, mother. We'll do you 
credit. comes off the table, and sits in her 
chair with ladylike elegance], 

LADY BRITOMART. Remember, Charles, that 
Sarah will want to feel proud of you instead 
of ashamed of you. 

LOMAX. Oh I say! theres nothing to be 
exactly proud of, dont you know. 

LADY BRITOMART. Well, try and look as if 
there was. 

Morrison, pale and dismayed, breaks into the 
room in unconcealed disorder. 

MORRISON. Might I speak a word to you, 
my lady? 

LADY BRITOMART. Nonsensc! Shew him up. 

MORRISON. Yes, my lady. [He goes]. 


LOMAX. Does Morrison know who it is? 

LADY BRITOMART. Of coursc. Morrison has 
always been with us. 

LOMAX. It must be a regular corker for him, 
dont you know. 

LADY BRITOMART. Is this a moment to get 
on my nerves, Charles, with your outrageous 
expressions? 

LOMAX. But this is something out of the 
ordinary, really — 

MORRISON [at the door] The — er — Mr Under- 
shaft. [He retreats in conjusion], 

Andrew Undershaft comes in. All rise. Lady 
Britomart meets him in the middle of the room 
behind the settee. 

Andrew is, on the surface, a stoutish, easy- 
going elderly man, with kindly patient manners, 
and an engaging simplicity of character. But he 
has a watchful, deliberate, waiting, listening 
face, and formidable reserves of power, both 
bodily and merital, in his capacious chest and 
long head. His gentleness is partly that of a 
strong man who has learnt by experience that his 
natural grip hurts ordinary people unless he 
handles them very carefully, and partly the 
mellowness of age and success. He is also a Utile 
shy in his present very delicate situation. 

LADY BRITOMART. Good evening, Andrew. 

UNDERSHAFT. How d'ye do, my dear. 

LADY BRITOMART. You look a good deal 
older. 

UNDERSHAFT [apologetically] I am somewhat 
older. [Taking her hand with a touch o f court- 
ship] Time has stood still with you. 

LADY BRITOMART [throjving ttway his ha7id] 
Rubbish! This is your family. 

UNDERSHAFT [surprised] Is it so large? I am 
sorry to say my memory is failing very badly 
in some things. [He offers his hand 7viih paternal 
kindness to Lomax]. 

LOMAX [jerkily shaking his hand] Ahdedoo. 

UNDERSHAFT. I Can scc you are my eldest. 
I am very glad to meet you again, my boy. 

LOMAX [remonstrating] No but look here dont 
you know — [Overcome] Oh I say! 

LADY BRITOMART [recovering from momentary 
speechlessness] Andrew: do you mean to say 
that you dont remember how many children 
you have? 

UNDERSHAFT. Well, I am afraid I — . They 
have grown so much — er. Am I making any 
ridiculous mistake? I may as well confess: I 
recollect only one son. But so many things 
have happened since, of course — er — 

LADY BRITOMART [decisively] Andrew: you 
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are talking nonsense. Of course you have 
only one son. 

UNDERSHAFT. Perhaps you will be good 
enough to introduce me, my dear. 

LADY BRiTOMART. That is Charles Lomax, 
who is engaged to Sarah. 

UNDERSHAFT. My dear sir, I beg your 
pardon. 

LOMAX. Notatall. Delighted, I assure you. 

LADY BRITOMART. This is Stephen. 

UNDERSHAFT \borving\ Happy to make your 
acquaintance, Mr Stephen. Then Ingoing to 
Cusins^ you must be my son. [Taking Cusins* 
hands in Aw] How are you, my young friend? 
[To Lady Bntomart\ He is very like you, my 
love. 

cusiNS. You flatter me, Mr Undershaft. 
My name is Cusins: engaged to Barbara. 

[ Very explicitly^ That is Major Barbara U nder- 
shaft, of the Salvation Army. That is Sarah, 
your second daughter. This is Stephen U nder- 
shaft, your son. 

UNDERSHAFT. My dear Stephen, I b e g your 
pardon. 

STEPHEN. Not at all. 

UNDERSHAFT. Mr Cusiiis: I am much in- 
debted to you for explaining so precisely. 
[Turning to Sarah] Barbara, my dear — 

SARAH [prompting him] Sarah. 

UNDERSHAFT. Sarah, of course. [They shake 
hands. He goes over to Barbara] Barbara — 
I am right this time, I hope? 

BARBARA. Quite right. [They shake hands]. 

LADY BRITOMART [resujuing comma?id] Sit 
down, all of you. Sit down, Andrew. [She 
comes forward and sits on the settee. Cusins also 
brings his chair forward on her left. Barbara 
and Stephen resume their seats. Lomax gives his 
chair to Sarah and goes for another]. 

UNDERSHAFT. Thank you, my love. 

LOMAX [conversationally, as he brings a chair 
forward between the writing table and the settee, 
and offers it to Undershaft] Takes you some 
time to find out exactly where you are, dont 
it? 

UNDERSHAFT [accepting the chair, but remain- 
ing standing] That is not what embarrasses 
me, Mr Lomax. My difficulty is that if I play 
the part of a father, I shall produce the effect 
of an intrusive stranger; and if I play the part 
of a discreet stranger. I may appear a callous 
father. 

LADY BRITOMART. There is no need for you 
to play any part at all, Andrew. You had 
much better be sincere and natural. 


UNDERSHAFT [submissivcly] Yes, my dear; 
I daresay that will be best. [He sits down 
comfortably]. Well, here I am. Now what can 
I do for you all? 

LADY BRITOMART. You need not do any- 
thing, Andrew. You are one of the family. 
You can sit with us and enjoy yourself. 

A painfully conscious pause. Barbara makes 
a face at Lomax, whose too long suppressed 
mirth immediately explodes in agonized neigkings. 

LADY BRITOMART [outragedi] Charles Lomax: 
if you can behave yourself, behave yourself. 
If not, leave the room. 

LOMAX. I'm awfully sorry, Lady Brit, but 
really you know, upon my soul! [He sits on the 
settee between Lady Britomart and Under shaft, 
quite overcome], 

BARBARA. Why dont you laugh if you want 
to, Cholly? It’s good for your inside. 

LADY BRITOMART. Barbara*, you have had 
the education of a lady. Please let your father 
see that; and dont talk like a street girl. 

UNDERSHAFT. Never mind me, my dear. As 
you know, I am not a gentleman; and I was 
never educated. 

LOMAX [encouragingly] Nobody 'd know it, 
I assure you. You look all right, you know. 

CUSINS. Let me advise you to study Greek, 
Mr Undershaft. Greek scholars are privileged 
men. Few of them know Greek; and none of 
them know anything else; but their position 
is unchallengeable. Other languages are 
the qualifications of waiters and commercial 
travellers: Greek is to a man of position what 
the hallmark is to silver. 

BARBARA. Dolly: dont be insincere. Cholly: 
fetch your concertina and play something 
for us. 

LOMAX [jumps up eagerly, hut checks himself 
to remark doubtfully to Undershaft] Perhaps 
that sort of thing isnt in your line, eh? 

UNDERSHAFT. I am particularly fond of 
music. 

LOMAX [delighted] Are you? Then I’ll get it. 
[He goes upstairs for the instrument], 

UNDERSHAFT. Do you play, Barbara? 

BARBARA. Only the tambourine. But Cholly 's 
teaching me the concertina. 

UNDERSHAFT. Is Cholly also a member of 
the Salvation Army? 

BARBARA. No*. he says it’s bad form to be a 
dissenter. But I dont despair of Cholly. I 
made him come yesterday to a meeting at 
the dock gates, and take the collection in his 
hat. 
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UNDERSHAFT [looks wkimsically at his ivife\\\ 

LADY BRITOMART. It iS DOt ITiy doillg, 

Andrew. Barbara is old enough to take her 
own way. She has no father to advise her. 

BARBARA. Oh yes she has. There are no 
orphans in the Salvation Army. 

UNDERSHAFT. Your father there has a great 
many children and plenty of experience, eh? 

BARBARA \looking at him with quick interest 
and nodding^ Just so. How did you come to 
understand that? [Lomax is heard at the door 
trying the concertina\ 

LADY BRITOMART. Comc in, Charles. Play 
us something at once. 

LOMAX. Righto! [He sits down in his former 
place i and preludes\ 

UNDERSHAFT. One moment, Mr Lomax. I 
am rather interested in the Salvation Army. 
Its motto might be my own: Bloood and Fire. 

LOMAX [shocked] But not your sort of blood 
and fire, you know. 

UNDERSHAi-'T. My sort of blood cleanses: 
my sort of fire purifies. 

BARBARA. So do ours. Come down tomorrow 
to my shelter — the West Ham shelter — and 
see what we re doing. We’re going to march 
to a great meeting in the Assembly Hall at 
Mile End. Come and see the shelter and then 
march with us: it will do you a lot of good. 
Can you play anything? 

UNDERSHAFT. In my youth I earned pennies, 
and even shillings occasionally, in the streets 
and in public house parlors by my natural 
talent for stepdancing. Later on, I became a 
member of the Undershaft orchestral society 
and performed passably on the tenor trom- 
bone. 

LOMAX [scandalized — putting down the con- 
certina] Oh I say! 

BARBARA. Many a sinner has played him- 
self into heaven on the trombone, thanks to 
the Army. 

LOMAX [to Barbara, still rather shocked] Yes; 
but what about the cannon business, dont 
you know? [7b Undershaft] Getting into 
heaven is not exactly in your line, is it? 

LADY BRITOMART. Charlcs!!! 

LOMAX. Well; but it stands to reason, dont 
it? The cannon business may be necessary 
and all that: we cant get on without cannons; 
but it isnt right, you know. On the other 
hand, there may be a certain amount of tosh 
about the Salvation Army — I belong to the 
Established Church myself— -but still you 
cant deny that it’s religion; and you cant go 


against religion, can you? At least unless 
youre downright immoral, dont you know. 

UNDERSHAFT, You hardly appreciate my 
position, Mr Lomax — 

LOMAX [hastily] I’m not saying anything 
against you personally — 

UNDERSHAFT. Quite so, quite so. But con- 
sider for a moment. Here I am, a profiteer 
in mutilation and murder. I find myself in a 
specially amiable humor just now because, 
this morning, down at the foundry, we blew 
twenty-seven dummy soldiers into fragments 
with a gun which formerly destroyed only 
thirteen. 

LOMAX [leyiienlly] Well, the more destructive 
war becomes, the sooner it will be abolished, 
eh? 

UNDERSHAFT. Not at all. The more de- 
structive war becomes the more fascinating 
we find it. No, Mr Lomax: I am obliged to 
you for making the usual excuse for my trade; 
but I am not ashamed of it. I am not one of 
those men who keep their morals and their 
business in water-tight compartments. All 
the spare .money my trade rivals spend on 
hospitals, cathedrals, and other receptacles 
for conscience money, I devote to experi- 
ments and researches in improved methods 
of destroying life and property. I have always 
done so; and 1 always shall, Therefore your 
Christmas card moralities of peace on earth 
and goodwill among men are of no use to me. 
Your Christianity, which enjoins you to re- 
sist not evil, and to turn the other cheek, 
would make me a bankrupt. My moralily — 
my religion — must have a place for cannons 
and torpedoes in it. 

STEPHEN [coldly — almost sullenly] You speak 
as if there were half a dozen moralities and 
religions to choose from, instead of one true 
morality and one true religion. 

UNDERSHAFT. For me there is only one true 
morality; but it might not fit you, as you do 
not manufacture aerial battleships. There 
is only one true morality for every man; but 
every man has not the same true morality. 

LOMAX [overtaxed] Would you mind saying 
that again? I didnt quite follow it. 

cusiNs. It’s quite simple. As Euripides 
says, one man’s meat is another man’s poison 
morally as well as physically. 

UNDERSHAFT. Precisely. 

LOMAX. Oh, that! Yes, yes, yes. True. True. 

STEPHEN. In other words, some men are 
honest and some are scoundrels. 
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BARBARA. Bosh! There are no scoundrels. 

UNDERSHAFT. Indeed? Are there any good 
men? 

BARBARA. No. Not one. There are neither 
good men nor scoundrels: there are just 
children of one Father; and the sooner they 
stop calling one another names the better. 
You neednt talk to me: I know them. Ive had 
scores of them through my hands: scoun- 
drels, criminals, infidels, philanthropists, 
missionaries, county councillors, all sorts. 
They re all just the same sort of sinner; and 
theres the same salvation ready for them all. 

UNDERSHAFT. May I ask have you ever 
saved a maker of cannons? 

BARBARA. No. Will you let me try? 

UNDERSHAFT. Well, I will make a bargain 
with you. If I go to see you tomorrow in your 
Salvation Shelter, will you come the day 
after to see me in my cannon works? 

BARBARA. Take care. It may end in your 
giving up the cannons for the sake of the 
Salvation Army. 

UNDERSHAFT. Are you sure it will not end 
in your giving up the Salvation Army for the 
sake of the cannons? 

BARBARA. I will take my chance of that. 

UNDERSHAFT. And I will take my chance of 
the other, yrhey shake hands on t<]. Where is 
your shelter? 

BARBARA. In Wcst Ham. At the sign of the 
cross. Ask anybody in Canning Town. Where 
are your works? 

UNDERSHAFT. In Pcrivalc St Andrews. At 
the sign of the sword. Ask anybody in Europe. 

LOMA.x, Iladnt I better play something? 

BARBARA. Yes. Give us Onward, Christian 
Soldiers. 

LOMAX. Well, thats rather a strong order to 
begin with, dont you know. Suppose I sing 
Thourt passing hence, my brother. It’s much 
the same tune. 

BARBARA. It’s too melancholy. You get 
saved, Cholly; and youll pass hence, my 
brother, without making such a fuss about it. 

LADY BRiTOMART. Really, Barbara, you go 
on as if religion were a pleasant subject. Do 
have some sense of propriety. 

UNDKRSHAFT. I do not find it an unpleasant 
subject, my dear. It is the only one that 
capable people really care for. 

LADY BRITOMART \looking at her tvatcK] Well, 
if you are detemined to have it, I insist on 
having it in a proper and respectable way. 
Charles: ring for prayers. 


General amazement, Stephen rises in dismay, 

LOMAX [nVnzg] Oh I say! 

UNDERSHAFT [rising] I am afraid I must he 
going, 

LADY BRITOMART. You cannot go now, 
Andrew: it would be most improper. Sit 
down. What will the servants think? 

UNDERSHAFT. My dear*. I have conscien- 
tious scruples. May I suggest a compromise? 
If Barbara will conduct a little service in the 
drawing room, with Mr Lomax as organist, 
I will attend it willingly. I will even take part, 
if a trombone can be procured. 

LADY BRITOMART. Dont mock, Andrew. 

UNDERSHAFT [shockcd — to Barbara] You 
dont think I am mocking, my love, I hope. 

BARBARA. No, of coursc not*, and it w'ouldnt 
matter if you were: half the Army came to 
their first meeting for a lark. [Rising] Come 
along. throws her arm round her father 
and sweeps him out, calling to the others from 
the threshold] Come, Dolly. Come, Cholly. 

Cusins rises, 

LADY BRITOMART. I will not bc disobeyed by 
everybody. Adolphus: sit down. [He does not], 
Charles: you may go. You are not fit for 
prayers: you cannot keep your countenance. 

LOMAX. Oh I say! [He goes out], 

LADY BRITOMART [continuing] But you, 
Adolphus, can behave yourself if you choose 
to. I insist on your staying. 

CUSINS. My dear Lady Brit: there are 
things in the family prayer book that I 
couldnt bear to hear you say. 

LADY BRITOMART. What things, pray? 

CUSINS. Well, you would have to say before 
all the servants that we have done things we 
ought not to have done, and left undone 
things we ought to have done, and that there 
is no health in us. I cannot bear to hear you 
doing yourself such an injustice, and Bar- 
bara such an injustice. As for myself, I flatly 
deny it: I have done my best. I shouldnt dare 
to marry Barbara — I couldnt look you in the 
face — if it w ere true. So I must go to the 
drawing room. 

LADY BRITOMART [offended] Well, go. [He 
starts for the door]. And remember this, 
Adolphus [he turns to listen]: I have a very 
strong suspicion that you went to the Salva- 
tion Army to worship Barbara and nothing 
else. And I quite appreciate the very clever 
way in which you systematically humbug me. 
I have found you out. Take care Barbara 
doesnt. Thats all. 
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cusiNs [with unruffled sweetness] Dont tell 
on me. \He steals out]. 

LADY BRiTOMART. Sarah*, if you want to go, 
go. Anything’s better than to sit there as 
if you wished you were a thousand miles 
away. 

SARAH [languidly] Very well, mamma. [5Ae 
goes]. 

Lady Britomarty with a sudden flounce, gives 
way to a little gust of tears. 

STEPHEN [going to her] Mother: whats the j 
matter? 

LADY BRITOMART [swishing away her tears 
with her handkerchief] Nothing. Foolishness. 
You can go with him, too, if you like, and 
leave me with the servants. 

STEPHEN. Oh, you mustnt think that, 
mother. I — I dont like him. 

LADY BRITOMART. The otlicrs do. That is 
the injustice of a woman’s lot. A woman has 
to bring up her children; and that means to 
restrain them, to deny them things they 
want, to set them tasks, to punish them 
when they do wrong, to do all the unpleasant 
things. And then the father, who has nothing 
to do but pet them and spoil them, comes in 
when all her work is done and steals their 
affection from her. 

STEPHEN, He has not stolen our affection 
from you. It is only curiosity. 

LADY BRITOMART [violently] I wont be con- 
soled, Stephen. There is nothing the matter 
with me. rises and goes towards the door]. 

STEPHEN. Where are you going, mother? 

LADY BRITOMART. To the drawing room, of 
course. [-SAe goes out. Onward, Christian Sol- 
diers, on the concertina, with tambourine accom- 
paniment, is heard when the door opens]. Are 
you coming, Stephen? 

STEPHEN. No. Certainly not. [-SAe goes. He 
sits down on the settee, with compressed lips and 
an expression of strong dislike]. 

ACT II 

The yard of the West Ham shelter of the 
Salvation Army is a cold place on a January 
morning. The building itself, an old warehouse, 
is newly whitewashed. Its gabled end projects 
into the yard in the middle, with a door on the 
ground floor, and another in the loft above it 
without any balcony or ladder, but with a pulley 
rigged over it for hoisting sacks. Those who 
come from this central gable end into the yard 
have the gateway leading to the street on their 


left, with a stone horse trough just beyond it, and, 
on the right, a penthouse shielding a table from 
the weather. There are forms at the table; and on 
them are seated a man and a woman, both much 
down on their luck, finishing a meal of bread (one 
thick slice each, with margarine and golden syrup) 
and diluted milk. 

The man, a workman out of employment, is 
young, agile, a talker, a poser, sharp enough to 
be capable of anything in reason except honesty 
or altruistic considerations of any kind. The 
woman is a commonplace old bundle of poverty 
and hard-worn humanity. She looks sixty and 
probably is forty-flve. if they were rich people, 
gloved and muffed and well wrapped up in furs 
and overcoats, they would be numbed and miser- 
able; for it is agrindingly cold raw January day; 
and a glance at the background of grimy ware- 
houses and leaden sky visible over the white- 
washed walls of the yard would drive any idle 
rich person straight to the Mediterranean. But 
these two, being 7io more troubled with visions of 
the Mediterranean than of the moon, and being 
compelled to keep more of their clothes in the 
pawnshop, and less on their persons, in winter 
than in summer, are not depressed by the cold: 
rather are they stung into vivacity, to which their 
meal has just now given an almost jolly turn. 
The man takes a pull at his mug, and then gets 
up and moves about the yard with his hands deep 
in his pockets, occasionally breaking into a step- 
dance. 

THE WOMAN. Feel better arter your meal, 
sir? 

THE MAN. No. Call that a meal! Good enough 
for you, praps; but wot is it to me, an intelli- 
gent workin man? 

THE WOMAN. Workin man! Wot are you? 

THE MAN. Painter. 

THE WOMAN [sceptically] Yus, I dessay. 

THE MAN. Yus, you dcssay! I know. Every 
loafer that cant do nothink calls isself a 
painter. Well, I’m a real painter: grainer, 
finisher, thirty-eight bob a week when I can 
get it. 

THE WOMAN. Then why dont you go and get 
it? 

THE MAN. I’ll tell you why. Fust: I’m in- 
telligent — fffff! it’s rotten cold here [he 
dances a step or two ] — yes: intelligent beyond 
the station o life into which it has pleased the 
capitalists to call me; and they dont like a 
man that sees through em. Second, an in- 
telligent bein needs a doo share of appiness; 
so I drink somethink cruel when I get the 
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chawnce. Third, I stand by my class and do 
as little as I can so*s to leave arf the job for 
me fellow workers. Fourth, I’m fly enough 
to know wots inside the law and wots out- 
side it; and inside it I do as the capitalists do: 
pinch wot I can lay me ands on. In a proper 
state of society I am sober, industrious and 
honest: in Rome, so to speak, I do as the 
Romans do. Wots the consequence? When 
trade is bad — and it’s rotten bad just now — 
and the employers az to sack arf their men, 
they generally start on me. 

THE WOMAN. Whats your name? 

THE MAN. Price. Bronterre O’Brien Price. 
Usually called Snobby Price, for short. 

THE WOMAN. Snobby ’s a carpenter, aint it? 
You said you was a painter. 

PRICE. Not that kind of snob, but the 
genteel sort. I’m too uppish, owing to my 
intelligence, and my father being a Chartist 
and a reading, thinking man: a stationer, too. 
I’m none of your common hewers of wood 
and drawers of water; and dont you forget it. 
[He returns to his seat at the table, and takes up 
his mug]. Wots your name? 

THE WOMAN. Ilummy Mitchens, sir. 

PRICE [quaffing the remains of his milk to her] 
Your elth, Miss Mitchens. 

RUMMY [correcting him] Missis Mitchens. 

PRICE. Wot! Oh Rummy, Rummy! Respect- 
able married woman, Rummy, gittin rescued 
by the Salvation Army by pretendin to be a 
bad un. Same old game! 

RUMMY. What am I to do? I cant starve. 
Them Salvation lasses is dear good girls; but 
the better you are, the worse they likes to 
think you were before they rescued you. 
Why shouldnt they av a bit o credit, poor 
loves? they re worn to rags by their work. 
And where would they get the money to 
rescue us if we was to let on we’re no worse 
than other people? You know what ladies 
and gentleman are. 

PRICE. Thievin swine! Wish I ad their job. 
Rummy, all the same. Wot does Rummy 
stand for? Pet name praps? 

RUMMY. Short for Romola. 

PRICE. For wot!? 

RUMMY. Romola. It was out of a new book. 
Somebody me mother wanted me to grow 
up like. 

PRICE. We’re companions in misfortune, 
Rummy. Both on us got names that nobody 
cawnt pronounce. Consequently I’m Snobby 
and youre Rummy because Bill and Sally 


wasnt good enough for our parents. Such is 
life! 

RUMMY. Who saved you, Mr Price? Was it 
Major Barbara? 

PRICE. No: I come here on my own. I’m 
goin to be Bronterre O’Brien Price, the con- 
verted painter. I know wot they like. I’ll tell 
em how I blasphemed and gambled and 
wopped my poor old mother — 

RUMMY [shocked] Used you to beat your 
mother? 

PRICE. Not likely. She used to beat me. 
No matter: you come and listen to the con- 
verted painter, and youll hear how she was a 
pious woman that taught me me prayers at 
er knee, an how I used to come home drunk 
and drag her out o bed be er snow-white airs, 
an lam into er with the poker. 

RUMMY. Thats whats so unfair to us women. 
Your confessions is just as big lies as ours: 
you dont tell what you really done no more 
than us; but you men can tell your lies right 
out at the meetins and be made much of for 
it; while the sort o confessions we az to make 
az to be wispered to one lady at a time. It 
aint right, spite of all their piety. 

PRICE. Right! Do you spose the Army ’d 
be allowedif it went and did right? Not much. 
It combs our air and makes us good little 
blokes to be robbed and put upon. But I’ll 
play the game as good as any of em. I’ll see 
somebody struck by lightnin, or hear a voice 
sayin “Snobby Price: where will you spend 
eternity?” I’ll av a time of it, I tell you. 

RUMMY. You wont be let drink, though. 

PRICE. I’ll take it out in gorspellin, then. 
I dont want to drink if I can get fun enough 
any other way. 

Jenny Hill, a pale, overwrought, pretty Salva- 
tion lass of IS, comes in through the yard gate, 
leading Peter Shirley, a half hardened, half 
wom-out elderly man, weak with hunger. 

JENNY [supporting him] Come! pluck up. I’ll 
get you something to eat. Youll be all right 
then. 

PRICE [rising and hurrying officiously to take 
the old man off Jenny* s hands] Poor old man! 
Cheer up, brother: youll find rest and peace 
and appiness ere. Hurry up with the food, 
miss: e’s fair done. [Jenny hurries into the 
shelter]. Ere, buck up, daddy! she’s fetchin 
y’a thick slice o breadn treacle, an a mug o 
sky blue. [He seats him at the corner of the table]* 

RUMMY [gaily] Keep up your old art! Never 
say die! 
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SHIRLEY. Tm not an old man. Tm ony 46. 
Tm as good as ever I was. The grey patch 
come in my hair before I was thirty. All it 
wants is three pennorth o hair dye: am I to 
be turned on the streets to starve for it? 
Holy God! Ive worked ten to twelve hours 
a day since I was thirteen, and paid my way 
all through; and now am I to be thrown into 
the gutter and my job given to a young man 
that can do it no better than me because Ive 
black hair that goes white at the first change? 

PRICE [cAeerJull^] No good jawrin about it. 
Youre ony a jumped-up, jerked-off, orspittle- 
turned-out incurable of an ole workin man: 
who cares about you? Eh? Make the thievin 
swine give you a meal: theyve stole many a 
one from you. Get a bit o your own back. 
[Jenn^ returns with the usual meal\ There you 
are, brother. Awsk a blessin an tuck that 
into you. 

SHIRLEY [looking at it ravenously but not 
touching itf and crying like a child^ I never took 
anything before. 

. JENNY [jpeitmg Am] Come, come! the Lord 
sends it to you: he wasnt above taking bread 
from his friends; and why should you be? 
Besides, when we find you a job you can pay 
us for it if you like. 

SHIRLEY [eagerly^ Yes, yes: thats true. I can 
pay you back: it’s only a loan. [Shivering] Oh 
Lord! oh Lord! [He turns to the table and attacks 
the meal ravenously], 

JENNY. Well, Rummy, are you more com- 
fortable now? 

RUMMY. God bless you, lovey! youve fed 
my body and saved my soul, havnt you? 
[Jenny ^ touched, kisses her]. Sit down and rest 
a bit: you must be ready to drop. 

JENNY. Ive been going hard since morning. 
But theres more work than we can do. I 
mustnt stop. 

RUMMY. Try a prayer for just two minutes. 
Youll work all the better after. 

JENNY [her eyes lighting up] Oh isnt it wonder- 
ful how a few minutes prayer revives you! 
I was quite lightheaded at twelve o’clock, I 
was so tired; but Major Barbara just sent me 
to pray for five minutes; and I was able to go 
as if I had only just begun. [7b Price] Did 
you have a piece of bread? 

PRICE [with unction] Yes, miss; but Ive got 
the piece that I value more; and thats the 
peace that passeth hall hannerstennin. 

RUMMY [fervently] Glory Hallelujah! 

Bill Walker, a rough customer of about 25, 


appears at the yard gate and looks malevolently 
at Jenny, 

JENNY. That makes me so happy. When 
you say that, I feel wicked for loitering here. 

I must get to work again. 

She is hurrying to the shelter, when the new- 
comer moves quickly up to the door and intercepts 
her. His manner is so threatening that she re- 
treats as he comes at her truculently, driving her 
down the yard, 

BILL. Aw knaow you. Youre the one that 
took way maw girl. Youre the one that set 
er agen me. Well, I’m gowin to ev er aht. 
Not that Aw care a carse for er or you: sec? 
Bat Aw’ll let er knaow; and Aw’ll let you 
knaow. Aw’m gowing to give her a doin 
tliatll teach er to cat awy from me. Nah in 
wiv you and tell er to cam aht afore Aw cam 
in and kick er aht. Tell er Bill Walker wants 
er. She’ll knaow wot thet means; and if she 
keeps me witin itll be worse. You stop to 
jawr beck at me; and Aw’ll stawt on you: d’ye 
cah? Theres your wy. In you gow. [He takes 
her by the arm and slings her torvards the door 
of the shelter. She falls on her hand and knee. 
Rummy helps her up again], 

PRICE [rising, and venturing irresolutely to- 
fvards Bill] Easy there, mate. She aint doin 
you no arm. 

BILL. Oo are you callin mite? [Standing over 
him threateningly] Youre gowin to stend ap 
for er, aw yer? Put ap your ends. 

RUMMY [running indignantly to him to scold 
him] Oh, you great brute — [He instantly 
s?vings his left hand back against her face. She 
screams and reels back to the trough, where she 
sits down, covering her bruised face with her hands 
and rocking herself and moanmg with pain], 

JENNY [going to her] Oh, God forgive you! 
How could you strike an old woman like that? 

BILL [seizing her by the hair so violently that 
she also screams, and tearing her away from the 
old wojnan] You Gawd forgimme again an 
Aw’ll Gawd forgive you one on the jawr 
thetll stop you pryin for a week. [Holding her 
and turning fiercely on Price] Ev you enny- 
thing to sy agen it? 

PRICE [intimidated^ No, matey: she aint 
anything to do with me. 

BILL. Good job for you! Aw’d pat two meals 
into you and fawt you with one finger arter, 
you stawved cur. [7b Jenny] Nah are you 
gowin to fetch aht Mog Ebbijem; or em Aw 
to knock your fice off you and fetch her me- 
self? 
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JENNY [writhing in his grasp"\ Oh please 
someone go in and tell Major Barbara — [she 
screams again as he wrenches her head down; 
and Price and Rummy jlee into the shelter\ 

BILL. You want to gow in and tell your 
Mijor of me, do you? 

JENNY. Oh please dont drag my hair. Let 
me go. 

BILL. Do you or downt you? siijies a 
sc7'eam\ Yus or nao? 

JENNY. God give me strength — 

BILL [striking her with his fist m theface^ Gow 
an shaow her thet, and tell her if she wants 
one lawk it to cam and interfere with me. 
[Jenny, crying with pain, goes into the shed, lie 
goes to the form and addresses the old maji]. 
Eah: finish your mess; an git aht o maw wy. 

SHIRLEY [springmg up and facing him fiercely ^ 
with the mug in his hand^ You take a liberty 
with me, and I’ll smash you over the face 
with the mug and cut your eye out. Aint you 
satisfied — young whelps like you — with 
takin the bread out o the mouths of your 
elders that have brought you up and slaved 
for you, but you must come shovin and 
cheekin and bullyin in here, where the bread 
o charity is sickening in our stummicks? 

BILL [contemptuously, hut hacking a little^ Wot 
good are you, you aold palsy mag? Wot good 
are you? 

SHIRLEY. As good as you and better. I’ll 
do a day’s work agen you or any fat young 
soaker of your age. Go and take my job at 
Horrockses, where I worked for ten year. 
They want young men there: they cant 
afford to keep men over forty-five. Theyre 
very sorry — give you a character and happy 
to help you to get anything suited to your 
years — sure a steady man wont be long out 
of a job. Well, let em try you. They’ll find 
the differ. What do you know? Not as much 
as how to beeyave yourself — layin your dirty 
fist across the mouth of a respectable woman! 

BILL. Downt provowk me to ly it acrost 
yours: d’ye eah? 

SHIRLEY [with blighting contempt] Yes: you 
like an old man to hit, dont you, when youve 
finished with the women. I aint seen you hit 
a young one yet. 

BILL [stung] You loy, you aold soup- 
kitchener, you. There w^as a yang menn eah. 
Did Aw offer to itt him or did Aw not? 

SHIRLEY. Was he starvin or was he not? 
Was he a man or only a crosseyed thief an a 
loafer? Would you hit my son-in-law’s 


brother? 

BILL. Go’s ee? 

SHIRLEY. Todger Fairmile o Balls Pond. 
Him that w'on .£20 off the Japanese wrastler 
at the music hall by standin out 17 minutes 
4 seconds agen him. 

BILL [sullenly] Aw’m nao music awl wrastler. 
Ken he box? 

SHIRLEY. Yes: an you cant. 

BILL. Wot! Aw cawnt, cawnt Aw? Wots 
thet you sy [threatening him]} 

SHIRLEY [not budging an inch] Will you box 
Todger Fairmile if I put him on to you? Say 
the word. 

BILL [subsiding with a slouch] Aw'll stend ap 
to enny menn alawv, if he was ten Todger 
Fairmawls. But Aw downt set ap to be a 
perfcshnal. 

SHIRLEY [looking down on him with unfathom- 
able disdain] You box! Slap an old w^oman 
with the back o your hand! You hadnt even 
the sense to hit her where a magistrate 
couldnt see the mark of it, you silly young 
lump of conceit and ignorance. Hit a girl in 
the jaw and ony make her cry! If Todger 
Fairmilc’d done it, she wouldnt a got up 
inside o ten minutes, no more than you 
w ould if he got on to you. Yah! I’d set about 
you myself if I had a week’s feedin in me 
instead o two months’ starvation. [He turns 
his back 07i him and sits down moodily at the 
table]. 

BILL [foUonnng him atid stooping over him to 
drive the taunt m] You loy! youve the bread 
and treacle in you that you cam eah to beg. 

SHIRLEY [bursthig into tears] Oh God! it’s 
true: I’m only an old pauper on the scrap 
heap. [Furiously] But youll come to it your- 
self; and then youll know'. Youll come to it 
sooner than a teetotaller like me, fillin your- 
self with gin at this hour o the mornin! 

BILL. Aw’m nao gin drinker, you oald lawr; 
bat wen Aw^ w’ant to give my girl a bloomin 
good aw'din Aw lawk to ev a bit o devil in 
me: see? An eah Aw emm, talkin to a rotten 
aold blawter like you sted o givin her wot 
for. [Working himself into a rage] Aw’m gowin 
in there to fetch her aht. [He makes vengefully 
for the shelter door]. 

SHIRLEY. Youre goin to the station on a 
stretcher, more likely; and theyll take the 
gin and the devil out of you there when they 
get you inside. You mind what youre about: 
the major here is the Earl o Stevenage’s 
granddaughter. 
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BILL [checked] Garn! 

SHIRLEY. You’ll see. 

BILL [his resolution oozing Well, Aw aint 
dan nathin to er. 

SHIRLEY. Spose she said you did! who’d 
believe you? 

BILL [very uneasy, skulking hack to the corner 
of the penthouse] Gawd! thcres no justice in 
this cantry. To think wot them people can 
do! Aw’m as good as er. 

SHIRLEY. Tell her so. It’s just what a fool 
like you would do. 

Barbara, brisk and businesslike, comes from 
the shelter with a note book, and addresses herself 
to Shirley. Bill, cowed, sits dotvn in the corner 
on a form, and turns his back on them. 

BARBARA. Good moming. 

SHIRLEY [standing up and taking off his haf\ 
Good morning, miss. 

BARBARA. Sit down: make yourself at home. 
[He hesitates; but she puts a friendly hand on 
his shoulder and makes him obey]. Now then! 
since youve made friends with us, we want 
to know all about you. Names and addresses 
and trades. 

SHIRLEY. Peter Shirley. Fitter. Chucked 
out two months ago because I was too old. 

BARBARA [not at all surprised] Youd pass 
Still. Why didnt you dye your hair? 

SHIRLEY. I did. Me age come out at a 
coroner’s inquest on me daughter. 

BARBARA. Steady? 

SHIRLEY. Teetotaller. Never out of a job 
before. Good worker. And sent to the 
knackers like an old horse! 

BARBARA. No matter*, if you did your part 
God will do his. 

SHIRLEY [suddenly stubborn] My religion’s 
no concern of anybody but myself. 

BARBARA [gucssing] I know. Secularist? 

SHIRLEY [hotly] Did I offer to deny it? 

BARBARA. Why should you? My own father’s 
a Secularist, I think. Our Father — yours and 
mine — fulfils himself in many ways; and I 
daresay he knew what he was about when 
he made a Secularist of you. So buck up, 
Peter! we can always find a job for a steady 
man like you. [Shirley, disarmed and a little 
bewildered, touches his hat. She turns from him 
to Bill]. Whats your name? 

BILL [insolently] Wots thet to you? 

BARBARA [calmly making a note] Afraid to 
give his name. Any trade? 

BILL. Go’s afride to give is nime? [Doggedly, 
with a sense of heroically defying the House of 


Lords in the person of Lord Stevenage] If you 
want to bring a chawge agen me, bring it. 
rvaits unruffled]. Moy nime s Bill Walker, 

BARBARA if the name were familiar: trying 
to remember how] Bill Walker? [Recollecting] 
Oh, I know: youre the man that Jenny Hill 
was praying for inside just now. [SAe enters 
his name in her note book]. 

BILL. Go’s Jenny III? And wot call as she to 
pry for me? 

BARBARA. I dont know. Perhaps it was you 
that cut her lip. 

BILL [defiantly] Yus, it was me that cat her 
lip. Aw aint afride o you. 

BARBARA. How could you bc, siiice youre not 
afraid of God? Youre a brave man, Mr Walker. 
It takes some pluck to do o u r work here: but 
none of us dare lift our hand against a girl 
like that, for fear of her Father in heaven. 

BILL [sullenly] I want nan o your kentin 
jawr. I spowse you think Aw cam eah to 
beg from you, like this demmiged lot eah. 
Not me. Aw downt want your bread and 
scripe and ketlep. Aw dont blieve in your 
Gawd, no more than you do yourself. 

BARBARA [sunuUy apologctic and ladylike, as 
on a new footing with him] Oh, I beg your 
pardon for putting your name down, Mr 
Walker. I didnt understand. I’ll strike it out. 

BILL [taking this as a slight, and deeply 
ivounded by it] Eah! you let maw nime alown. 
Aint it good enaff to bc in your book? 

BARBARA [considering] Well, you see, theres 
no use putting down your name unless I can 
do something for you, is there? Whats your 
trade? 

BILL [still smarting] Thets nao concern o 
yours. 

BARBARA. Just SO. [Very businesslike] I’ll put 
you down as [writmg] the man who — struck — 
poor little Jenny Hill — in the mouth. 

BILL [rising threateningly] See eah. Awve ed 
enaff o this. 

BARBARA [quite sunny and fearless] What did 
you come to us for? 

BILL. Aw cam for maw gel, see? Aw cam to 
tike her aht o this and to brike er jawr for er. 

BARBARA [complacently] You see I was right 
about your trade. [Bill, on the point of retorting 
furiously, finds himself, to his great shame and 
terror, in danger of crying instead. He sits 
down again suddenly], Whats her name? 

BILL [dogged] Er nime’s Mog Ebbijem: 
thets wot er nime is. 

BARBARA. Mog Habbijam! Oh, she’s gone 
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to Canning Town, to our barracks there. 

BILL [fortified by his resentment of Mog's 
perfidy^ Is she? [Vindictively'\ Then Aw’m 
gowin to Kennintahn arter her. [He crosses 
to the gate; hesitates; finally comes back at 
Barbara], Are you loyin to me to git shat o 
me? 

BARBARA. I dont waiit to get shut of you. 

I want to keep you here and save your soul. 
Youd better stay: youre going to have a bad 
time today, Bill. 

BILL. Go's gowin to give it to me? You, 
preps? 

BARBARA. Someonc you dont believe in. 
But youll be glad afterwards. 

BILL [slinking off"] Aw’ll gow to Kennintahn 
to be aht o reach o your tangue. [Suddenly 
turning on her with intense malice] And if Aw 
downt fawnd Mog there, Aw’ll cam beck and 
do two years for you, selp me Gawd if Aw 
downt! 

BARBARA [a shade kindlier, if possible] It’s 
no use, Bill. She’s got another bloke. 

BILL. Wot! 

BARBARA. One of her own converts. He fell 
in love with her when he saw her with her 
soul saved, and her face clean, and her hair 
washed. 

BILL [surprised] Wottud she wash it for, the 
carroty slat? It’s red. 

BARBARA. It’s quite lovely now, because she 
wears a new look in her eyes with it. It’s a 
pity youre too late. The new bloke has put 
your nose out of joint, Bill. 

BILL. Aw’ll put his nowse aht o joint for 
him. Not that Aw care a carse for er, mawnd 
thet. But Aw'll teach her to drop me as if 
Aw was dirt. And Aw’ll teach him to meddle 
with maw judy. Wots iz bleedin nime? 

BARBARA. Sergeant Todger Fairmile. 

SHIRLEY [rising niih grim joy] I’ll go with 
him, miss. I want to see them two meet. I’ll 
take him to the infirmary when it’s over, 

BILL [to Shirley, fvitk ujidissembled misgiving] 
Is thet im you was speakin on? 

SHIRLEY. Thats him. 

BILL. Im that wrastled in the music awl? 

SHIRLEY. The competitions at the National 
Sportin Club was worth nigh a hundred a 
year to him. He’s gev em up now for religion; 
so he’s a bit fresh for want of the exercise 
he was accustomed to. He’ll be glad to see 
you. Come along. 

BILL. Wots is wight? 

SHIRLEY. Thirteen four. [BilVs last hope 


expires], 

BARBARA. Go and talk to him, Bill. He’ll 
convert you. 

SHIRLEY. He’ll convert your head into a 
mashed potato. 

BILL [sullenly] Aw aint afride of im. Aw aint 
afride of ennybody. Bat e can lick me. She’s 
dan me. [He sits dorvn moodily on the edge of 
the horse trough], 

SHIRLEY. You aint goin. I thought not. [He 
resumes his seat], 

BARBARA [calling] Jenny! 

JENNY [appearing at the shelter door with a 
plaster on the corner of her mouth] Yes, Major. 

BARBARA. Send Rummy Mitchens out to 
clear away here. 

JENNY. I think slie’s afraid. 

BARBARA [her resemblance to her mother 
flashing out for a moment] Nonsense! she must 
do as she’s told. 

JENNY [calling into the shelter] Rummy: the 
Major says you must come. 

Jenny comes to Barbara, purposely keeping 
on the side next Bill, lest he should suppose that 
she shrank from him or bore malice. 

BARBARA. Poor little Jenny! Are you tired? 
[Looking at the jvounded cheek] Does it hurt? 

JENNY. No: it’s all right now. It was nothing. 

BARBARA [critically] It was as hard as he 
could hit, I expect. Poor Bill! You dont feel 
angry with him, do you? 

JENNY. Oh no, no, no: indeed I dont. Major, 
bless his poor heart! [Barbara kisses her; and 
she runs away merrily into the shelter. Bill 
writhes with an agonizing return of his new and 
alarming symptoms, but says nothing. Rummy 
Mitchens comes from the shelter]. 

BARBARA [going to meet Rummy] Now, 
Rummy, bustle. Take in those mugs and 
plates to be washed; and throw the crumbs 
about for the birds. 

Rummy takes the three plates and mugs; but 
Shirley takes back his mug from her, as there is 
still some milk left in it. 

RUMMY. There aint any crumbs. This aint 
a time to waste good bread on birds. 

PRICE [appearing at the shelter door] Gentle- 
man come to see the shelter. Major. Says 
he’s your father. 

BARBARA. All right. Coming. [Snobby goes 
back into the shelter, followed by Barbara], 

RUMMY [stealing across to Bill a?id addressing 
him in a subdued voice, hut with intense convic- 
tion] I’d av the lor of you, you flat eared 
pignosed potwalloper, if she’d let me. Youre 
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no gentleman, to hit a lady in the face. [&7/, 
with greater things moving in Am, takes no 
notice^ 

SHIRLEY [following Aer] Here! in with you 
and dont get yourself into more trouble by 
talking. 

RUMMY [with hauteur^ I aint ad the pleasure 

0 being hintroduced to you, as I can remem- 
ber. [5'Ae goes into the shelter with the plates\ 

SHIRLEY. Thats the — 

BILL [savagely] Downt you talk to me, d’ye 
eah? You lea me alown, or Aw ’ll do you a 
misdiief. Aw’m not dirt under your feet, 
ennywy. 

SHIRLEY [calmly] Dont you be afeerd. You 
aint such prime company that you need 
expect to be sought after. [He is about to go 
into the shelter when Barbara comes out, with 
Undershaft on her right]. 

BARBARA. Oil, there you are, Mr Shirley! 
[Between them] This is my father: I told you 
he was a Secularist, didnt 1.^ Perhaps youll 
be able to comfort one another. 

UNDERSHAFT [startled] A Secularist! Not the 
least in the world: on the contrary, a con- 
firmed mystic. 

BARBARA. Sorry, I’m sure. By the way, papa, 
what is your religion? in case I have to intro- 
duce you again. 

UNDERSHAFT. My religion? Well, my dear, 

1 am a Millionaire. That is my religion. 

BARBARA. Then I’m afraid you and Mr 

Shirley wont be able to comfort one another 
after all. Youre not a Millionaire, arc you, 
Peter? 

SHIRLEY. No: and proud of it. 

UNDERSHAFT [gravely] Poverty, my friend, 
is not a thing to be proud of. 

SHIRLEY [angrily] Who made your millions 
for you? Me and my like. Whats kep us poor? 
Keepin you rich. I wouldnt have your con- 
science, not for all your income. 

UNDERSHAFT. I wouldnt havc your income 
not for all your conscience, Mr Shirley. [He 
goes to the penthouse and sits down on a form]. 

BARBARA [stopping Shirley adroitly as he is 
about to retort] You wouldnt think he was my 
father, would you, Peter? Will you go into 
the shelter and lend the lasses a hand for a 
while: we’re worked off our feet. 

SHIRLEY [bitterly] Yes: I'm in their debt for 
a meal, aint I? 

BARBARA. Oh, not bccausc youre in their 
debt, but for love of them, Peter, for love 
of them. [He cannot understand, and is rather 


scandalized] There! dont stare at me. In with 
you; and give that conscience of yours a 
holiday [bustling him into the shelter]. 

SHIRLEY [as he goes in] Ah! it’s a pity you 
never was trained to use your reason, miss. 
Youd have been a very taking lecturer on 
Secularism. 

Barbara turns to her father. 

UNDERSiiAFT. Never mind me, my dear. Go 
about your work; and let me watch it for a 
while. 

BARBARA. All right. 

UNDERSHAFT. F or inst ance , whats the matter 
with that out-patient over there? 

BARBARA [looking at Bill, whose attitude has 
never changed, and whose e.vpressmi of brooding 
wrath has deepened] Oh, we shall cure him in 
no time. Just watch. [She goes over to Bill and 
waits. He glances up at her and casts his eyes 
dojvn again, uneasy, but grimmer than ever]. 
It would be nice to just stamp on Mog 
Habbijam’s face, wouldnt it. Bill? 

BILL [starting up from the trough in consterna- 
tion] It’s a loy: Aw never said so. shakes 
her head]. Oo taold you wot was in moy 
mawnd? 

BARBARA. Only your new friend. 

BILL. Wot new friend? 

BARBARA. The dcvil. Bill. When he gets 
round people they get miserable, just like 
you. 

BILL [with a heartbreaking attempt at devil- 
may-care cheerfdness] Aw aint miserable. [He 
sits down again, and stretches his legs in an 
attempt to seem indifferent]. 

BARBARA. Well, if youre happy, why dont 
you look happy, as we do? 

BILL [Ais legs curling back in spite of him] 
Aw’m eppy enaif. Aw tell you. Woy cawnt 
you lea me alown? Wot ev I dan to you? 
Aw aint smashed your fice, ev Aw! 

BARBARA [softly: wooi?ig his soul] It’s not 
me thats getting at you, Bill. 

BILL. Oo else is it? 

BARBARA. Somcbody that doesnt intend 
you to smash women’s faces, I suppose. 
Somebody or something that wants to make 
a man of you. 

BILL [hlustermg] Mike a menn o me ! Aint 
Aw a menn? eh? Oo sez Aw’m not a menn? 

BARBARA. Thcrcs a man in you somewhere, 
I suppose. But why did he let you hit poor 
little Jenny Hill? That wasnt very manly of 
him, was it? 

BILL [tormented] Ev dan wiv it, Aw tell you. 
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Chack it. Aw’m sick o your Jenny 111 and er 
silly little fice. 

BARBARA. Then why do you keep thinking 
about it? Why does it keep coming up against 
you in your mind? Youre not getting con- 
verted, are you? 

BILL [with conviction] Not ME. Not lawkly. 

BARBARA. Thats right, Bill. Hold out against 
it. Put out your strength. Dont lets get you 
cheap. Todger Fairmile said he wrestled for 
three nights against his salvation harder 
than he ever wrestled with the Jap at the 
music hall. He gave in to the Jap when his 
arm was going to break. But he didnt give 
in to his salvation until his heart was going 
to break. Perhaps youll escape that. You 
havnt any heart, have you? 

BILL. Wot d’ye mean? Woy aint Aw got a 
awt the sime as ennybody else? 

BARBARA. A man with a heart wouldnt 
have bashed poor little Jenny’s face, would 
he? 

BILL [almost crying] Ow, will you lea me 
alown? Ev Aw ever offered to meddle ^vith 
you, that you cam neggin and provowkin 
me lawk this? [He writhes convulsively from 
his eyes to his toes]. 

BARBARA [with a Steady soothing hand on his 
arm and a geiitle voice that never lets him go] 
It’s your soul thats hurting you. Bill, and 
not me. Weve been through it all ourselves. 
Come with us, Bill. [He looks wildly roti7id]. 
To brave manhood on earth and eternal 
glory in heaven. [He is on the pomt of breaking 
dojvn]. Come. [A drum is heard in the shelter; 
and Billy with a gasp, escapes from the spell as 
Barbara turns quickly. Adolphus enters from the 
shelter with a big drum]. Oh! there you are, 
Dolly. Let me introduce a new friend of 
mine, Mr Bill Walker. This is my bloke. Bill: 
Mr Cusins. [Cw«n^ salutes with his drumstick]. 

BILL. Gowin to merry im? 

BARBARA. YeS. 

BILL [fervently] Gawd elp im! Gaw-aw-aw- 
awd elp im! 

BARBARA. Why? Do you think he wont be 
happy with me? 

BILL. Awve aony ed to stend it for a 
mawnin; e’ll ev to stend it for a lawftawm. 

CUSINS. That is a frightful reflection, Mr 
Walker. But I cant tear myself away from 
her. 

BILL. Well, Aw ken. [7b Barbara] Eah! do 
you knaow where Aw’m gowin to, and wot 
Aw’m gowin to do? 


BARBARA. Yes*. yourc going to heaven; and 
youre coming back here before the week’s 
out to tell me so. 

BILL. You loy. Aw’m gowin to Kennintahn, 
to spit in Todger Fairmawl’s eye. Aw beshed 
Jenny Ill’s fice; an nar Aw ’ll git me aown fice 
beshed and cam beck and shaow it to er. 
Ee’ll itt me ardern Aw itt er. Thatll mike 
us square. [7b Adolphus] Is thet fair or is it 
not? Youre a genlmn: you oughter knaow. 

BARBARA. Two black eyes wont make one 
white one. Bill. 

BILL. Aw didnt awst you. Cawnt you never 
keep your mahth shat? Oy awst the genlmn. 

CUSINS [reflectively] Yes: I think youre right, 
Mr Walker. Yes: I should do it. It’s curious: 
its exactly what an ancient Greek would 
have done. 

BARBARA. But what good will it do? 

CUSINS. Well, it will give Mr Fairmile some 
exercise; and it will satisfy Mr Walker’s soul. 

BILL. Rot! there aint nao sach a thing as a 
saoul. Ah kin you tell wevver Awve a saoul 
or not? You never seen it. 

BARBARA. Ivc sccu it hurting you when you 
went against it. 

BILL [with compressed aggravation] If you 
was maw gel and took the word aht o me 
mahth lawk thet. Aw’d give you sathink 
youd feel urtin, Aw' would. [T’o Adolphus] 
You tike maw tip, mite. Stop er jawr; or 
youll doy afoah your tawm. [With intense 
expression] Wore aht: thets wot youll be: 
wore aht. [He goes away through the gate]. 

CUSINS [looking after him] I wonder! 

BARBARA. Dolly! [indignant, in her mother* s 
mamier]. 

CUSINS. Yes, my dear, it’s very wearing to 
be in love with you. If it lasts, I quite think 
I shall die young. 

BARBARA. Should you mind? 

CUSINS. Not at all. [He is suddenly softened, 
and kisses her over the drum, evidently not for 
the first time, as people cannot kiss over a big 
drum without practice. Undershaft coughs]. 

BARBARA. It’s all right, papa, weve not 
forgotten you. Dolly: explain the place to 
papa: I havnt time. [5'^e goes busily into the 
shelter]. 

Under shaft and Adolphus now have the yard 
to themselves. Under shaft, seated on a form, and 
still keenly attentive, looks hard at Adolphus. 
Adolphus looks hard at him. 

UNDKRSHAFT. I fancy you guess something 
of what is in my mind, Mr Cusins. [Cusins 
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flourishes his drumsticks as if in the act of healing 
a lively rataplan, hut makes no sound]. Exactly 
so. But suppose Barbara finds you out! 

cusiNS. You know, I do not admit that I 
am imposing on Barbara. I am quite genu- 
inely interested in the views of the Salvation 
Army. The fact is, I am a sort of collector of 
religions; and the curious thing is that I find 
I can believe them all. By the way, have you 
any religion? 

UNDERSHAFT. YcS. 

CUSINS. Anything out of the common? 

UNDERSHAFT. Only that there are two 
things necessary to Salvation. 

CUSINS [disappointed, hut polite] Ah, the 
Church Catechism. Charles Lomax also 
belongs to the Established Church. 

UNDERSHAFT. The two things are — 

CUSINS. Baptism and — 

UNDERSHAFT. No. Money and gunpowder. 

CUSINS [surprised, hut interested] That is the 
general opinion of our governing classes. 
The novelty is in hearing any man confess it. 

UNDERSHAFT. Just SO. 

CUSINS. Excuse me: is there any place in 
your religion for honor, justice, truth, love, 
mercy and so forth? 

UNDERSHAFT. Ycs*. they are the graces and 
luxuries of a rich, strong, and safe life. 

CUSINS. Suppose one is forced to choose 
between them and money or gunpowder? 

UNDERSHAFT. Choose money and gun- 
powder; for without enough of both you 
cannot afford the others. 

CUSINS. That is your religion? 

UNDERSHAFT. YcS. 

The cadence of this reply makes a full close 
in the conversation. Cusins twists his face 
dubiously and contemplates Undershaft, Under- 
shaft contemplates him. 

CUSINS. Barbara wont stand that. You will 
have to choose between your religion and 
Barbara. 

UNDERSHAFT. So will you, my friend. She 
will find out that that drum of yours is hollow. 

CUSINS. Father Undershaft: you are mis- 
taken: I am a sincere Salvationist. You do 
not understand the Salvation Army. It is 
the army of joy, of love, of courage: it has 
banished the fear and remorse and despair 
of the old hell-ridden evangelical sects: it 
marches to fight the devil with trumpet and 
drum, with music and dancing, with banner 
and palm, as becomes a sally from heaven 
by its happy garrison. It picks the waster out 


of the public house and makes a man of him 
it finds a worm wriggling in a back kitchen, 
and lo! a woman! Men and women of rank 
too, sons and daughters of the Highest. It 
takes the poor professor of Greek, the most 
artificial and self-suppressed of human 
creatures, from his meal of roots, and lets 
loose the rhapsodist in him; reveals the true 
worship of Dionysos to him; sends him down 
the public street drumming dithyrambs [he 
plays a thundering flourish on the drum], 
UNDERSHAFT. You will alarm the shelter. 
CUSINS. Oh, they are accustomed to these 
sudden ecstasies. However, if the drum 
worries you — [he pockets the drumsticks; 
unhooks the drum; and stands it on the ground 
opposite the gateway] 

UNDERSHAFT. Thank you. 

CUSINS. You remember what Euripides says 
about your money and gunpowder? 
UNDERSHAFT. No. 

CUSINS [declaimmg] 

One and another 

In money and guns may outpass his brother; 
And men in their millions float and flow 
And seethe with a million hopes as leaven; 
And they win their will; or they miss their 
will; 

And their hopes are dead or are pined for 
still; 

But whoe’er can know 
As the long days go 

That to live is happy, has found his heaven. 

My translation: what do you think of it? 

UNDERSHAFT. I think, my friend, that if 
you wish to know, as the long days go, that 
to live is happy, you must first acquire 
money enough for a decent life, and power 
enough to be your own master. 

CUSINS. You are damnably discouraging. 
[He resumes his declamation]. 

Is it so hard a thing to see 
That the spirit of God — whate’er it be — 
The Law that abides and changes not, ages 
long, 

The Eternal and Nature-born; these things 
be strong? 

What else is Wisdom? What of Man’s 
endeavor. 

Or God’s high grace so lovely and so great? 
To stand from fear set free? to breathe and 
wait? 

To hold a hand uplifted over Fate? 

And shall not Barbara be loved for ever? 
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UNDERSHAFT. Euripidcs mentions Barbara, 
does he? 

cusiNS. It is a fair translation. The word 
means Loveliness. 

UNDERSHAFT, May I ask — as Barbaras 
father — how much a year she is to be loved 
for ever on? 

CUSINS. As Barbara’s father, that is more | 
your affair than mine. I can feed her by 
teaching Greek: that is about all. 

UNDERSHAFT. Do you Consider it a good 
match for her? 

CUSINS [with polite ohsiinacy\ Mr Undershaft: 

I am in many ways a weak, timid, ineffectual 
person; and my health is far from satisfactory. 
But whenever I feel that I must have any- 
thing, I get it, sooner or later. I feel that 
way about Barbara. I dont like marriage: I 
feel intensely afraid of it; and I dont know 
what I shall do with Barbara or what she 
will do with me. But I feel that I and nobody 
else must marry her. Please regard that as 
settled. — Not that I wish to be arbitrary; 
but why should I waste your time in discuss- 
ing what is inevitable? 

UNDERSHAFT. You mean that you will stick 
at nothing: not even the conversion of the 
Salvation Army to the worship of Dionysos, 

CUSINS. The business of the Salvation Army 
is to save, not to wrangle about the name of 
the pathfinder. Dionysos or another: what 
does it matter? 

UNDERSHAFT [rising and approaching hiin] 
Professor Cusins: you are a young man after 
my own heart. 

CUSINS. Mr Undershaft: you are, as far as 
I am able to gather, a most infernal old 
rascal; but you appeal very strongly to my 
sense of ironic humor. 

Under shaft mutely offers his hand. They shake. 

UNDERSHAFT [suddenly concentrating himself] 
And now to business. 

CUSINS. Pardon me. We were discussing 
religion. Why go back to such an uninterest- 
ing and unimportant subject as business? 

UNDERSHAFT. Religion is our business at 
present, because it is through religion alone 
that we can win Barbara. 

CUSINS. Have you, too, fallen in love with 
Barbara? 

UNDERSHAFT. Yes, with a father’s love. 

CUSINS. A father’s love for a grown up 
daughter is the most dangerous of all infatua- 
tions. I apologize for mentioning my own 
pale, coy, mistrustlul fancy in the same 


breath with it. 

UNDERSHAFT. Keep to the point. We have 
to win her; and we are neither of us Metho- 
dists. 

CUSINS. That doesnt matter. The power 
Barbara wields here — the power that wields 
Barbara herself — is not Calvinism, not 
Presbyterianism, not Methodism — 

UNDERSHAFT. Not Greek Paganism either, 
eh? 

CUSINS. I admit that. Barbara is quite 
original in her religion. 

UNDERSHAFT [triumphantly^ Aha! Barbara 
Undershaft would be. Her inspiration comes 
from within herself. 

CUSINS. How do you suppose it got there? 

UNDERSHAFT [in lowering excitement] It is 
the Undershaft inheritance. I shall hand on 
my torch to my daughter. She shall make 
my converts and preach my gospel — 

CUSINS. What! Money and gunpowder! 

UNDERSHAFT. Ycs, money and gunpowder. 
Freedom and power. Command of life and 
command of death. 

CUSINS [urbanely^ bring him down 

to eay'th] This is extremely interesting, Mr 
Undershaft. Of course you know that you 
are mad. 

UNDERSHAFT [with redoubled force] And you? 

CUSINS. Oh, mad as a hatter. You are 
welcome to my secret since I have discovered 
yours. But I am astonished. Can a madman 
make cannons? 

UNDERSHAFT. Would anyone else than a 
madman make them? And now [jviih surging 
energy] question for question. Can a sane man 
translate Euripides? 

CUSINS. No. 

UNDERSHAFT [seiziiig him by the shoulder] 
Can a sane w^oman make a man of a waster 
or a woman of a worm? 

CUSINS [reeling before the storm] Father 
Colossus — Mammoth Millionaire — 

UNDERSHAFT [pressing him] Are there two 
mad people or three in this Salvation shelter 
today? 

CUSINS. You mean Barbara is as mad as we 
are? 

UNDERSHAFT [pushing him lightly off and 
resuming his equanimity suddenly and com- 
pletely] Pooh, Professor! let us call things by 
their proper names. I am a millionaire; you 
are a poet; Barbara is a savior of souls. What 
have we three to do with the common mob 
of slaves and idolaters? [He sits down again 
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with a shrug of contempt for the moh\ 

cusiNs. Take care! Barbara is in love with 
the common people. So am 1. Have you never 
felt the romance of that love? 

UNDERSHAFT [cold and sardonic'] Have you 
ever been in love with Poverty, like St 
Francis? Have you ever been in love with 
Dirt, like St Simeon! Have you ever been in 
love with disease and suffering, like our 
nurses and philanthropists? Such passions are 
not virtues, but the most unnatural of all the 
vices. This love of the common people may 
please an earl’s granddaughter and a uni- 
versity professor; but I have been a common 
man and a poor man; and it has no romance 
for me. Leave it to the poor to pretend that 
poverty is a blessing: leave it to the coward 
to make a religion of his cowardice by preach- 
ing humility: we know better than that. We 
three must stand together above the common 
people: how else can we help their children 
to climb up beside us? Barbara must belong 
to us, not to the Salvation Army. 

CUSINS. Well, I can only say that if you 
think you will get her away from the Salva- 
tion Army by talking to her as you have been 
talking to me, you dont know Barbara. 

UNDERSHAFT. My friend*. I never ask for 
what I can buy. 

CUSINS \in a white fury] Do I understand you 
to imply that you can buy Barbara? 

UNDERSHAFT. No: but I can buy the Salva- 
tion Army. 

CUSINS. Quite impossible. 

UNDERSHAFT. You shall sce. All religious 
organizations exist by selling themselves to 
the rich. 

CUSINS. Not the Army. That is the Church 
of the poor. 

UNDERSHAFT. All the moFC reason for buy- 
ing it. 

CUSINS. I dont think you quite know what 
the Army does for the poor. 

UNDERSHAFT. Oh ycs I do. It draws their 
teeth: that is enough for me as a man of 
business. 

CUSINS. Nonsense! It makes them sober — 

UNDERSHAFT. I prefer sober workmen. The 
profits are larger. 

CUSINS — honest — 

UNDERSHAFT. Honcst Workmen are the 
most economical. 

CUSINS — attached to their homes — 

UNDERSHAFT. So much the better: they will 
put up with anything sooner than change 


I their shop. 

CUSINS — happy — 

' UNDERSHAFT. An invaluable safeguard 
against revolution. 

CUSINS — unselfish — 

UNDERSHAFT. Indifferent to their own in- 
terests, which suits me exactly. 

CUSINS — with their thoughts on heavenly 
things — 

UNDERSHAFT [rising] And not on Trade 
Unionism nor Socialism. Excellent. 

CUSINS [revolted] You really are an infernal 
old rascal. 

UNDERSHAFT [indicating Peter Shirley, who 
has just come from the shelter and strolled de- 
jectedly down the yard between them] And this 
is an honest man! 

SHIRLEY. Yes; and what av I got by it? [he 
passes 071 bitterly and sits on the form, in the 
corner of the penthouse]. 

Snobby Price, beaming sanctimoniously, and 
Jenny Hill, with a tambourine full of coppers, 
cojne from the shelter and go to the drum, on 
which Jenny begins to count the money, 

UNDERSHAFT [replying to Shirley] Oh, your 
employers must have got a good deal by it 
from first to last. [He sits on the table, with one 
Joot on the side form, Cusins, ovemvhelmed, sits 
donm on the same form nearer the shelter, Bar- 
bara comes from the shelter to the middle of the 
yard. She is excited and a little overrvr ought], 

BARBARA. Wcvc just had a splendid ex- 
perience meeting at the other gate in Cripps’s 
lane. Ive hardly ever seen them so much 
moved as they were by your confession, Mr 
Price. 

PRICE. I could almost be glad of my past 
wickedness if I could believe that it would 
elp to keep bathers stright. 

BARBARA. So it will, Snobby. How much, 
Jenny? 

JENNY. Four and tenpence, Major. 

BARBARA. Oh Snobby, if you had given 
your poor mother just one more kick, we 
should have got the whole five shillings! 

PRICE. If she heard you say that, miss, she’d 
be sorry I didnt. But I’m glad. Oh what a joy 
it will be to her when she hears I’m saved! 

UNDERSHAFT. Shall I Contribute the odd two- 
pence, Barbara? The millionaire’s mite, eh! 
[He takes a couple of pennies from his pocket], 

BARBARA. How did you make that two- 
pence? 

UNDERSHAFT. As usual, By selling cannons j 
torpedoes, submarines, and my new patent 
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Grand Duke hand grenade. 

BARBARA. Put it back in your pocket. You 
cant buy your salvation here for twopence: 
you must work it out. 

UNDERSHAFT. Is twopencc not enough? I 
can afford a little more, if you press me. 

BARBARA. Two million millions would not 
be enough. There is bad blood on your hands; 
and nothing but good blood can cleanse 
them. Money is no use. Take it away. [She 
turns to Cusins\ Dolly: you must write an- 
other letter for me to the papers. [He makes a 
rvry face\ Yes: I know you dont like it; but 
it must be done. The starvation this winter 
is beating us: everybody is unemployed. The 
General says we must close this shelter if we 
cant get more money. I force the collections 
at the meetings until I am ashamed: dont I, 
Snobby? 

PRICE. It’s a fair treat to see you work it, 
miss. The way you got them up from three- 
and-six to four-and-ten with that hymn, 
penny by penny and verse by verse, was a 
caution. Not a Cheap Jack on Mile End 
Waste could touch you at it. 

BARBARA. Ycs; but I wish we could do with- 
out it. I am getting at last to think more of 
the collection than of the people’s souls. And 
what are those hatfuls of pence and half- 
pence? We want thousands! tens of thousands! 
hundreds of thousands! 1 want to convert 
people, not to be always begging for the 
Army in a way I’d die sooner than beg for 
myself. 

UNDERSiiAFT [in profound irony^ Genuine 
unselfishness is capable of anything, my dear. 

BARBARA [ufisuspectuigly , OS ske turns away 
to take the money from the drum a7id put it in a 
cash bag she carries] Yes, isnt it? [U?idershaft 
looks sardonically at Cusms], 

cusiNS [aside to Undershaft] Mephistopheles! 
Machiavelli! 

BARBARA [tears coming into her eyes as she ties 
the hag and pockets it] How are we to feed 
them? I cant talk religion to a man with 
bodily hunger in his eyes. [Almost breaking 
down] It’s frightful. 

JENNY [running to her] Major, dear — 

BARBARA [rebounding] No: dont comfort me. 
It will be all right. We shall get the money. 

UNDERSHAFT. HoW? 

JENNY. By praying for it, of course. Mrs 
Baines says she prayed for it last night; and 
she has never prayed for it in vain: never 
once. [*S!Ae goes to the gate and looks out into the 


street], 

BARBARA [wko kas dried her eyes and regained 
her composure] By the way, dad, Mrs Baines 
has come to march with us to our big meeting 
this afternoon; and she is very anxious to 
meet you, for some reason or other. Perhaps 
she’ll convert you. 

UNDERSHAFT. I shall be delighted, my dear. 

JENNY [at the gate: excitedly] Major! Major! 
heres that man back again. 

BARBARA. Wliat man? 

JENNY. The man that hit me. Oh, I hope 
he’s coming back to join us. 

Bill Walker, with frost on his jacket, comes 
through the gate, his hands deep in his pockets 
and his chin sunk between his shoulders, like a 
cleaned~out gambler. He halts between Barbara 
and the drum. 

BARBARA. Hullo, Bill! Back already! 

BILL [nagging at her] Bin talkin ever sence, 
cv you? 

BARBARA. Prctty nearly. Well, has Todger 
paid you out for poor Jenny’s jaw? 

BILL. Nao e aint. 

BARBARA. I thought your jacket looked a 
bit snowy. 

BILL. Sao it is snaowy. You want to knaow 
where the snaow cam from, downt you? 

BARBARA. YcS. 

BILL. Well, it cam from orf the grahnd in 
Pawkinses Corner in Kennintahn. It got 
rabbed orf be maw shaoulders: see? 

BARBARA. Pity you didnt rub some off with 
your knees. Bill! That would have done you a 
lot of good. 

BILL [with sour mirthless humor] Aw was 
sivin anather menn’s knees at the tawm. E 
was kneelin on moy ed, e was. 

JENNY. Who was kneeling on your head? 

BILL. Todger was. E was pryin for me; 
pryin camfortable wiv me as a cawpet. Sow 
was Mog. Sao was the aol bloomin meetin. 
Mog she sez “Ow Lawd brike is stabborn 
sperrit; bat downt urt is dear art.” Thet was 
wot she said. “Downt urt is dear art”! An er 
blowk — thirteen stun four! — kneelin wiv all 
is wight on me. Fanny, aint it? 

JENNY. Oh no. We’re so sorry, Mr Walker. 

BARBARA [cTijoying it frankly] Nonsense! of 
course it’s funny. Served you right. Bill! You 
must have done something to him first. 

BILL [doggedly] Aw did wot Aw said Aw’d 
do. Aw spit in is eye. E looks ap at the skoy 
and sez, “Ow that Aw should be fahnd worthy 
to be spit upon for the gospel’s sike!” e sez; 

R 
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an Mog sez ‘*Glaory Allelloolier!**; an then 
e called me Braddher, an dahned me as if 
Aw was a kid and e was me mather worshin 
me a Setterda nawt. Aw ednt jast nao shaow 
wiv im at all. Arf the street pryed; an the 
tather arf larfed fit to split theirselves. [To 
Barbara] There! are you settisfawd nah? 

BARBARA \Jier cycs dancing Wish Fd been 
there, Bill. 

BILL. Yus: youd a got in a hextra bit o talk 
on me, wouldnt you? 

JENNY. Fm so sorry, Mr Walker. 

BILL [fiercely] Downt you gow bein sorry 
for me: youve no call. Listen eah. Aw browk 
your jawr. 

JENNY. No, it didnt hurt me: indeed it 
didnt, except for a moment. It was only that 
I was frightened. 

BILL. Aw downt want to be forgive be you, 
or be ennybody. Wot Aw did Aw ’ll py for. 
Aw trawd to gat me aown jawr browk to 
settisfaw you — 

JENNY [distressed] Oh no — 

BILL [impatiently] Tell y’Aw did: cawnt you 
listen to wots bein taold you? All Aw got be 
it was bein mide a sawt of in the pablic street 
for me pines. Well, if Aw cawnt settisfaw you 
one wy, Aw ken anather. Listen eah! Aw ed 
two quid sived agen the frost; an Awve a 
pahnd of it left. A mite o mawn last week ed 
words with the judy e’s go win to merry. E 
give er wotTor; an e’s bin fawnd fifteen bob. 
E ed a rawt to itt er cause they was gowin 
to be merrid; but Aw ednt nao rawt to itt you; 
sao put anather fawv bob on an call it a 
pahnd ’s worth. [He produces a sovereign], 
Eahs the manney. Tike it; and lets ev no 
more o your forgivin an pryin and your Mijor 
jawrin me. Let wot Aw dan be dan an pide 
for; and let there be a end of it. 

JENNY. Oh, I couldnt take it, Mr Walker. 
But if you would give a shilling or two to 
poor Rummy Mitchens! you really did hurt 
her; and she’s old. 

BILL [contemptuously] Not lawkly. Aw’d 
give her anather as soon as look at er. Let 
her ev the lawr o me as she threatened! She 
aint forgiven me: not mach. Wot Aw dan to 
er is not on me mawnd — wot she [indicating 
Barbara] mawt call on me conscience — no 
more than stickin a pig. It’s this Christian 
gime o yours that Aw wownt ev plyed agen 
me: this bloomin forgivin an neggin an jawrin 
that mikes a menn thet sore that iz lawf ’s a 
burdn to im. Aw wownt ev it, Aw tell you; 


sao tike your manney and stop thraowin your 
silly beshed fice hap agen me. 

JENNY. Major; may I take a little of it for 
the Army? 

BARBARA. No: the Army is not to be bought. 
We want your soul. Bill; and we’ll take 
nothing less. 

BILL [bitterly] Aw knaow. Me an maw few 
shillins is not good enaff for you. Youre a 
earl’s grendorter, you are. Nathink less than 
a anderd pahnd for you. 

UNDERSHAFT. Come, Barbara! you could 
do a great deal of good with a hundred 
pounds. If you will set this gentleman’s mind 
at ease by taking his pound, I will give the 
other ninety-nine. 

Bill^ dazed by such opulence, instinctively 
touches his cap. 

BARBARA. Oh, youre too extravagant, papa. 
Bill offers twenty pieces of silver. All you 
need offer is the other ten. That will make 
the standard price to buy anybody who’s for 
sale. Fm not; and the Army’s not. [To Bill] 
Youll never have another quiet moment, 
Bill, until you come round to us. You cant 
stand out against your salvation. 

BILL [sullenly] Aw cawnt stend aht agen 
music awl wrastlers and awtful tangued 
women. Awve offered to py. Aw can do no 
more. Tike it or leave it. There it is. [He 
throws the sovereign on the drum, and sits down 
on the horse-trough. The coin fascinates Snobby 
Price, who takes an early opportunity of drop- 
ping his cap on t7]. 

Mrs Baines comes from the shelter. She is 
dressed as a Salvation Army Commissioner, She 
is an earnest looking ivoman of about 40, with 
a caressing, urgent voice, and an appealing 
manner, 

BARBARA. Tliis is my father, Mrs Baines. 
[Under shaft comes from the table, taking his hat 
off with marked civility]. Try what you can do 
with him. He wont listen to me, because he 
remembers what a fool I was when I was a 
baby. [She leaves them together and chats with 
Jenny], 

MRS BAINES. Havc you been shewn over the 
shelter, Mr Undershaft? You know the work 
we’re doing, of course. 

UNDERSiiAFT [vcry civUly] The whole nation 
knows it, Mrs Baines. 

MRS BAINES. No, sir: the whole nation does 
not know it, or we should not be crippled as 
we are for want of money to carry our work 
through the length and breadth of the land. 
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Let me tell you that there would have been 
rioting this winter in London but for us. 

UNDERSHAFT. You really think so? 

MRS BAINES. I know it. I remember 1886, 
when you rich gentlemen hardened your 
hearts against the cry of the poor. They broke 
the windows of your clubs in Pall Mall. 

UNDERSHAFT [gleaming with approval of their 
method] And the Mansion House Fund went 
up next day from thirty thousand pounds to 
seventy-nine thousand! I remember quite 
well. 

MRS BAINES. Well, wont you help me to get 
at the people? They wont break windows 
then. Come here, Price. Let me shew you to 
this gentleman [Price comes to he inspected]. 
Do you remember the window breaking? 

PRICE. My ole father thought it was the 
revolution, maam. 

MRS BAINES. Would you break windows 
now? 

PRICE. Oh no, maam. The windows of eaven 
av bin opened to me. I know now that the 
rich man is a sinner like myself. 

RUMMY [appearing above at the loft door] 
Snobby Price! 

SNOBBY. Wot is it? 

RUMMY. Your mother’s askin for you at the 
other gate in Cripps s Lane. She’s heard 
about your confession [Price turjis pale], 

MRS BAINES. Go, Mr Pricc; and pray with 
her. 

JENNY. You can go through the shelter. 
Snobby. 

PRICE [to Mrs Baines] I couldnt face her 
now, maam, with all the weight of my sins 
fresh on me. Tell her she’ll find her son 
at ome, waitin for her in prayer. [He skulks 
off through the gate, incidentally stealing the 
sovereign on his way out by picking up his cap 
from the drum], 

MRS BAINES [with swimming eyes] You see 
how we take the anger and the bitterness 
against you out of their hearts, Mr Under- 
shaft. 

UNDERSHAFT. It is Certainly most convenient 
and gratifying to all large employers of labor, 
Mrs Baines. 

MRS BAINES. Barbara*. Jenny: I have good 
news: most wonderful news. [Jenny runs to 
her]. My prayers have been answered. I told 
you they would, Jenny, didnt I? 

JENNY. Yes, yes. 

BARBARA [moving nearer to the drum] Have 
we got money enough to keep the shelter 


open? 

MRS BAINES. I hope we shall have enough 
to keep all the shelters open. Lord Saxmund- 
ham has promised us five thousand pounds — 

BARBARA. Hooray! 

JENNY. Glory! 

MRS BAINES. if — 

BARBARA. “If!” If what? 

MRS BAINES. — if five Other gentlemen will 
give a thousand each to make it up to ten 
thousand. 

BARBARA. Who is Lord Saxmundham? I 
never heard of him. 

UNDERSHAFT [who has pricked up his ears at 
the peers name, and is now watching Barbara 
curiously] A new creation, my dear. You have 
heard of Sir Horace Bodger? 

BARBARA. Bodgcr! Do you mean the dis- 
tiller? Bodger ’s whisky! 

UNDERSHAFT. That is the man. He is one of 
the greatest of our public benefactors. He 
restored the cathedral at Hakington. They 
made him a baronet for that. He gave half a 
million to the funds of his party: they made 
him a baron for that. 

SHIRLEY. What will they give him for the 
five thousand? 

UNDERSHAFT. There is nothing left to give 
him. So the five thousand, I should think, is 
to save his soul. 

MRS BAINES. Heavcn grant it may! Oh Mr 
Undershaft, you have some very rich friends. 
Cant you help us towards the other five 
thousand? We are going to hold a great 
meeting this afternoon at the Assembly Hall 
in the Mile End Road. If I could only an- 
nounce that one gentleman had come for- 
ward to support Lord Saxmundham, others 
would follow. Dont you know somebody? 
couldnt you? wouldnt you? [her eyes fill with 
tears] oh, think of those poor people, Mr 
Undershaft: think of how much it means to 
them, and how little to a great man like you. 

UNDERSHAFT [sardonically gallant] Mrs 
Baines: you are irresistible. I cant disappoint 
you; and I cant deny myself the satisfaction 
of making Bodger pay up. You shall have 
your five thousand pounds. 

MRS BAINES. Thank God! 

UNDERSHAFT. You dont thank me? 

MRS BAINES. Oh sir, dont try to be cynical: 
dont be ashamed of being a good man. The 
Lord will bless you abundantly; and our 
prayers will be like a strong fortification 
round you all the days of your life. [With a 
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touch of cautioTi] You will let me have the 
cheque to shew at the meeting, wont you? 
Jenny: go in and fetch a pen and ink. {Jenny 
runs to the shelter door\ 

UNDERSiiAFT. Do not disturb Miss Hill: I 
have a fountain pen {Jenny halts. He sits at the 
table and writes the cheque. Cusins rises to make 
room for him. They all watch him silently\ 

BILL {cynically, aside to Barbara, his voice 
and accent horribly debased^ Wot prawce 
selvytion nah? 

BARBARA. Stop. {Undershaft stops writing: 
they all turn to her in surprise\ Mrs Baines: 
are you really going to take this money? 

MRS BAINES {astonished^ Why not, dear? 

BARBARA. Why not! Do you know what my 
father is? Have you forgotten that Lord Sax- 
mundham is Bodger the whisky man? Do 
you remember how we implored the County 
Council to stop him from writing Bodger 's 
Whisky in letters of fire against the sky; so 
that the poor drink-ruined creatures on the 
Embankment could not wake up from their 
snatches of sleep without being reminded of 
their deadly thirst by that wicked sky sign? 
Do you know that the worst thing I have had 
to fight here is not the devil, but Bodger, 
Bodger, Bodger, with his whisky, his dis- 
tilleries, and his tied houses? Are you going 
to make our shelter another tied house for 
him, and ask me to keep it? 

BILL. Rotten dranken whisky it is too. 

MRS BAINES. Dear Barbara: Lord Saxmund- 
ham has a soul to be saved like any of us. If 
heaven has found the way to make a good 
use of his money, are we to set ourselves up 
against the answer to our prayers? 

BARBARA. I know he has a soul to be saved. 
Let him come down here; and I’ll do my best 
to help him to his salvation. But he wants to 
send his cheque down to buy us, and go on 
being as wicked as ever. 

UNDERSHAFT {with a reasonableness which 
Cusins alone perceives to be ironical] My dear 
Barbara: alcohol is a very necessary article. 
It heals the sick — 

BARBARA. It docs nothing of the sort. 

UNDERSHAFT. Well, it assists the doctor: 
that is perhaps a less questionable way of 
putting it. It makes life bearable to millions 
of people who could not endure their exist- 
ence if they were quite sober. It enables 
Parliament to do things at eleven at night 
that no sane person would do at eleven in 
the morning. Is it Bodger ’s fault that this 


inestimable gift is deplorably abused by less 
than one per cent of the poor? {He turns again 
to the table; signs the cheque; and crosses t^]. 

MRS BAINES. Barbara*, will there be less 
drinking or more if all those poor souls we 
are saving come tomorrow and find the doors 
of our shelters shut in their faces? Lord Sax- 
mundham gives us the money to stop drink- 
ing — to take his own business from him. 

CUSINS {impishly] Pure self-sacrifice on 
Bodger’s part, clearly! Bless dear Bodger! 
{Barbara almost breaks down as Adolphus, too, 
fails her]. 

UNDERSHAFT {tearing out the cheque and 
pocketing the book as he rises and goes past 
Cusins to Mrs Baines] I also, Mrs Baines, may 
claim a little disinterestedness. Think of my 
business! think of the widows and orphans! 
the men and lads torn to pieces with shrap- 
nel and poisoned with lyddite! {Mrs Baines 
shrinks; hut he goes on remorselessly] the oceans 
of blood, not one drop of which is shed in 
a really just cause! the ravaged crops! the 
peaceful peasants forced, women and men, 
to till their fields under the fire of opposing 
armies on pain of starvation! the bad blood of 
the fierce little cowards at home who egg on 
others to fight for the gratification of their 
national vanity! All this makes money for 
me: I am never richer, never busier than 
when the papers are full of it. Well, it is your 
work to preach peace on earth and goodwill 
to men. {Mrs Baines's face lights up again]. 
Every convert you make is a vote against 
war. {Her lips move in prayer]. Yet I give you 
this money to help you to hasten my own 
commercial ruin {He gives her the cheque]. 

CUSINS {mounting the form in an ecstasy of 
mischief] The millennium will be inaugurated 
by the unselfishness of Undershaft and Bod- 
ger. Oh be joyful! {He takes the drumsticks from 
his pockets and flourishes them]. 

MRS BAINES {taking the cheque] The longer 
I live the more proof I see that there is an 
Infinite Goodness that turns everything to 
the work of salvation sooner or later. Who 
would have thought that any good could 
have come out of war and drink? And yet 
their profits are brought today to the feet 
of salvation to do its blessed work. [5*^6 is 
affected to tears]. 

JENNY {running to Mrs Baines and throwing 
her arms round her] Oh dear! how blessed, 
how glorious it all is! 

CUSINS \in a convulsion of irony] Let us seize 
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this unspeakable moment. Let us march to 
the great meeting at once. Excuse me just 
an instant. [lie rushes into the shelter, Jenny 
takes her tambourine from the drum head], 

MRS BAINES. Mr Undershaft*. have you ever 
seen a thousand people fall on their knees 
with one impulse and pray.^ Come with us to 
the meeting. Barbara shall tell them that 
the Army is saved, and saved through you. 

CUSINS [returning impetuously from the shelter 
with a flag and a trombone^ and coming between 
Mrs Baines and Undershaft] You shall carry 
the flag down the first street, Mrs Baines 
[he gives her the flag], Mr Undershaft is a 
gifted trombonist: he shall intone an Olym- 
pian diapason to the West Ham Salvation 
March. [Aside to Undershaft^ as he forces the 
trombone on him] Blow, Machiavelli, blow. 

UNDERSHAFT [aside to him, as he takes the 
trombone] The trumpet in Zion! [Cusins rushes 
to the drum, ?vhich he takes up a?id puts on. 
Undershaft continues, aloud] I will do my best. 
I could vamp a bass if I knew the tune. 

CUSINS. It is a wedding chorus from one of 
Donizetti s operas; but we have converted it. 
We convert everything to good here, includ- 
ing Bodger. You remember the chorus. “For 
thee immense rejoicing — immenso giubilo — 
immenso giubilo.” [With drum obbligato] Rum 
turn ti turn turn, turn turn ti ta — 

BARBARA. Dolly. you are breaking my heart. 

CUSINS. What is a broken heart more or less 
here? Dionysos Undershaft has descended. 
I am possessed. 

MRS BAINES. Comc, Barbara: I must have 
my dear Major to carry the flag with me. 

JENNY. Yes, yes. Major darling. 

CUSINS [snatches the tambourine out of Jenny's 
hand and mutely offers it to Barbara], 

BARBARA [coming forward a little as she puts 
the ofler behind her mth a shudder, rvhilst Cusins 
recklessly tosses the tambourine back to Jenny 
and goes to the gate] I cant come. 

JENNY. Not come! 

MRS BAINES [with tears in her eyes] Barbara: 
do you think I am wrong to take the money? 

BARBARA [impulsivcly going to her and kissing 
her] No, no: God help you, dear, you must: 
you are saving the Army. Go; and may you 
have a great meeting! 

JENNY. But arnt you coming? 

BARBARA. No. begins taking off the silver 
S brooch from her collar], 

MRS BAINES. Barbara: what are you doing? 

JENNY. Why are you taking your badge off? 


You cant be going to leave us, Major. 

BARBARA [quietly] Father: come here. 

UNDERSHAFT [coming to her] My dear! [seeing 
that she is going to pin the badge on his collar, he 
retreats to the penthouse in soyne alarm], 

BARBARA [yb/ZoTTewg^tm] Doiit be frightened. 
[She puis the badge on and steps back toivards the 
table, shewing him to the others] There! It’s not 
much for £5000, is it? 

MRS BAINES. Barbara: if you w'ont come 
and pray with us, promise me you will pray 
for us. 

BARBARA. I cant pray now. Perhaps I shall 
never pray again. 

MRS BAINES. Barbara! 

JENNY. Major! 

BARBARA [almost dcUrious] I cant bear any 
more. Quick march! 

CUSINS [calling to the procession in the street 
outside] Off we go. Play up, there! Immenso 
giubilo. [He gives the time with his drum; and 
the band strikes up the march, which rapidly 
becomes more distant as the procession moves 
briskly away], 

MRS BAINES. I must go, dear. Youre over- 
worked: you will be all right tomorrow. We’ll 
never lose you. Now Jenny: step out with 
the old flag. Blood and Fire! [She marches out 
through the gate ndth her flag], 

JENNY. Glory Hallelujah! [flourishing her 
tambourine and marching], 

UNDERSHAFT [Zo Cusins, as he marches out 
past him easing the slide of his trombone] “My 
ducats and my daughter”! 

CUSINS [folloning him out] Money and gun- 
powder! 

BARBARA. Drunkcnncss and Murder! My 
God: why hast thou forsaken me? 

She sinks on the form with her face buried in 
her hands. The march passes away into silence. 
Bill Walker steals across to her. 

BILL [taunting] Wot prawce selvytion nah? 

SHIRLEY. Dont you hit her when she’s down. 

BILL. She itt me wen aw wiz dahn. Waw 
shouldnt Aw git a bit o me aown beck? 

BARBARA [raising her head] I didnt take your 
money, Bill. crosses the yard to the gate 
and turns her back on the two men to hide her face 
from them], 

BILL [sneering after her] Naow, it warnt enaff 
for you. [Turning to the drum, he misses the 
money], Ellowl If you aint took it sammun 
else ez. Weres it gorn? Bly me if Jenny 111 
didnt tike it arter all! 

RUMMY [screaming at him from the loft] You 
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lie, you dirty blackguard! Snobby Price 
pinched it off the drum when he took up his 
cap. I was up here all the time an see im 
do it. 

BILL. Wot! Stowl maw manney! Waw didnt 
you call thief on him, you silly aold macker 
you? 

RUMMY. To serve you aht for ittin me acrost 
the fice. It’s cost y’pahnd, that az. [Raising a 
pcean of squalid triumph] I done you. I’m even 
with you. Ive ad it alit o y — [Bill snatches up 
Shirley's mug and hurls it at her. She slams the 
loft door and vanishes. The mug smashes against 
the door and falls in fragments]. 

BILL [beginning to chuckle] Tell us, aol menn, 
wot o’clock this mawnin was it Aven im as 
they call Snobby Prawce was sived? 

BARBARA [turning to him more composedly ^ and 
with unspoiled sweetness] About half past 
twelve. Bill. And he pinched your pound at 
a quarter to two. I know. Well, you cant 
afford to lose it. I’ll send it to you. 

BILL [his voice and accent suddenly improving] 
Not if Aw wiz to stawve for it. Aw aint to be 
bought. 

SHIRLEY. Aint you? Youd sell yourself to 
the devil for a pint o beer; ony there aint no 
devil to make the offer. 

BILL [unshamed] Sao Aw would, mite, and 
often ev, cheerful. But s h e cawnt baw me. 
[Approaching Barbara] You wanted maw saoul, 
did you? Well, you aint got it. 

BARBARA. I nearly got it. Bill. But weve 
sold it back to you for ten thousand pounds. 

SHIRLEY. And dear at the money! 

BARBARA. No, Peter: it was worth more than 
money. 

BILL [salvationproof] It’s nao good: you 
cawnt get rahnd me nah. Aw downt blieve 
in it; and Awve seen tody that Aw was rawt. 
[Going] Sao long, aol soupkitchener! Ta, ta, 
Mijor Earl’s Grendorter! [Turning at the gate] 
Wot prawce selvytion nah? Snobby Prawce! 
Ha! ha! 

BARBARA [offering her hand] Goodbye, Bill. 

BILL [taken aback, half plucks his cap off; 
then shoves it on again defiantly] Git aht. 
[Barbara drops her hand, discouraged. He has a 
twinge of remorse]. But thets aw rawt, you 
knaow. Nathink pasnl. Naow mellice. Sao 
long, Judy. [He goes]. 

BARBARA. No malice. So long. Bill. 

SHIRLEY [shaking his head] You make too 
much of him, miss, in your innocence. 

BARBARA [goiug to him] Peter: I’m like you 


now. Cleaned out, and lost my job. 

SHIRLEY. Youve youth an hope. Thats two 
better than me. 

BARBARA. I’ll get you a job, Peter. Thats 
hope for you: the youth will have to be 
enough for me. counts her money]. I have 
just enough left for two teas at Lockharts, a 
Rowton doss for you, and my tram and bus 
home. [He frowns and rises with offended pride. 
She takes his arrri]. Dont be proud, Peter: it’s 
sharing between friends. And promise me 
youll talk to me and not let me cry. [5Ae 
draws him towards the gate]. 

SHIRLEY. Well, I’m not accustomed to talk 
to the like of you — 

BARBARA [urgently] Yes, yes: you must talk 
to me. Tell me about Tom Paine’s books and 
Bradlaugh’s lectures. Come along. 

SHIRLEY. Ah, if you would only read Tom 
Paine in the proper spirit, miss! [They go out 
through the gate together]. 

ACT III 

Next day after lunch Lady Britomart is writ- 
ing in the library in Wilton Crescent. Sarah is 
reading in the armchair near the window. Bar- 
bara, in ordinary fashionable dress, pah and 
brooding, is on the settee. Charles Lomax enters. 
He starts on seeing Barbara fashionably attired 
and in lotv spirits. 

LOMAX. Youve left off your uniform! 

Barbara says nothing; but an expression of 
pain passes over her face. 

LADY BRITOMART [warning him in low tones 
to be careful] Charles! 

LOMAX [much concerned, coming behind the 
settee and bending sympathetically over Barbara] 
I’m awfully sorry, Barbara. You know I 
helped you all I could with the concertina 
and so forth. [Momentously] Still, I have never 
shut my eyes to the fact that there is a certain 
amount of tosh about the Salvation Army. 
Now the claims of the Church of England — 

LADY BRITOMART. Thats cnough, Charlcs. 
Speak of something suited to your mental 
capacity. 

LOMAX. But surely the Church of England 
is suited to all our capacities. 

BARBARA [pressing his hand] Thank you for 
your sympathy, Cholly. Now go and spoon 
with Sarah. 

LOMAX [dragging a chair from the writing 
tabh and seating himself affectionately by 
Sarah's dde] How is my ownest today? 
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SARAH. I wish you wouldnt tell Cholly to 
do things, Barbara. He always comes straight 
and does them. Cholly: we re going to the 
works this afternoon. 

LOMAX. What works? 

SARAH. The cannon works. 

LOMAX. What! Your governor’s shop! 

SARAH. Yes. 

LOMAX. Oh I say! 

Cusins enters in poor condition. He also starts 
visibly when he sees Barbara without her uni- 
form. 

BARBARA. I cxpccted you this morning, 
Dolly. Didnt you guess that? 

CUSINS [sitting down beside Aer] I’m sorry. I 
have only just breakfasted. 

SARAH. But weve just finished lunch. 

BARBARA. Havc you had one of your bad 
nights? 

CUSINS. No: I had rather a good night: in 
fact, one of the most remarkable nights I 
have ever passed. 

BARBARA. The meeting? 

CUSINS. No: after the meeting. 

LADY BRiTOMART. You should have gone 
to bed after the meeting. What were you 
doing? 

CUSINS. Drinking. 

LADY BRITOMART. ^ [ Adolphus! 

SARAH. Dolly! 

BARBARA. Dolly! 

LOMAX. I Oh I say! 

LADY BRITOMART. What Were you drinking, 
may I ask? 

CUSINS. A most devilish kind of Spanish 
burgundy, warranted free from added alco- 
hol: a Temperance burgundy in fact. Its rich- 
ness in natural alcohol made any addition 
superfluous. 

BARBARA. Are you joking, Dolly? 

CUSINS [patiently^ No. I havc been making 
a night of it with the nominal head of this 
household: that is all. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrew made you drunk! 

CUSINS. No: he only provided the wine. I 
think it was Dionysos who made me drunk. 
[To Barbara^ I told you I was possessed. 

LADY BRITOMART. Yourc not sober yet. Go 
home to bed at once. 

CUSINS. I have never before ventured to 
reproach you. Lady Brit; but how could you 
marry the Prince of Darkness? 

LADY BRITOMART. It was much more excus- 
able to marry him than to get drunk with 
him. That is a new accomplishment of 


Andrew’s, by the way. He usent to drink. 

CUSINS. He doesnt now. He only sat there 
and completed the wreck of my moral basis, 
the rout of my convictions, the purchase of 
my soul. He cares for you, Barbara. That is 
what makes him so dangerous to me. 

BARBARA. That has nothing to do with it, 
Dolly. There are larger loves and diviner 
dreams than the fireside ones. You know that, 
dont you? 

CUSINS. Yes: that is our understanding. I 
know it. I hold to it. Unless he can win me 
on that holier ground he may amuse me for 
a while; but he can get no deeper hold, 
strong as he is. 

BARBARA. Keep to that; and the end will be 
right. Now tell me what happened at the 
meeting? 

CUSINS. It was an amazing meeting. Mrs 
Baines almost died of emotion. Jenny Hill 
simply gibbered with hysteria. The Prince 
of Darkness played his trombone like a mad- 
man: its brazen roarings were like the 
laughter of the damned. 117 conversions 
took place then and there. They prayed with 
the most touching sincerity and gratitude 
for Bodger, and for the anonymous donor of 
the £ 5000 . Your father would not let his 
name be given. 

LOMAX. That was rather fine of the old man, 
you know. Most chaps would have wanted 
the advertisement. 

CUSINS. He said all the charitable institu- 
tions would be down on him like kites on a 
battle field if he gave his name. 

LADY BRITOMART. Thats Andrew all over. 
He never does a proper thing without giving 
an improper reason for it. 

CUSINS. He convinced me that I have all my 
life been doing improper things for proper 
reasons. 

LADY BRITOMART. Adolphus*. now that Bar- 
bara has left the Salvation Army, you had 
better leave it too. I will not have you play- 
ing that drum in the streets. 

CUSINS. Your orders are already obeyed. 
Lady Brit. 

BARBARA. Dolly. were you ever really in 
earnest about it? Would you have joined if 
you had never seen me? 

CUSINS [disingenuously] Well — er — well, pos- 
sibly, as a collector of religions — 

LOMAX [cunningly] Not as a drummer, 
though, you know. You are a very clear- 
headed brainy chap, Dolly; and it must have 
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been apparent to you that there is a certain 
amount of tosh about — 

LADY BRiTOMART. Charles: if you must 
drivel, drivel like a grown-up man and not 
like a schoolboy. 

ix)MAX [out of countenance^ Well, drivel is 
drivel, dont you know, whatever a man’s age. 

LADY BRITOMART. In good Society in Eng- 
land, Charles, men drivel at all ages by re- 
peating silly formulas with an air of wisdom. 
Schoolboys make their own formulas out of 
slang, like you. When they reach your age, 
and get political private secretaryships and 
things of that sort, they drop slang and get 
their formulas out of The Spectator or The 
Times. You had better confine yourself to 
The Times. You will find that there is a cer- 
tain amount of tosh about The Times; but 
at least its language is reputable. 

LOMAX [overwhelmed] You are so awfully 
strong-minded. Lady Brit — 

LADY BRITOMART. Rubbish! [Movrison comes 
in]. What is it? 

MORRISON. If you please, my lady, Mr 
Undershaft has just drove up to the door. 

LADY BRITOMART. Well, let him in. [Morn- 
son hesitates]. Whats the matter with you? 

MORRISON. Shall I announce him, my lady; 
or is he at home here, so to speak, my lady? 

LADY BRITOMART. Annouiice him. 

MORRISON. Thank you, my lady. You wont 
mind my asking, I hope. The occasion is in 
a manner of speaking new to me. 

LADY BRITOMART. Quite right. Go and let 
him in. 

MORRISON. Thank you, my lady. [He with- 
draws]. 

LADY BRITOMART. Children: go and get 
ready. [Sarah and Barbara go upstairs for their 
out-of-door wraps]. Charles: go and tell 
Stephen to come down here in five minutes: 
you will find him in the drawing room. 
[Charles goes]. Adolphus: tell them to send 
round the carriage in about fifteen minutes. 
[Adolphus goes]. 

MORRISON [at the door] Mr Undershaft. 

Undershaft comes in. Morrison goes out. 

UNDERSHAFT. Alonc! How fortunatc! 

LADY BRITOMART [rising] Dont be senti- 
mental, Andrew. Sit down. [She sits on the 
settee: he sits beside her, on her left. She comes 
to the point before he has time to breathe]. Sarah 
must have £800 a year until Charles Lomax 
comes into his property. Barbara will need 
more, and need it permanently, because 


Adolphus hasnt any property. 

UNDERSHAFT [resignedly] Yes, my dear: I 
will see to it. Anything else? for yourself, for 
instance? 

LADY BRITOMART. I Want to talk to you 
about Stephen. 

UNDERSHAFT [rather wearily] Dont, my dear. 
Stephen doesnt interest me. 

LADY BRITOMART. He does interest me. He 
is our son. 

UNDERSHAFT. Do you really think so? He 
has induced us to bring him into the world; 
but he chose his parents very incongruously, 

I think. I see nothing of myself in him, and 
less of you. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrew. Stephen is an 
excellent son, and a most steady, capable, 
highminded young man. You are simply try- 
ing to find an excuse for disinheriting him. 

uNDERSiiAFT. My dear Biddy: the Under- 
shaft tradition disinherits him. It would be 
dishonest of me to leave the cannon foundry 
to my son. 

LADY BRITOMART. It would be most Un- 
natural and improper of you to leave it to 
anyone else, Andrew. Do you suppose this 
wicked and immoral tradition can be kept 
up for ever? Do you pretend that Stephen 
could not carry on the foundry just as well 
as all the other sons of the big business 
houses? 

UNDERSIIAFT. Yes*. he could learn the office 
routine without understanding the business, 
like all the other sons; and the firm would go 
on by its own momentum until the real 
Undershaft — probably an Italian or a Ger- 
man — would invent a new method and cut 
him out. 

LADY BRITOMART. There is nothing that any 
Italian or German could do that Stephen 
could not do. And Stephen at least has 
breeding. 

UNDERSIIAFT. The son of a foundling! Non- 
sense! 

LADY BRITOMART. My son, Andrew! And 
even you may have good blood in your veins 
for all you know. 

UNDERSHAFT. True. Probably I have. That 
is another argument in favor of a foundling. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrew, dont be ag- 
gravating. And dont be wicked. At present 
you are both. 

UNDERSHAFT. This Conversation is part of 
the Undershaft tradition, Biddy. Every 
Undershaft *s wife has treated him to it ever 
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since the house was founded. It is mere 
waste of breath. If the tradition be ever 
broken it will be for an abler man than 
Stephen. 

LADY BRiTOMART [jpoutin^ Then go away. 

UNDERSHAFT [deprecatory] Go away! 

LADY BRITOMART. Ycs: go away. If you will 
do nothing for Stephen, you are not wanted 
here. Go to your foundling, whoever he is; 
and look after him. 

UNDERSHAFT. The fact is, Biddy — 

LADY BRITOMART. Dont Call mc Biddy. I 
dont call you Andy. 

UNDERSHAFT. I will not Call my wife Brito- 
mart: it is not good sense. Seriously, my love, 
the Undershaft tradition has landed me in a 
difficulty. I am getting on in years; and my 
partner Lazarus has at last made a stand and 
insisted that the succession must be settled 
one way or the other; and of course he is 
quite right. You see, I havnt found a fit suc- 
cessor yet. 

LADY BRITOMART [obstinately] There is 
Stephen. 

UNDERSHAFT. Tliats just it: all the found- 
lings I can find are exactly like Stephen. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrew!! 

UNDERSHAFT. I Want a man with no rela- 
tions and no schooling: that is, a man who 
would be out of the running altogether if he 
were not a strong man. And I cant find him. 
Every blessed foundling nowadays is snapped 
up in his infancy by Barnardo homes, or 
School Board officers, or Boards of Guardians; 
and if he shews the least ability he is 
fastened on by schoolmasters; trained to win 
scholarships like a racehorse; crammed with 
secondhand ideas; drilled and disciplined in 
docility and what they call good taste; and 
lamed for life so that he is fit for nothing but 
teaching. If you want to keep the foundry in 
the family, you had better find an eligible 
foundling and marry him to Barbara. 

LADY BRITOMART. Ah! Barbara! Your pet! 
You would sacrifice Stephen to Barbara. 

UNDERSHAFT. Cheerfully. And you, my 
dear, would boil Barbara to make soup for 
Stephen. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrew*, this is not a 
question of our likings and dislikings: it is a 
question of duty. It is your duty to make 
Stephen your successor. 

UNDERSHAFT. Just as Hiuch as it is your 
duty to submit to your husband. Come, 
Biddy! these tricks of the governing class are 


of no use with me. I am one of the governing 
class myself; and it is waste of time giving 
tracts to a missionary. I have the power in 
this matter; and I am not to be humbugged 
into using it for your purposes. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrew*, you can talk my 
head off; but you cant change wrong into 
right. And your tie is all on one side. Put it 
straight. 

UNDERSHAFT [discoucerted] It wont stay un- 
less it’s pinned [he fumbles at it with childish 
grimaces ] — 

Stephen comes in, 

STEPHEN [at the door] I beg your pardon 
[about to retire], 

LADY BRITOMART. No: comc in, Stephen. 
[Stephe7i comes for 7vard to his mother ^ writmg 
table], 

UNDERSHAFT [7iot Very cordially] Good after- 
noon. 

STEPHEN [coldly] Good afternoon. 

UNDERSHAFT [to Locly Brito77iart] He knows 
all about the tradition, I suppose? 

LADY BRITOMART. Ycs. [To Stephen] It is 
what I told you last night, Stephen. 

UNDERSHAFT [sulkily] I Understand you 
want to come into the cannon business. 

STEPHEN. I go into trade! Certainly not. 

UNDERSHAFT [opening his eyes, greatly eased 
in mind and 7nan7ier] Oh! in that case — 

LADY BRITOMART. Cannoiis are not trade, 
Stephen. They are enterprise. 

STEPHEN. I have no intention of becoming 
a man of business in any sense. I have no 
capacity for business and no taste for it. I 
intend to devote myself to politics. 

UNDERSHAFT [rising] My dear boy: this is an 
immense relief to me. And I trust it may 
prove an equally good thing for the country. 
I was afraid you w*ould consider yourself 
disparaged and slighted. [He 77ioves towards 
Stepke7i as if to shake hands 7vith him], 

L.ADY BRITOMART [rising and interposing] 
Stephen: I cannot allow you to throw away 
an enormous property like this. 

STEPHEN [stiffly] Mother: there must be an 
end of treating me as a child, if you please. 
[Lady Britomart recoils, deeply wounded by his 
to7ief Until last night I did not take your 
attitude seriously, because I did not think 
you meant it seriously. But I find now that 
you. left me in the dark as to matters which 
you should have explained to me years ago. 
I am extremely hurt and offended. Any 
further discussion of my intentions had better 

k2 
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take place with my father, as between one 
man and another. 

LADY BRiTOMART. Stephen! [SAe sits down 
again, her e^es filling with tears]. 

UNDERSHAFT [with grave compassion] You 
see, my dear, it is only the big men who can 
be treated as children. 

STEPHEN. I am sorry, mother, that you have 
forced me — 

UNDERSHAFT [stopping him] Yes, yes, yes, 
yes: thats all right, Stephen. She wont inter- 
fere with you any more: your independence 
is achieved: you have won your latchkey. 
Dont rub it in; and above all, dont apologize. 
[He resumes his seat]. Now what about your 
future, as between one man and another — 
I beg your pardon, Biddy: as between two 
men and a woman. 

LADY BRITOMART [who has pulled hersel f to- 
gether strongly] I quite understand, Stephen. 
By all means go your own way if you feel 
strong enough. [Stephen sits down magisteri- 
ally in the chair at the writing table with an air 
of affirming his inajonty], 

UNDERSHAFT. It is Settled that you do not 
ask for the succession to the cannon business. 

STEPHEN. I hope it is settled that I re- 
pudiate the cannon business. 

UNDERSHAFT. Come, comc! dont be so 
devilishly sulky: it’s boyish. Freedom should 
be generous. Besides, I owe you a fair start 
in life in exchange for disinheriting you. You 
cant become prime minister all at once. 
Havnt you a turn for something? What about 
literature, art, and so forth? 

STEPHEN. I have nothing of the artist about 
me, either in faculty or character, thank 
Heaven! 

UNDERSHAFT. A philosopher, perhaps? Eh? 

STEPHEN. I make no such ridiculous pre- 
tension. 

UNDERSHAFT. Just SO. Well, there is the 
army, the navy, the Church, the Bar. The 
Bar requires some ability. What about the 
Bar? 

STEPHEN. I have not studied law. And I am 
afraid I have not the necessary push — I 
believe that is the name barristers give to 
their vulgarity — for success in pleading. 

UNDERSHAFT. Rather a difficult case, 
Stephen. Hardly anything left but the stage, 
is there? [Stephen makes an impatient move- 
ment], Well, come! is there anything you 
know or care for? 

STEPHEN [rising and looking at him steadily] 


I know the difference between right and 
wrong. 

UNDERSHAFT [hugely tickUd] You dont say 
so! What! no capacity for business, no know- 
ledge of law, no sympathy with art, no pre- 
tension to philosophy; only a simple know- 
ledge of the secret that has puzzled all 
the philosophers, baffled all the lawyers, 
muddled all the men of business, and ruined 
most of the artists: the secret of right and 
wrong. Why, man, youre a genius, a master 
of masters, a god! At twentyfour, too! 

STEPHEN [keeping his temper with difficulty] 
You are pleased to be facetious. I pretend 
to nothing more than any honorable English 
gentleman claims as his birthright [he sits 
dojvn angrily]. 

UNDERSHAFT. Oh, thats everybody’s birth- 
right. Look at poor little Jenny Hill, the 
Salvation lassie! she would think you were 
laughing at her if you asked her to stand up 
in the street and teach grammar or geo- 
graphy or mathematics or even drawing room 
dancing; but it never occurs to her to doubt 
that she can teach morals and religion. You 
are all alike, you respectable people. You 
cant tell me the bursting strain of a ten-inch 
gun, which is a very simple matter; but you 
all think you can tell me the bursting strain 
of a man under temptation. You darent 
handle high explosives; but youre all ready 
to handle honesty and truth and justice and 
the whole duty of man, and kill one another 
at that game. What a country! What a world! 

LADY BRITOMART [uncasUy] What do you 
think he had better do, Andrew? 

UNDERSHAFT. Oh, just what he wants to do. 
He knows nothing; and he thinks he knows 
everything. That points clearly to a political 
career. Get him a private secretaryship to 
someone who can get him an Under Secre- 
taryship; and then leave him alone. He will 
find his natural and proper place in the end 
on the Treasury bench. 

STEPHEN [springing up again] I am sorry, 
sir, that you force me to forget the respect 
due to you as my father. I am an English- 
man; and I will not hear the Government of 
my country insulted. [He thrusts his hands in 
his pockets, and walks angrily across to the 
window]. 

UNDERSHAFT [with a touch of brutality] The 
government of your country! / am the 
government of your country: I, and Lazarus. 
Do you suppose that you and half a dozen 
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amateurs like you, sitting in a row in that 
foolish gabble shop, can govern Undershaft 
and Lazarus? No, my friend: you will do 
what pays us. You will make war when it 
suits us, and keep peace when it doesnt. You 
will find out that trade requires certain 
measures when we have decided on those 
measures. When I want anything to keep 
my dividends up, you will discover that my 
want is a national need. When other people 
want something to keep my dividends down, 
you will call out the police and military. And 
in return you shall have the support and ap- 
plause of my newspapers, and the delight of 
imagining that you are a great statesman. 
Government of your country! Be off with 
you, my boy, and play with your caucuses 
and leading articles and historic parties and 
great leaders and burning questions and the 
rest of your toys, /am going back to my count- 
ing-house to pay the piper and call the tune. 

STEPHEN [actually smiling, and putting his 
hand on his father s shoulder mth indulgent 
patronage^ Really, my dear father, it is im- 
possible to be angry with you. You dont 
know how absurd all this sounds to me. You 
are very properly proud of having been in- 
dustrious enough to make money; and it is 
greatly to your credit that you have made so 
much of it. But it has kept you in circles 
where you are valued for your money and 
deferred to for it, instead of in the doubtless 
very old-fashioned and behind-the-times 
public school and university where I formed 
my habits of mind. It is natural for you to 
think that money governs England; but you 
must allow me to think I know^ better. 

UNDERSHAFT. And w'hat does govern Eng- 
land, pray? 

STEPHEN. Character, father, character. 

UNDERSHAFT. Whose character? Yours or 
mine? 

STEPHEN. Neither yours nor mine, father, 
but the best elements in the English national 
character. 

UNDERSHAFT. Stephen*. Ive found your 
profession for you. Youre a born journalist, 
ril start you with a high-toned weekly re- 
view. There! 

Before Stephen can reply Sarah, Barbara, 
Lomax, and Cusins come i?i ready for walking, 
Barbara crosses the room to the window and 
looks out. Cusins drifts amiably to the armchair, 
Lomax remains near the door, whilst Sarah 
comes to her mother. 


Stephen goes to the smaller writing table and 
busies himself with his letters, 

SARAH. Go and get ready, mamma: the 
carriage is waiting. [Lady Britomart leaves the 
room\ 

UNDERSHAFT [to Sarah] Good day, my dear. 
Good afternoon, Mr Lomax. 

LOMAX [vaguely] Ahdedoo. 

UNDERSHAFT [to Cusius] Quitc wcll after 
last night, Euripides, eh? 

CUSINS. As well as can be expected. 

UNDERSHAFT. Thats right. [To Barbara] So 
you are coming to see my death and devasta- 
tion factory, Barbara? 

BARBARA [at the window] You came yester- 
day to see my salvation factory. I promised 
you a return visit. 

LOMAX [coming forward between Sarah and 
Undershaft] Youll find it awfully interesting. 
Ive been through the Woolwich Arsenal; and 
it gives you a ripping feeling of security, you 
know, to think of the lot of beggars we could 
kill if it came to fighting. [To Undershaft, 
7vith sudden solemnity] Still, it must be rather 
an awful reflection for you, from the re- 
ligious point of view as it were. Youre getting 
on, you know, and all that. 

SARAH. You dont mind Cholly s imbecility, 
papa, do you? 

LOMAX [much taken aback] Oh I say! 

UNDERSHAFT. Mr Lomax looks at the 
matter in a very proper spirit, my dear. 

LOMAX. Just so. Thats all I meant, I assure 
you. 

SARAH. Are you coming, Stephen? 

STEPHEN. Well, I am rather busy — er — 
[Magnanimously] Oh w^ell, yes: I’ll come. 
That is, if there is room for me. 

UNDERSHAFT. I Can take two with me in a 
little motor I am experimenting wdth for 
field use. You wont mind its being rather 
unfashionable. It’s not painted yet; but it’s 
bullet proof. 

LOMAX [appalled at the prospect of confronting 
Wilton Crescent in an unpainted motor] Oh I 
say! 

SARAH. The carriage for me, thank you. 
Barbara doesnt mind what she’s seen in. 

LOMAX. I say, Dolly, old chap: do you really 
mind the car being a guy? Because of course 
if you do I’ll go in it. Still — 

CUSINS. I prefer it. 

LOMAX. Thanks awfully, old man. Come, 
my ownest. [He hurries out to secure his seat in 
the carriage, Sarah follows him]. 
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cusiNS [moodily walking across to Lady 
BritomarVs writing tahU^ Why are we two 
coming to this Works Department of Hell? 
that is what I ask myself. 

BARBARA. I havc always thought of it as 
a sort of pit where lost creatures with 
blackened faces stirred up smoky fires and 
were driven and tormented by my father? 
Is it like that, dad? 

UNDERSiiAFT [scandalizcd^ My dear! It is 
a spotlessly clean and beautiful hillside 
town. 

CUSINS. With a Methodist chapel? Oh do 
say theres a Methodist chapel. 

UNDERSHAFT. There are two: a Primitive 
one and a sophisticated one. There is even 
an Ethical Society; but it is not much 
patronized, as my men are all strongly re- 
ligious. In the High Explosives Sheds they 
object to the presence of Agnostics as unsafe. 

CUSINS. And yet they dont object to you! 

BARBARA. Do they obey all your orders? 

UNDERSHAFT. I ncvcr give them any orders. 
When I speak to one of them it is “Well, 
Jones, is the baby doing well? and has Mrs 
Jones made a good recovery?” “Nicely, 
thank you, sir.” And thats all. 

CUSINS. But Jones has to be kept in order. 
How do you maintain discipline among your 
men? 

UNDERSHAFT. I dont. They do. You see, the 
one thing Jones wont stand is any rebellion 
from the man under him, or any assertion 
of social equality between the wife of the 
man with 4 shillings a week less than him- 
self, and Mrs Jones! Of course they all rebel 
against me, theoretically. Practically, every 
man of them keeps the man just below him 
in his place. I never meddle with them. I 
never bully them. I dont even bully Lazarus. 
I say that certain things are to be done; but 
I dont order anybody to do them. I dont say, 
mind you, that there is no ordering about 
and snubbing and even bullying. The men 
snub the boys and order them about; the car- 
men snub the sweepers; the artisans snub the 
unskilled laborers; the foremen drive and 
bully both the laborers and artisans; the 
assistant engineers find fault with the fore- 
men; the chief engineers drop on the assist- 
ants; the departmental managers worry the 
chiefs; and the clerks have tall hats and 
hymnbooks and keep up the social tone by 
refusing to associate on equal terms with 
anybody. The result is a colossal profit, 


which comes to me. 

CUSINS [revolted] You really are a — well, 
what I was saying yesterday. 

BARBARA. What was he saying yesterday? 

UNDERSHAFT. Ncver mind, my dear. He 
thinks I have made you unhappy. Have I? 

BARBARA. Do you think I can be happy in 
this vulgar silly dress? I! who have worn the 
uniform. Do you understand what you have 
done to me? Yesterday I had a man’s soul 
in my hand. I set him in the way of life with 
his face to salvation. But when we took your 
money he turned back to drunkenness and 
derision. [With intense conviction] I will never 
forgive you that. If I had a child, and you 
destroyed its body with your explosives — 
if you murdered Dolly with your horrible 
guns — I could forgive you if my forgiveness 
would open the gates of heaven to you. But 
to take a human soul from me, and turn it 
into the soul of a wolf! that is worse than any 
murder. 

UNDERSHAFT. Does my daughter despair so 
easily? Can you strike a man to the heart and 
leave no mark on him? 

BARBARA [her face lighting up] Oh, you are 
right: he can never be lost now: where was 
my faith? 

CUSINS. Oh, clever clever devil! 

BARBARA. You may be a devil; but God 
speaks through you sometimes. takes her 
father s hands and kisses them]. You have 
given me back my happiness: I feel it deep 
down now, though my spirit is troubled. 

UNDERSHAFT. You have learnt something. 
That always feels at first as if you had lost 
something. 

BARBARA. Well, take me to the factory of 
death; and let me learn something more. 
There must be some truth or other behind 
all this frightful irony. Come, Dolly. [iSAe 
goes out], 

CUSINS. My guardian angel! [To Under- 
shaft] Avaunt! [He follows Barbara], 

STEPHEN [quietly, at the writing table] You 
must not mind Cusins, father. He is a very 
amiable good fellow; but he is a Greek 
scholar and naturally a little eccentric. 

UNDERSHAFT. Ah, quite so. Thank you, 
Stephen. Thank you. [He goes out], 

Stephen smiles patronizingly; buttons his coat 
responsibly; and crosses the room to the door, 
Ltidy Britomart, dressed for out-of-doors, opens 
it before he reaches it. She looks round for the 
others; looks at Stephen; and turns to go withoui 
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a word. 

STEPHEN [embarrassed] Mother — 

LADY BRiTOMART. Dont be apologetic, 
Stephen. And dont forget that you have out- 
grown your mother. goes out]. 

Perivale St Andrews lies between two Middle- 
sex hills y half climbing the northern one. It is an 
almost smokeless town of white walls y roofs of 
narrow green slates or red tiles, tall treeSy domes, 
campaniles, and slender chimney shafts, beauti- 
fully situated and beautiful in itself The best 
view of it is obtahied from the crest of a slope 
about half a inile to the east, where the high ex- 
plosives arc dealt 7vith. The foundry lies hidden 
in the depths between, the tops of its chimneys 
sproutmg like huge skittles into the middle dis- 
tance. Across the crest runs an emplacement of 
concrete, with a fire step, and a parapet which 
suggests a fortification, because there is a huge 
cannon of the obsolete Woohvich Infant pattern 
peering across it at the town. The cannon is 
mounted on an experimental gun carriage: pos- 
sibly the original model of the Under shaft dis- 
appearing rampart gun alluded to by Stephen. 
The firestep, being a convenient place to sit, 
is furnished here and there 7vith straw disc 
cushions; a?id at one place there is the additional 
luxury of a fir rug. 

Barbara is standing on the firestep, looking 
over the parapet towards the town. On her right 
is the cannon; on her left the end of a shed raised 
on piles, with a ladder of three or four steps up 
to the door, which opens oubvards and has a 
little 7vooden landing at the threshold, 7vith a fire 
bucket in the corner of the landing. Several 
dummy soldiers, more or less mutilated, 7vith 
straw protruding from their gashes, have been 
shoved out of the way under the landing. A few 
others are nearly upright against the shed; and 
one has fallen for7vard aiid lies, like a grotesque 
corpse, on the emplacement. The parapet stops 
short of the shed, leaving a gap 7vhich is the 
beginning of the path down the hill through the 
foundry to the tojvn. The rug is on the firestep 
near this gap. Down on the emplacement behind 
the canjion is a trolley carrying a huge conical 
bombshell with a red hand painted on it. Further 
to the right is the door of an office, which, like the 
sheds, is of the lightest possible construction. 

Cusins arrives by the path from the torvn. 

BARBARA. Well? 

CUSINS. Not a ray of hope. Everything 
perfect! wonderful! real! It only needs a 
cathedral to be a heavenly city instead of a 
hellish one. 


BARBARA. Have you found out whether 
they have done anything for old Peter 
Shirley? 

CUSINS. They have found him a job as gate- 
keeper and timekeeper. He's frightfully 
miserable. He calls the timekeeping brain- 
work, and says he isnt used to it; and his gate 
lodge is so splendid that he's ashamed to use 
the rooms, and skulks in the scullery. 

BARBARA. Poor Pctcr! 

Stephen arrives from the t 07 vn. He carries a 
fieldglass. 

STEPHEN [enthusiastically] Have you two 
seen the place? Why did you leave us? 

CUSINS. I wanted to see everything I was 
not intended to see; and Barbara wanted to 
make the men talk. 

STEPHEN. Have you found anything dis- 
creditable? 

CUSINS. No. They call him Dandy Andy 
and are proud of his being a cunning old 
rascal; but it’s all horribly, frightfully, im- 
morally, unanswerably perfect. 

Sarah arrives. 

SARAH. Heavens! what a place! [She crosses 
to the trolley]. Did you see the nursing home!? 
[*S^c sits down on the shell], 

STEPHEN. Did you see the libraries and 
schools!? 

SARAH. Did you see the ball room and the 
banqueting chamber in the Town Hall!? 

STEPHEN. Have you gone into the insurance 
fund, the pension fund, the building society, 
the various applications of co-operation!? 

Under shaft comes from the office, 7vith a sheaf 
of telegrams in his hand. 

UNDERSHAFT. Well, havc you seen every- 
thing? Tm sorry I was called away. [Indicat- 
ing the telegrams] Good news from Manchuria. 

STEPHEN. Another Japanese victory? 

UNDERSHAFT. Oh, I dont kiiow. Which side 
wins does not concern us here. No: the good 
news is that the aerial battleship is a tre- 
mendous success. At the first trial it has 
wiped out a fort with three hundred soldiers 
in it. 

CUSINS [from the platform] Dummy soldiers? 

UNDERSHAFT [stridijig ocross to Siepheyt and 
kickmg the prostrate dummy brutally out of his 
way] No: the real thing. 

Cusins and Barbara exchange glances. Then 
Cusins sits on the step and buries his face in his 
hands. Barbara gravely lays her hand on his 
shoulder. He looks up at her in whimsical des^ 
peration. 
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UNDERSHAFT. Well, Stephen, what do you 
think of the place? 

STEPHEN. Oh, magnificent. A perfect 
triumph of modern industry. PVankly, my 
dear father, I have been a fool: I had no idea 
of what it all meant: of the wonderful fore- 
thought, the power of organization, the ad- 
ministrative capacity, the financial genius, 
the colossal capital it represents. I have been 
repeating to myself as I came through your 
streets “Peace hath her victories no less 
renowned than War.“ I have only one mis- 
giving about it all. 

UNDERSHAFT. Out with it. 

STEPHEN. Well, I cannot help thinking that 
all this provision for every want of your work- 
men may sap their independence and weaken 
their sense of responsibility. And greatly as 
we enjoyed our tea at that splendid restau- 
rant — how they gave us all that luxury and 
cake and jam and cream for threepence I 
really cannot imagine! — still you must re- 
member that restaurants break up home life. 
Look at the continent, for instance! Are you 
sure so much pampering is really good for 
the men’s characters? 

UNDERSHAFT. Well you scc, my dear boy, 
when you are organizing civilization you have 
to make up your mind whether trouble and 
anxiety are good things or not. If you decide 
that they are, then, 1 take it, you simply 
dont organize civilization; and there you are, 
with trouble and anxiety enough to make us 
all angels! But if you decide the other way, 
you may as well go through with it. However, 
Stephen, our characters are safe here. A 
sufficient dose of anxiety is always provided 
by the fact that we may be blown to smither- 
eens at any moment. 

SARAH. By the way, papa, where do you 
make the explosives? 

UNDERSHAFT. In Separate little sheds, like 
that one. When one of them blows up, it 
costs very little; and only the people quite 
close to it are killed. 

Stephen, who is quite close to it, looks at it 
rather scaredly, and moves away quickly to the 
cannon. At the same moment the door of the shed 
is thrown abruptly open; and a foreman in over- 
alls and Ust slippers comes out on the little land- 
ing and holds the door for Lomax, who appears 
in the doorway. 

LOMAX [with studied coolness'] My good fellow: 
you neednt get into a state of nerves. No- 
thing’s going to happen to you; and I suppose 


it wouldnt be the end of the world if anything 
did. A little bit of British pluck is what you 
want, old chap. [He descends and strolls across 
to Sarah]. 

UNDERSHAFT [to the foreman] Anything 
wrong, Bilton? 

BiLTON [with ironic calw^ Gentleman walked 
into the high explosives shed and lit a cigaret, 
sir: thats all. 

UNDERSHAFT. Ah, quite so. [Going over to 
Lo?nax] Do you happen to remember what 
you did with the match? 

LOMAX. Oh come! I’m not a fool. I took 
jolly good care to blow it out before I 
chucked it away. 

BILTON. The top of it was red hot inside, 
sir. 

LOMAX. Well, suppose it was! I didnt chuck 
it into any of your messes. 

UNDERSHAFT. Think no more of it, Mr 
Lomax. By the way, would you mind lending 
me your matches? 

LOMAX [offering his box] Certainly. 

UNDERSHAFT. Thanks. [He pockets the 
matches]. 

LOMAX [lecturing to the company generally] 
You know, these high explosives dont go off 
like gunpowder, except when theyre in a 
gun. When theyre spread loose, you can put 
a match to them without the least risk: they 
just burn quietly like a bit of paper. [Warm- 
ing to the scientific interest of the subject] Did 
you know that. Undershaft? Have you ever 
tried? 

UNDERSHAFT. Not on a large scale, Mr 
Lomax. Bilton will give you a sample of gun 
cotton when you are leaving if you ask him. 
You can experiment with it at home. [Bilton 
looks puzzled]. 

SARAH. Bilton will do nothing of the sort, 
papa. I suppose it’s your business to blow up 
the Russians and Japs; but you might really 
stop short of blowing up poor Cholly. [Bilton 
gives it up and retires into the shed]. 

LOMAX. My ownest, there is no danger. [He 
sits beside her on the shell]. 

Lady Britomart arrives from the town with a 
bouquet. 

LADY BRITOMART [impctuously] Andrew: you 
shouldnt have let me see this place. 

UNDERSHAFT. Why, my dear? 

LADY BRITOMART. Never mind why: you 
shouldnt have: thats all. To think of all that 
[indicating the ionm] being yours! and that you 
have kept it to yourself all these years! 



MAJOR BARBARA 


495 


UNDERSHAFT. It does Dot belong to me. I 
belong to it. It is the Undershaft inherit- 
ance. 

LADY BRitOMART. It is not. Your ridiculous 
cannons and that noisy banging foundry may 
be the Undershaft inheritance; but all that 
plate and linen, all that furniture and those 
houses and orchards and gardens belong to 
us. They belong to me : they are not a man’s 
business. I wont give them up. You must be 
out of your senses to throw them all away; 
and if you persist in such folly, I will call in a 
doctor. 

UNDERSHAFT [stooping to Smell the bouquet] 
Where did you get the flowers, my dear? 

LADY BRITOMART. Your men presented them 
to me in your William Morris Labor Church. 

cusiNS. Oh! It needed only that. A Labor 
Church! [he mounts thejirestep distractedly , and 
leans tvith his elbows on the parapet, turning his 
hack to them]. 

LADY BRITOMART. Ycs, with Morris’s words 
in mosaic letters ten feet high round the 
dome. No man is good enough to be another 
man’s master. The cynicism of it! 

UNDERSHAFT. It sliockcd the men at first, I 
am afraid. But now they take no more notice 
of it than of the ten commandments in 
church. 

LADY BRITOMART. Andrcwt you are trying 
to put me off the subject of the inheritance 
by profane jokes. Well, you shant. I dont ask 
it any longer for Stephen: he has inherited 
far too much of your perversity to be fit for 
it. But Barbara has rights as well as Stephen. 
Why should not Adolphus succeed to the 
inheritance? I could manage the town for 
him: and he can look after the cannons, if 
they are really necessary. 

UNDERSHAFT. I should ask nothing better 
if Adolphus were a foundling. lie is exactly 
the sort of new blood that is wanted in 
English business. But he’s not a foundling; 
and theres an end of it. [He makes for the 
office door]. 

CUSINS [turning to them] Not quite. [They all 
turn and stare at him]. I think — Mind! I am 
not committing myself in any way as to my 
future course — but I think the foundling 
difficulty can be got over. [He jumps dorm 
to the emplacement]. 

UNDERSHAFT [comiug bock to him] What do 
you mean? 

CUSINS. Well, I have something to say 
which is in the nature of a confession. 


SARAH. 

LADY BRITOMART. 

BARBARA. 

STEPHEN. 

LOMAX. Oh I say! 

CUSINS. Yes, a confession. Listen, all. Until 
I met Barbara I thought myself in the 
main an honorable, truthful man, because I 
wanted the approval of my conscience more 
than I wanted anything else. But the moment 
I saw Barbara, I wanted her far more than 
the approval of my conscience. 

LADY BRITOMART. Adolphus! 

CUSINS. It is true. You accused me your- 
self, Lady Brit, of joining the Army to 
worship Barbara; and so I did. She bought my 
soul like a flower at a street corner; but she 
bought it for herself. 

UNDERSHAFT. What! Not for Dionysos or 
another? 

CUSINS. Dionysos and all the others are in 
herself. I adored what was divine in her, and 
was therefore a true worshipper. But I was 
romantic about her too. I thought she was 
a woman of the people, and that a marriage 
with a professor of Greek would be far 
beyond the wildest social ambitions of her 
rank. 

LADY BRITOMART. Adolphus!! 

LOMAX. Oh I say!!! 

CUSINS. When I learnt the horrible truth — 

LADY BRITOMART. What do you mean by 
the horrible truth, pray? 

CUSINS. That she was enormously rich; that 
her grandfather was an earl; that her father 
was the Prince of Darkness — 

UNDERSHAFT. CllUt! 

CUSINS. — and that I was only an adventurer 
trying to catch a rich wife, then I stooped 
to deceive her about my birth. 

BARBARA [rising] Dolly! 

LADY BRITOMART. Your birth! Now Adol- 
phus, dont dare to make up a wicked story 
for the sake of these wretched cannons. 
Remember: I have seen photographs of your 
parents; and the Agent General for South 
Western Australia knows them personally 
and has assured me that they are most 
respectable married people. 

CUSINS. So they are in Australia; but here 
they are outcasts. Their marriage is legal in 
Australia, but not in England. My mother 
is my father’s deceased wife’s sister; and in 
this island I am consequently a foundling. 
[Sensation]. 


I Confession! 



496 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


BARBARA. Silly! [5Ae climbs to the cannon ^ and 
leans, listening, in the angle it makes with the 
parapet], 

cusiNS. Is the subterfuge good enough, 
Machiavelli? 

UNDER8HAFT [thoughtfully] Biddy, this may 
be a way out of the difficulty. 

LADY BRiTOMART. Stuff! A man cant make 
cannons any the better for being his own 
cousin instead of his proper self sits do?vn 
on the rug with a bounce that expresses her down- 
right contempt for their casuistry]. 

UNDERSHAFT [to Cusins] You are an edu- 
cated man. That is against the tradition. 

CUSINS. Once in ten thousand times it 
happens that the schoolboy is a born master 
of what they try to teach him. Greek has not 
destroyed my mind: it has nourished it. Be- 
sides, I did not learn it at an English public 
school. 

UNDERSHAFT. Hm! Well, I cannot afford to 
be too particular: you have cornered the 
foundling market. Let it pass. You are 
eligible, Euripides: you are eligible. 

BARBARA. Dolly: yesterday morning, when 
Stephen told us all about the tradition, you 
became very silent; and you have been 
strange and excited ever since. Were you 
thinking of your birth then? 

CUSINS. When the finger of Destiny sud- 
denly points at a man in the middle of his 
breakfast, it makes him thoughtful. 

UNDERSHAFT. Aha! You have had your eye 
on the business, my young friend, have you? 

CUSINS. Take care! There is an abyss of 
moral horror between me and your accursed 
aerial battleships. 

UNDERSHAFT. Ncvcr mind the abyss for the 
present. Let us settle the practical details 
and leave your final decision open. You 
know that you will have to change your 
name. Do you object to that? 

CUSINS. Would any man named Adolphus — 
any man called Dolly! — object to be called 
something else? 

UNDERSHAFT. Good. Now, as to money! I 
propose to treat you handsomely from the 
beginning. You shall start at a thousand a 
year. 

CUSINS [with sudden heat, his spectacles twink- 
ling mth mischief] A thousand! You dare offer 
a miserable thousand to the son-in-law of a 
millionaire! No, by Heavens, Machiavelli! you 
shall not cheat me. You cannot do without 
me; and I can do without you. I must have 


two thousand five hundred a year for two 
years. At the end of that time, if I am a 
failure, I go. But if I am a success, and stay 
on, you must give me the other five thousand. 

UNDERSHAFT. What Other five thousand? 

CUSINS. To make the two years up to five 
thousand a year. The two thousand five 
hundred is only half pay in case I should 
turn out a failure. The third year I must have 
ten per cent on the profits. 

UNDERSHAFT [taken aback] Ten per cent! 
Why, man, do you know what my profits are? 

CUSINS. Enormous, I hope: otherwise I shall 
require twentyfive per cent. 

UNDERSHAFT. But, Mr Cusins, this is a serious 
matter of business. You are not bringing any 
capital into the concern. 

CUSINS. What! no capital! Is my mastery of 
Greek no capital? Is my access to the subtlest 
thought, the loftiest poetry yet attained by 
humanity, no capital? My character! my 
intellect! my life! my career! what Barbara 
calls my soul! are these no capital? Say 
another word; and I double my salary. 

UNDERSHAFT. Be reasonable — 

CUSINS [peremptorily] Mr Undershaft: you 
have my terms. Take them or leave them. 

UNDERSHAFT [recovering himself] Very well. 
I note your terms; and I offer you half. 

CUSINS [disgusted] Half! 

UNDERSHAFT [firmly] Half. 

CUSINS. You call yourself a gentleman; and 
you offer me half!! 

UNDERSHAFT. I do not Call mysclf a gentle- 
man; but I offer you half. 

CUSINS. This to your future partner! your 
successor! your son-in-law! 

BARBARA. You RFC Selling your own soul, 
Dolly, not mine. Leave me out of the bargain, 
please. 

UNDERSHAFT. Comc! I will go a step further 
for Barbara’s sake. I will give you three fifths; 
but that is my last word. 

CUSINS. Done! 

LOMAX. Done in the eye! Why, I get only 
eight hundred, you know. 

CUSINS. By the way, Mac, I am a classical 
scholar, not an arithmetical one. Is three fifths 
more than half or less? 

UNDERSHAFT. Morc, of course. 

CUSINS. I would have taken two hundred 
and fifty. How you can succeed in business 
when you are willing to pay all that money 
to a University don who is obviously not 
worth a junior clerk’s wages! — well! What 
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will Lazarus say? 

UNDERSHAFT. Lazarus is a gentle romantic 
Jew who cares for nothing but string quartets 
and stalls at fashionable theatres. He will be 
blamed for your rapacity in money matters, 
poor fellow! as he has hitherto been blamed 
for mine. You are a shark of the first order, 
Euripides. So much the better for the firm! 

BARBARA. Is the bargain closed, Dolly? 
Does your soul belong to him now? 

cusiNS. No: the price is settled: that is all. 
The real tug of war is still to come. What 
about the moral question? 

LADY BRiTOMART. There is no moral ques- 
tion in the matter at all, Adolphus. You must 
simply sell cannons and weapons to people 
whose cause is right and j ust, and refuse them 
to foreigners and criminals. 

UNDERSHAFT [determinedly^ No: none of that. 
You must keep the true faith of an Armorer, 
or you dont come in here. 

CUSINS. What on earth is the true faith of 
an Armorer? 

UNDERSHAFT. To give arms to all men who 
offer an honest price for them, without 
respect of persons or principles: to aristocrat 
and republican, to Nihilist and Tsar, to 
Capitalist and Socialist, to Protestant and 
Catholic, to burglar and policeman, to blaek 
man, white man and yellow man, to all sorts 
and conditions, all nationalities, all faiths, all 
follies, all causes and all crimes. The first 
Undershaft wrote up in his shop if God gave 
THE HAND, LET NOT MaN WITHHOLD THE SWORD. 

The second w rote up all have the right to 
fight: none have the right to judge. The 
third wrote up to Man the weapon: to 
Heaven the victory. The fourth had no 
literary turn; so he did not write up anything; 
but he sold cannons to Napoleon under the 
nose of George the Third. The fifth wrote up 

peace shall not prevail save with a SWORD 
IN HER HAND. The sixth, my master, was the 
best of all. He wrote up nothing is ever 
DONE in this world UNTIL MEN ARE PREPARED 
TO KILL ONE ANOTHER IF IT IS NOT DONE. 

After that, there was nothing left for the 
seventh to say. So he wrote up, simply, 

UNASHAMED. 

CUSINS. My good Machiavelli, I shall cer- 
tainly write something up on the wall; only, as 
I shall write it in Greek, you wont be able to 
read it. But as to your Armorer’s faith, if I 
take my neck out of the noose of my own 
morality I am not going to put it into the 


noose of yours. I shall sell cannons to whom 
I please and refuse them to whom I please. 
So there! 

UNDERSHAFT. From the moment when you 
become Andrew Undershaft, you will never 
do as you please again. Dont come here 
lusting for power, young man. 

CUSINS. If power were my aim I should 
not come here for it. You have no power. 

UNDERSHAFT. Nonc of my own, certainly. 

CUSINS. I have more power than you, more 
will. You do not drive this place: it drives 
you. And what drives the place? 

UNDERSHAFT [enigiuatically^^ A will of which 
I am a part. 

BARBARA [startled] Father! Do you know 
what you are saying; or are you laying a snare 
for my soul? 

CUSINS. Dont listen to his metaphysics, 
Barbara. The place is driven by the most 
rascally part of society, the money hunters, 
the pleasure hunters, the military promotion 
hunters; and he is their slave. 

UNDERSHAFT. Not uccessarily. Remember 
the Armorer’s Faith. I will take an order 
from a good man as cheerfully as from a bad 
one. If you good people prefer preaching and 
shirking to buying my weapons and fight- 
ing the rascals, dont blame me. I can make 
cannons: I cannot make courage and con- 
viction. Bah! you tire me, Euripides, with 
your morality mongering. Ask Barbara: she 
understands. [He suddenly reaches up and 
takes Barbara's hajids, looking porverfully into 
her eyes] Tell him, my love, what pow er really 
means. 

BARBARA [hypnoii::ed^ Before I joined the 
Salvation Army, I was in my own power; and 
the consequence was that I never knew what 
to do with myself. When I joined it, I had 
not time enough for all the things I had to 
do. 

UNDERSHAFT [approvingly] Just so. And why 
was that, do you suppose? 

BARBARA. Yesterday I should have said, 
because I w^as in the power of God. 
resumes her self-possession, withdrawing her 
hands from his with a power equal to his own]. 
But you came and shewed me that I was in 
the power of Bodger and Undershaft. Today 
I feel — oh! how can I put it into words? Sarah: 
do you remember the earthquake at Cannes, 
when we were little children? — how little the 
surprise of the first shock mattered com* 
pared to the dread and horror of waiting for 
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the second? That is how I feel in this place 
today. I stood on the rock I thought eternal; 
and without a word of warning it reeled and 
crumbled under me. I was safe with an in- 
finite wisdom watching me, an army march- 
ing to Salvation with me; and in a moment, 
at a stroke of your pen in a cheque book, I 
stood alone; and the heavens were empty. 
That was the first shock of the earthquake: 
I am waiting for the second. 

UNDERSHAFT. Come, come, my daughter! 
dont make too much of your little tinpot 
tragedy. What do we do here when we spend 
years of work and thought and thousands of 
pounds of solid cash on a new gun or an aerial 
battleship that turns out just a hairsbreadth 
wrong after all? Scrap it. Scrap it without 
wasting another hour or another pound on it. 
Well, you have made for yourself something 
that you call a morality or a religion or what 
not. It doesnt fit the facts. Well, scrap it. 
Scrap it and get one that does fit. That is 
what is wrong with the world at present. It 
scraps its obsolete steam engines and dyna- 
mos; but it wont scrap its old prejudices and 
its old moralities and its old religions and its 
old political constitutions. Whats the result? 
In machinery it does very well; but in morals 
and religion and politics it is working at a 
loss that brings it nearer bankruptcy every 
year. Dont persist in that folly. If your old 
religion broke down yesterday, get a newer 
and a better one for tomorrow. 

BARBARA. Oh how gladly I would take a 
better one to my soul! But you offer me a 
worse one. [Turning on him mth sudden vehe- 
mence], Justify yourself: shew me some light 
through the darkness of this dreadful place, 
with its beautifully clean workshops, and 
respectable workmen, and model homes. 

UNDERSHAFT. Cleanliness and respectability 
do not need justification, Barbara: they justify 
themselves. I see no darkness here, no dread- 
fulness. In your Salvation shelter I saw 
poverty, misery, cold, and hunger. You gave 
them bread and treacle and dreams of heaven. 
I give from thirty shillings a week to twelve 
thousand a year. They find their own dreams; 
but I look after the drainage. 

BARBARA. And their souls? 

UNDERSHAFT. I save their souls just as I 
saved yours. 

BARBARA [revolted] You saved my soul! 
What do you mean? 

UNDERSHAFT. I fed you and clothed you and 


housed you. I took care that you should have 
money enough to live handsomely — more 
than enough; so that you could be wasteful, 
careless, generous. That saved your soul from 
the seven deadly sins. 

BARBARA [bervildered] The seven deadly sins! 

UNDERSHAFT. Ycs, the deadly seven. [Count- 
ing on his Jingers] Food, clothing, firing, rent, 
taxes, respectability, and children. Nothing 
can lift those seven millstones from Man's 
neck but money; and the spirit cannot soar 
until the millstones are lifted. I lifted them 
from your spirit. I enabled Barbara to become 
Major Barbara; and I saved her from the 
crime of poverty. 

cusiNs. Do you call poverty a crime? 

UNDERSHAFT. The worst of crimes. All the 
other crimes are virtues beside it: all the 
other dishonors are chivalry itself by com- 
parison. Poverty blights whole cities; spreads 
horrible pestilences; strikes dead the very 
souls of all who come within sight, sound, or 
smell of it. What you call crime is nothing: a 
murder here and a theft there, a blow now 
and a curse then: what do they matter? they 
are only the accidents and illnesses of life: 
there are not fifty genuine professional crimi- 
nals in London. But there are millions of poor 
people, abject people, dirty people, ill fed, 
ill clothed people. They poison us morally 
and physically: they kill the happiness of 
society: they force us to do away with our 
own liberties and to organize unnatural cruel- 
ties for fear they should rise against us and 
drag us down into their abyss. Only fools fear 
crime: we all fear poverty, Pah! [turning on 
Barbara] you talk of your half-saved ruffian 
in West Ham: you accuse me of dragging his 
soul back to perdition. Well, bring him to me 
here; and I will drag his soul back again to 
salvation for you. Not by words and dreams; 
but by thirtyeight shillings a week, a sound 
house in a handsome street, and a permanent 
job. In three weeks he will have a fancy 
waistcoat; in three months a tall hat and a 
chapel sitting; before the end of the year he 
will shake hands with a duchess at a Primrose 
League meeting, and join the Conservative 
Party. 

BARBARA. And will he be the better for that? 

UNDERSHAFT. You know he will. Dont be a 
hypocrite, Barbara. He will be better fed, 
better housed, better clothed, better be- 
haved; and his children will be pounds 
heavier and bigger. That will be better than 
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an American cloth mattress in a shelter, 
chopping firewood, eating bread and treacle, 
and being forced to kneel down from time 
to time to thank heaven for it; knee drill, I 
think you call it. It is cheap work converting 
starving men with a Bible in one hand and a 
slice of bread in the other. I will undertake 
to convert West Ham to Mahometanism on 
the same terms. Try your hand on my men: 
their souls are hungry because their bodies 
are full. 

BARBARA. And leave the east end to starve? 

UNDERSHAFT \}ds energetic tone dropping into 
one of hitter and brooding remembrance^ I was 
an east ender. I moralized and starved until 
one day I swore that I would be a full-fed 
free man at all costs; that nothing should 
stop me except a bullet, neither reason nor 
morals nor the lives of other men. I said 
“Thou shalt starve ere I starve”; and with 
that word I became free and great. I was a 
dangerous man until I had my will: now I 
am a useful, beneficent, kindly person. That 
is the history of most self-made millionaires, 
I fancy. When it is the history of every 
Englishman we shall have an Englancb worth 
living in. 

LADY BRiTOMART. Stop making speeches, 
Andrew. This is not the place for them. 

UNDERSHAFT [punctured'] My dear: I have 
no other means of conveying my ideas. 

LADY BRITOMART. Your ideas are nonsense. 
You got on because you were selfish and 
unscrupulous, 

UNDERSHAFT. Not at all. I had the strongest 
scruples about poverty and starvation. Your 
moralists are quite unscrupulous about both: 
they make virtues of them. I had rather be 
a thief than a pauper; I had rather be a 
murderer than a slave. I dont want to be 
either; but if you force the alternative on me, 
then, by Heaven, Fll choose the braver and 
more moral one. I hate poverty and slavery 
worse than any other crimes whatsoever. 
And let me tell you this. Poverty and slavery 
have stood up for centuries to your sermons 
and leading articles: they will not stand up 
to my machine guns. Dont preach at them: 
dont reason with them. Kill them. 

BARBARA. Killing. Is that your remedy for 
everything? 

UNDERSHAFT. It is the final test of convic- 
tion, the only lever strong enough to over- 
turn a social system, the only way of saying 
Must. Let six hundred and seventy fools 


loose in the streets; and three policemen can 
scatter them. But huddle them together in a 
certain house in Westminster; and let them 
go through certain ceremonies and call them- 
selves certain names until at last they get 
the courage to kill; and your six hundred and 
seventy fools become a government. Your 
pious mob fills up ballot papers and imagines 
it is governing its masters; but the ballot 
paper that really governs is the paper that 
has a bullet wrapped up in it. 

cusiNS. That is perhaps why, like most 
intelligent people, I never vote. 

UNDERSHAFT. Vote! Bah! When you vote, 
you only change the names of the cabinet. 
When you shoot, you pull down govern- 
ments, inaugurate new epochs, abolish old 
orders and set up new. Is that historically 
true, Mr Learned Man, or is it not? 

CUSINS. It is historically true. I loathe hav- 
ing to admit it. I repudiate your sentiments. 
I abhor your nature. I defy you in every 
possible way. Still, it is true. But it ought 
not to be true. 

UNDERSHAFT. Ought! ought! ought! ought! 
ought! Are you going to spend your life saying 
ought, like the rest of our moralists? Turn 
your oughts into shalls, man. Come and make 
explosives with me. Whatever can blow men 
up can blow society up. The history of the 
world is the history of those who had courage 
enough to embrace this truth. Have you the 
courage to embrace it, Barbara? 

LADY BRITOMART. Barbara: I positively for- 
bid you to listen to your father’s abominable 
wickedness. And you, Adolphus, ought to 
know better than to go about saying that 
wrong things are true. What does it matter 
whether they are true if they are wrong? 

UNDERSHAFT. What docs it matter whether 
they are wrong if they are true? 

LADY BRITOMART [Hsing^ Children: come 
home instantly. Andrew: I am exceedingly 
sorry I allowed you to call on us. You are 
wickeder than ever. Come at once. 

BARBARA [shaking her head] It’s no use run- 
ning away from wicked people, mamma. 

LADY BRITOMART. It is cvcry usc. It shcws 
your disapprobation of them, 

BARBARA. It does not save them. 

LADY BRITOMART. I CRD sce that you are 
going to disobey me. Sarah: are you coming 
home or are you not? 

SARAH. I daresay it’s very wicked of papa 
to make cannons; but I dont think I shall cut 
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him on that account. 

LOMAX [pouring oil on the troubled waters^ The 
fact is, you know, there is a certain amount 
of tosh about this notion of wickedness. It 
doesnt work. You must look at facts. Not 
that I would say a word in favor of anything 
wrong; but then, you see, all sorts of chaps 
are always doing all sorts of things; and we 
have to fit them in somehow, dont you know. 
What I mean is that you cant go cutting 
everybody; and thats about what it comes 
to. [Their rapt attention to his eloquence makes 
him nervous\ Perhaps I dont make myself 
clear. 

LADY BRiTOMART. You are lucidity itself, 
Charles. Because Andrew is successful and 
has plenty of money to give to Sarah, you 
will flatter him and encourage him in his 
wickedness. 

LOMAX [unruffled^ Well, where the carcase 
is, there will the eagles be gathered, dont 
you know. [To Undershaft] Eh? What? 

UNDERSHAFT. Prceiscly. By the way, may I 
call you Charles? 

LOMAX. Delighted. Cholly is the usual 
ticket. 

UNDERSHAFT [to Lady Britomart] Biddy — 

LADY BRITOMART [violently] Dont dare call 
me Biddy. Charles Lomax: you are a fool. 
Adolphus Cusins: you are a Jesuit. Stephen: 
you are a prig. Barbara: you are a lunatic. 
Andrew: you are a vulgar tradesman. Now 
you all know my opinion; and my conscience 
is clear, at all events [she sits donm with a 
vehemence that the rug fortunately softens], 

UNDERSHAFT. My dear: you are the incar- 
nation of morality. [She snorts]. Your con- 
science is clear and your duty done when you 
have called everybody names. Come, Euri- 
pides! it is getting late; and we all want to 
go home. Make up your mind. 

CUSINS. Understand this, you old demon — 

LADY BRITOMART. Adolphus! 

UNDERSHAFT. Let him alone, Biddy. Pro- 
ceed, Euripides. 

CUSINS. You have me in a horrible dilemma. 
I want Barbara. 

UNDERSHAFT. Like all young men, you 
greatly exaggerate the difference between 
one young woman and another. 

BARBARA. Quite true, Dolly. 

CUSINS. I also want to avoid being a rascal. 

UNDERSHAFT [rvith biting contempt] You lust 
for personal righteousness, for self-approval, 
for what you call a good conscience, for 


what Barbara calls salvation, for what I call 
patronizing people who are not so lucky as 
yourself. 

CUSINS. I do not: all the poet in me recoils 
from being a good man. But there are things 
in me that I must reckon with. Pity — 

UNDERSHAFT. Pity! The scavenger of 
misery. 

CUSINS. Well, love. 

UNDERSHAFT. I know. You love the needy 
and the outcast: you love the oppressed 
races, the negro, the Indian ryot, the under- 
dog everywhere. Do you love the Japanese? 
Do you love the French? Do you love the 
English? 

CUSINS. No. Every true Englishman de- 
tests the English. We are the wickedest 
nation on earth; and our success is a moral 
horror. 

UNDERSHAFT. That is what comes of your 
gospel of love, is it? 

CUSINS. May I not love even my father-in- 
law? 

UNDERSHAFT. Who wants your love, man? 
By what right do you take the liberty of 
offering it to me? I will have your due heed 
and respect, or I will kill you. But your love! 
Damn your impertinence! 

CUSINS [grinning] I may not be able to 
control my affections, Mac. 

UNDERSHAFT. You are fencing, Euripides. 
You are weakening: your grip is slipping. 
Come! try your last weapon. Pity and love 
have broken in your hand: forgiveness is 
still left. 

CUSINS. No: forgiveness is a beggar’s re- 
fuge. I am with you there: we must pay our 
debts. 

UNDERSHAFT. Well Said. Come! you will 
suit me. Remember the words of Plato. 

CUSINS [starting] Plato! You dare quote 
Plato to me ! 

UNDERSHAFT. Plato says, my friend, that 
society cannot be saved until cither the Pro- 
fessors of Greek take to making gunpowder, 
or else the makers of gunpowder become 
Professors of Greek. 

CUSINS. Oh, tempter, cunning tempter! 

UNDERSHAFT. Comc! choosc, man, choose. 

CUSINS. But perhaps Barbara will not 
marry me if I make the wrong choice. 

BARBARA. Perhaps not. 

CUSINS [desperately perplexed] You hear! 

BARBARA. Father: do you love nobody? 

UNDERSHAFT. I lovc my best friend. 
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LADY BRiTOMART. And who is that, pray? 

UNDERSHAFT. My bravcst enemy. That is 
the man who keeps me up to the mark. 

cusiNS. You know, the creature is really a 
sort of poet in his way. Suppose he is a great 
man, after all! 

UNDERSHAFT. Suppose you stop talking and 
make up your mind, my young friend. 

CUSINS. But you are driving me against my 
nature. I hate war. 

UNDERSHAFT. Hatred is the coward^s re- 
venge for being intimidated. Dare you make 
war on war? Here are the means; my friend 
Mr Lomax is sitting on them. 

LOMAX [springing wp] Oh I say! You dont 
mean that this thing is loaded, do you? My 
ownest: come off it. 

SARAH [sitting placidly on the shell] If I am 
to be blown up, the more thoroughly it is 
done the better. Dont fuss, Cholly. 

LOMAX [to Under shafts strongly remonstrant] 
Your own daughter, you know! 

UNDERSHAFT. So I SCO. [To Ciisins] Well, 
my friend, may we expect you here at six 
tomorrow morning? 

CUSINS [firmly] Not on any account. I will 
see the whole establishment blown up with 
its own dynamite before I will get up at five. 
My hours are healthy, rational hours: eleven 
to five. 

UNDERSHAFT. Comc when you please: be- 
fore a week you will come at six and stay 
until I turn you out for the sake of your 
health. [Calling] Bilton! [He turns to Lady 
Britomart, who me^]. My dear: let us leave 
these two young people to themselves for 
a moment. [Bilton comes from the shed]. I 
am going to take you through the guncotton 
shed. 

BILTON [barring the way] You cant take any- 
thing explosive in here, sir. 

LADY BRITOMART. What do you mean? Are 
you alluding to me? 

BILTON [unmoved] No, maam. Mr Under- 
shaft has the other gentleman’s matches in 
his pocket. 

LADY BRITOMART [abruptly] Oh! I beg your 
pardon. [iSAe goes into the shed]. 

UNDERSHAFT. Quite right, Bilton, quite 
right: here you are. [He gives Bilton the box of 
matches]. Come, Stephen. Come, Charles. 
Bring Sarah. [He passes into the shed]. 

Bilton opens the box and deliberately drops 
the matches into the fire-bucket 

LOMAX. Oh I say! [Bilton stolidly hands him 


the empty box]. Infernal nonsense! Pure 
scientific ignorance! [He goes in]. 

SARAH. Am I all right, Bilton? 

BILTON. Youll have to put on list slippers, 
miss: thats all. Weve got em inside. [She goes 
in]. 

STEPHEN [very seriously to Dolly, old 

fellow, think. Think before you decide. Do 
you feel that you are a sufficiently practical 
man? It is a huge undertaking, an enormous 
responsibility. All this mass of business will 
be Greek to you. 

CUSINS. Oh, I think it will be much less 
difficult than Greek. 

STEPHEN. Well, I just want to say this 
before I leave you to yourselves. Dont let 
anything I have said about right and wrong 
prejudice you against this great chance in 
life. I have satisfied myself that the business 
is one of the highest character and a credit 
to our country. [Emotionally] I am very 
proud of my father. I — [ Unable to proceed, he 
presses Cusins' hand and goes hastily into the 
shed, followed by Bilton]. 

Barbara and Cusins, left ahne together, look 
at one another silently. 

CUSINS. Barbara: I am going to accept this 
offer. 

BARBARA. I thought you would. 

CUSINS. You understand, dont you, that 
I had to decide without consulting you. If I 
had thrown the burden of the choice on you, 
you would sooner or later have despised me 
for it. 

BARBARA. Ycs: I did not want you to sell 
your soul for me any more than for this in- 
heritance. 

CUSINS. It is not the sale of my soul that 
troubles me: I have sold it too often to care 
about that. I have sold it for a professorship. 
I have sold it for an income. I have sold it to 
escape being imprisoned for refusing to pay 
taxes for hangmen’s ropes and unjust wars 
and things that I abhor. What is all human 
conduct but the daily and hourly sale of our 
souls for trifles? What I am now selling it for 
is neither money nor position nor comfort, 
but for reality and for power. 

BARBARA. You know that you will have no 
power, and that he has none. 

CUSINS. I know. It is not for myself alone. 
I want to make power for the world. 

BARBARA. I Want to make power for the 
world too; but it must be spiritual power. 

CUSINS. I think all power is spiritual: these 
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cannons will not go off by themselves. I have 
tried to make spiritual power by teaching 
Greek. But the world can never be really 
touched by a dead language and a dead 
civilization. The people must have power; 
and the people cannot have Greek. Now the 
power that is made here can be wielded by 
all men. 

BARBARA. Powcr to bum women’s houses 
down and kill their sons and tear their hus- 
bands to pieces. 

cusiNS. You cannot have power for good 
without having power for evil too. Even 
mother’s milk nourishes murderers as well 
as heroes. This power which only tears men’s 
bodies to pieces has never been so hor- 
ribly abused as the intellectual power, the 
imaginative power, the poetic, religious 
power that can enslave men’s souls. As a 
teacher of Greek I gave the intellectual man 
weapons against the common man. I now 
want to give the common man weapons 
against the intellectual man. I love the 
common people. 1 want to arm them against 
the lawyers, the doctors, the priests, the 
literary men, the professors, the artists, and 
the politicians, who, once in authority, are 
more disastrous and tyrannical than all the 
fools, rascals, and impostors. I want a power 
simple enough for common men to use, yet 
strong enough to force the intellectual oli- 
garchy to use its genius for the general good. 

BARBARA. Is there no higher power than 
that [pointing to the shell]} 

CUSINS. Yes; but that power can destroy 
the higher powers just as a tiger can destroy 
a man: therefore Man must master that 
power first. I admitted this when the Turks 
and Greeks were last at war. My best pupil 
went out to fight for Hellas. My parting gift 
to him was not a copy of Plato’s Republic, 
but a revolver and a hundred Undershaft 
cartridges. The blood of every Turk he shot 
— if he shot any — is on my head as well as on 
Undershaft’s. That act committed me to this 
place for ever. Your father’s challenge has 
beaten me. Dare I make war on war? I dare. 
I must. I will. And now, is it all over between 
us? 

BARBARA [touckcd by Ms evident dread of her 
answer] Silly baby Dolly! How could it be? 

CUSINS [overjoyed] Then you — you — you — 
Oh for my drum! [He Jiourishes imaginary 
drumsticks]. 

BARBARA [angered by his lemty] Take care, 


Dolly, take care. Oh, if only I could get 
away from you and from father and from it 
all! if I could have the wings of a dove and 
fly away to heaven! 

CUSINS. And leave me! 

BARBARA. Ycs, you, and all the other 
naughty mischievous children of men. But 
I cant. I was happy in the Salvation Army 
for a moment. I escaped from the world into 
a paradise of enthusiasm and prayer and 
soul saving; but the moment our money ran 
short, it all came back to Bodger: it was he 
who saved our people: he, and the Prince of 
Darkness, my papa. Undershaft and Bodger: 
their hands stretch everywhere: when we 
feed a starving fellow creature, it is with 
their bread, because there is no other bread; 
when we tend the sick, it is in the hospitals 
they endow; if we turn from the churches 
they build, we must kneel on the stones of 
the streets they pave. As long as that lasts, 
there is no getting away from them. Turn- 
ing our backs on Bodger and Undershaft is 
turning our backs on life. 

CUSINS. I thought you were determined to 
turn your back on the wicked side of life. 

BARBARA. There is no wicked side: life is all 
one. And I never wanted to shirk my share 
in whatever evil must be endured, whether 
it be sin or suffering. I wish I could cure you 
of middle-class ideas, Dolly. 

CUSINS [gaspmg] Middle cl — 1 A snub! A 
social snub to me! from the daughter of a 
foundling! 

BARBARA. That is why I have no class, 
Dolly: I come straight out of the heart of the 
whole people. If I were middle-class I should 
turn my back on my father’s business; and 
we should both live in an artistic drawing 
room, with you reading the reviews in one 
corner, and I in the other at the piano, play- 
ing Schumann: both very superior persons, 
and neither of us a bit of use. Sooner than 
that, I would sweep out the guncotton shed, 
or be one of Bodger ’s barmaids. Do you 
know what would have happened if you had 
refused papa’s offer? 

CUSINS. I wonder! 

BARBARA. I should have given you up and 
married the man who accepted it. After all, 
my dear old mother has more sense than any 
of you. I felt like her when I saw this place — 
felt that I must have it — that never, never, 
never could I let it go; only she thought it 
was the houses and the kitchen ranges and 
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the linen and china, when it was really all the 
human souls to be saved: not weak souls in 
starved bodies, sobbing with gratitude for 
a scrap of bread and treacle, but fullfed, 
quarrelsome, snobbish, uppish creatures, all 
standing on their little rights and dignities, 
and thinking that my father ought to be 
greatly obliged to them for making so much 
money for him — and so he ought. That is 
where salvation is really wanted. My father 
shall never throw it in my teeth again that 
my converts were bribed with bread. [She 
is transfigured], I have got rid of the bribe of 
bread. I have got rid of the bribe of heaven. 
Let God’s work be done for its own sake: the 
work he had to create us to do because it 
cannot be done except by living men and 
women. When I die, let him be in my debt, 
not I in his; and let me forgive him as be- 
comes a woman of my rank. 

cusiNS. Then the way of life lies through 
the factory of death? 

BARBARA. Ycs, through the raising of hell 
to heaven and of man to God, through the 
unveiling of an eternal light in the Valley of 
The Shadow. [Seizing him with both hands] Oh, 
did you think my courage would never come 
back? did you believe that I was a deserter? 
that I, who have stood in the streets, and 
taken my people to my heart, and talked of 
the holiest and greatest things with them, 
could ever turn back and chatter foolishly 
to fashionable people about nothing in a 
drawing room? Never, never, never, never: 
Major Barbara will die with the colors. Oh! 
and I have my dear little Dolly boy still; and 


he has found me my place and my work. 
Glory Hallelujah! [S'Ae kisses him], 

CUSINS. My dearest: consider my delicate 
health. I cannot stand as much happiness 
as you can. 

BARBARA. Ycs: it is not easy work being in 
love with me, is it? But it’s good for you. 
runs to the shed, and calls, childlike] Mamma! 
Mamma! [Bilton comes out of the shed, fol- 
lowed by Under shaft], I want Mamma. 

UNDERSiiAFT. She is taking off her list 
slippers, dear, [//e passes on to Cusins], Well? 
What does she say? 

CUSINS. She has gone right up into the skies. 

LADY BRiTOMART [coming from the shed and 
stopping on the steps, obstructing Sarah, who 
follo7VS with Lomax, Barbara clutches like a 
baby at her mother s skirt] Barbara: when will 
you learn to be independent and to act and 
think for yourself? I know as well as pos- 
sible what that cry of “ Mamma, Mamma,” 
means. Always running to me! 

SARAH [touchmg Lady BritomarVs ribs with 
her finger tips and imitating a bicycle horn] Pip! 

pip! 

LADY BRITOMART [highly indignant] How 
dare you say Pip! pip! to me, Sarah? You are 
both very naughty children. What do you 
want, Barbara? 

BARBARA. I Want a house in the village to 
live in with Dolly. [Dragging at the skirt] 
Come and tell me which one to take. 

UNDERSHAFT [to Ctisins] Six o’clock to- 
morrow morning, Euripides. 

THE END 


XV 

THE DOCTOR’S DILEMMA 

A TRAGEDY ( 1906 ) 


ACT I 

On the I5th June 1903 , in the early forenoon, 
a medical student, surname Redpenny, Chris- 
tian name unknown and of no importance, sits at 
work in a doctor s consulting room. He devils for 
the doctor by answering his letters, acting as his 
domestic laboratory assistant, and making him- 
self indispensable generally, in return for un- 
specified advantages involved by intimate inter- 
course mih a leader of his profession, and 


amounting to an informal apprenticeship and a 
temporary affiliation, Redpenny is not proud, 
and will do anything he is asked 7vithout reserva- 
tion of his personal dignity if he is asked in a 
felhw-creaturely way. He is a 7vide-open-eyed, 
ready, credulous, friendly, hasty youth, 7vith his 
hair and clothes in reluctant tra7isition from the 
untidy boy to the tidy doctor, 

Redpenny is interrupted by the entrance of an 
old serving-woman who has never knoTvn the 
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cares^ the preoccupations, the responsibilities, 
jealousies, and anxieties of persoiial beauty. She 
has the complexion of a never-washed gypsy, in- 
curable by any detergent; and she has, not a 
regular beard and moustaches, which could at 
least be trimmed and ivaxed into a masculine pre- 
sentableness, but a whole crop of small beards 
and moustaches, mostly springing from moles 
all over her face. She carries a duster and toddles 
about meddlesomely , spying out dust so diligently 
that whilst she is flicking off one speck she is 
already looking elsewhere for another. In con- 
versation she has the same trick, hardly ever 
looking at the person she is addressing except 
when she is excited. She has 07ily one manner, 
and that is the manner of an old family nurse to 
a child just after it has learnt to fvalk. She has 
used her ugliness to secure indulgences unattain- 
able by Cleopatra or Fair Rosamund, and has 
the further great advantage over thejn that age 
increases her qualijicaiion instead of impairing it. 
Being an industrious, agreeable, a7id popular old 
soul, she is a ivalking sermon on the vanity of 
feminine prettiness. Just as Redpenny has wo 
discovered Christian name, she has no discovered 
surname, and is known throughout the doctors' 
quarter between Cavendish Square aiid the 
Marylebone Road shnply as Emmy. 

The consulting room has two windows looking 
on Queen A fine Street. Between the two is a marble- 
topped console, with haunched gilt legs ending 
in sphinx claws. The huge pier-glass which 
surmounts it is mostly disabled from reflection 
by elaborate painting on its surface of palms, 
ferns, lilies, tulips, and sunflorvers. The adjoin- 
ing wall contains the fireplace, with two arm- 
chairs before it. As we happen to Jace the corner 
we see nothing of the other two fvalls. On the 
right of the fireplace, or rather on the right of 
any person facing the fireplace, is the door. On 
its left is the writing-table at ivhich Redpenny 
sits. It is an untidy table, with a microscope, 
several test tubes, and a spirit lamp standing up 
through its litter of papers. There is a couch in 
the middle of the room, at right angles to the con- 
sole, and parallel to the fireplace. A chair stands 
between the couch and the 7vindow. Another in 
the corner. Another at the other end of the win- 
dowed wall. The ivindows have green Venetian 
blinds and rep curtains; and there is a gasalier; 
but it is a convert to electric lighting. The wall 
paper and carpets are mostly green, coeval with 
the gasalier and the Venetian blinds. The house, 
in fact, was so well furnished in the middle of 
the XIXth century that it sta?ids unaltered to this 


day and is still quite presentable, 

EMMY [entering and immediately beginning U) 
dust the couch] Theres a lady bothering me to 
see the doctor. 

REDPENNY [distracted by the interruption] 
Well, she cant see the doctor. Look here: 
whats the use of telling you that the doctor 
cant take any new patients, when the moment 
a knock comes to the door, in you bounce 
to ask whether he can see somebody? 

EMMY. Who asked you whether he could 
see somebody? 

REDPENNY. YoU did. 

EMMY. I said theres a lady bothering me to 
see the doctor. That isnt asking. It*s telling. 

REDPENNY. Well, is the lady bothering you 
any reason for you to come bothering me 
when Tm busy? 

EMMY. Have you seen the papers? 

REDPENNY. No. 

EMMY. Not seen the birthday honors? 

REDPENNY [beginning to srvear] What the — 

EMMY. Now, now, ducky! 

REDPENNY. What do you suppose I care 
about the birthday honors? Get out of this 
with your chattering. Dr Ridgeon will be 
down before I have these letters ready. Get 
out. 

EMMY. Dr Ridgeon wont never be down any 
more, young man. 

She detects dust on the console and is down on 
it immediately, 

REDPENNY [jumping up and following her] 
What? 

EMMY. He’s been made a knight. Mind you 
dont go Dr Ridgeoning him in them letters. 
Sir Colenso Ridgeon is to be his name now. 

REDPENNY. I’m jolly glad.. 

EMMY. I never was so taken aback. I always 
thought his great discoveries was fudge (let 
alone the mess of them) with his drops of 
blood and tubes full of Maltese fever and 
the like. Now he’ll have a rare laugh at me. 

REDPENNY. Scrvc you right! It was like 
your cheek to talk to him about science. [He 
returns to his table and resumes his writing], 

EMMY. Oh, I dont think much of science; 
and neither will you when youve lived as long 
with it as I have. Whats on my mind is 
answering the door. Old Sir Patrick Cullen 
has been here already and left first congratu- 
lations — hadnt time to come up on his way 
to the hospital, but was determined to be first 
— coming back, he said. All the rest will be 
here too: the knocker will be going all day. 
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What Fm afraid of is that the doctor’ll want 
a footman like all the rest, now that he’s Sir 
Colenso. Mind: dont you go putting him up 
to it, ducky; for he’ll never have any comfort 
with anybody but me to answer the door. I 
know who to let in and who to keep out. And 
that reminds me of the poor lady. I think he 
ought to see her. She’s just the kind that puts 
him in a good temper. [She dusts Redpenny*s 
papers], 

REDPENNY. I tell you lie cant see anybody. 
Do go away, Emmy. How can I work with 
you dusting all over me like this? 

EMMY. I’m not hindering you working — 
if you call writing letters working. There 
goes the bell. looks out of the window], A 
doctor’s carriage. Thats more congratula- 
tions. is going out when Sir Colenso Ridgeon 
enters]. Have you finished your two eggs, 
sonny? 

RIDGEON. Yes. 

EMMY. Have you put on your clean vest? 

RIDGEON. Yes. 

EMMY. Thats my ducky diamond! Now keep 
yourself tidy and dont go messing about and 
dirtying your hands: the people are coming 
to congratulate you. goes out]. 

Sir Colenso Ridgeon is a man of fifty who has 
never shaken of his youth. He has the off-handed 
manner and the little audacities of address which 
a shy and sensitive man acquires m breaking 
himself in to intercourse with all sorts and con- 
ditions of men. His face is a good deal lined; 
his movements are slower than, for instance, 
Redpenny*s; and his flaxen hair has lost its 
lustre; but in figure and manner he is more the 
young man than the titled physicia?i. Even the 
lines in his face are those of overwork and rest- 
less scepticism, perhaps partly of curiosity and 
appetite, rather than that of age. Just at present 
the announcement of his knighthood in the morii- 
ing papers makes him specially self-conscious, 
and consequently specially off-hand with Red- 
penny, 

RIDGEON. Have you seen the papers? Youll 
have to alter the name in the letters if you 
havnt. 

REDPENNY. Emmy has just told me. I’m 
awfully glad. I — 

RIDGEON. Enough, young man, enough. 
You will soon get accustomed to it. 

REDPENNY. They ought to have done it 
years ago. 

RIDGEON .Th ey would have ; only th ey couldnt 
stand Emmy opening the door, I daresay. 


EMMY [at the door, announcing] Dr Shoe- 
maker. withdraws], 

A middle-aged gentleman, well dressed, comes 
in with a friendly but propitiatory air, not quite 
sure of his reception. His combination of soft 
manners and responsive kindliness, nith a certain 
unseizable reserve and a familiar yet foreign 
chiselling of feature, reveal the Jew: in this 
instance the handsome gentlemanly Jew, gone a 
little pigeon-breasted and stale after thirty, as 
handsome young Jews often do, but still decidedly 
good-looking. 

THE GENTLEMAN. Do you remember me? 
Schutzmacher. University College school 
and Bclsize Avenue. Loony Schutzmacher, 
you know. 

RIDGEON. What! Loony! [He shakes hands 
cordially]. Why, man, I thought you were 
dead long ago. Sit down. [Schutzjnacher sits 
on the couch: Ridgeon on the chair between it and 
the windorv]. Where have you been these 
thirty years? 

SCHUTZMACHER. In general practice, until 
a few months ago. Ive retired. 

RIDGEON. Well done, Loony! I wish / could 
afford to retire. Was your practice in London? 

SCHUTZMACHER. No. 

RIDGEON. Fashionable coast practice, I 
suppose. 

SCHUTZMACHER. How could I afford to buy 
a fashionable practice? I hadnt a rap. I set 
up in a manufacturing town in the midlands 
in a little surgery at ten shillings a week. 

RIDGEON. And made your fortune? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Well, I’m pretty comfort- 
able. I have a place in Hertfordshire besides 
our flat in town. If you ever want a quiet 
Saturday to Monday, I’ll take you down in 
my motor at an hour’s notice. 

RIDGEON. Just rolling in money! I wish you 
rich g.p.’s would teach me how to make some. 
Whats the secret of it? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Oh, ill my ease the secret 
was simple enough, though I suppose I 
should have got into trouble if it had at- 
tracted any notice. And I’m afraid youll 
think it rather infra dig. 

RIDGEON. Oh, I have an open mind. What 
was the secret? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Well, the secret was just 
two words. 

RIDGEON. Not Consultation Free, was it? 

SCHUTZMACHER [shocked] No, no. Really! 

RIDGEON [apologetic] Of course not. I was 
only joking. 
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SCHUTZMACHER. My two words were simply 
Cure Guaranteed. 

RiDOEON [admiring] Cure Guaranteed! 

SCHUTZMACHER. Guaranteed. After all, 
thats what everybody wants from a doctor, 
isnt it? 

RIDOEON. My dear Loony, it was an inspira- 
tion. Was it on the brass plate? 

SCHUTZMACHER. There was no brass plate. 
It was a shop window: red, you know, with 
black lettering. Doctor Leo Schutzmacher, 
L.R.C.P. M.R.C.S. Advice and medicine six- 
pence. Cure Guaranteed. 

RIDOEON. And the guarantee proved sound 
nine times out of ten, eh? 

SCHUTZMACHER [rather hurt at so moderate 
an estimate] Oh, much oftener than that. 
You see, most people get well all right if they 
are careful and you give them a little sensible 
advice. And the medicine really did them 
good. Parrish’s Chemical Food: phosphates, 
you know. One tablespoonful to a twelve- 
ounce bottle of water: nothing better, no 
matter what the case is. 

RIDOEON. Redpenny: make a note of Par- 
rish’s Chemical Food. 

SCHUTZMACHER. I take it myself, you know, 
when I feel run down. Goodbye. You dont 
mind my calling, do you? J ust to congratulate 
you. 

RIDOEON. Delighted, my dear Loony. 
Come to lunch on Saturday next week. Bring 
your motor and take me down to Hertford. 

SCHUTZMACHER. I will. Wc shall be de- 
lighted. Thank you. Goodbye. [He goes out 
with Ridgeon, who returns immediately], 

REDPENNY. Old Paddy Cullen was here 
before you were up, to be the first to con- 
gratulate you. 

RIDOEON. Indeed. Who taught you to speak 
of Sir Patrick Cullen as old Paddy Cullen, 
you young ruffian? 

REDPENNY. You never call him anything 
else. 

RIDOEON. Not now that I am Sir Colenso, 
Next thing, you fellows will be calling me old 
Colly Ridgeon. 

REDPENNY. We do, at St Anne’s. 

RIDGEON. Yach! Thats what makes the 
medical student the most disgusting figure 
in modern civilization. No veneration, no 
manners — no — 

EMMY [at the door^ announcing Sir Patrick 
Cullen. [-&%€ retires]. 

Sir Patrick Cullen is more than twenty years 


older than Ridgeon^ not yet quite at the end of his 
tether^ hut near it and resigned to it. His name^ 
his plain, downright, sometimes rather arid com’- 
mon sense, his large build and stature, the ab- 
sence of those odd moments of ceremonial ser- 
vility by which an old English doctor sometimes 
shews you what the status of the profession was 
in England in his youth, and an occasional turn 
of speech, are Irish; hut he has lived all his life 
in England and is thoroughly acclimatized. His 
manner to Ridgeon, whom he likes, is whimsical 
and fatherly: to others he is a little gruff and 
uninviting, apt to substitute more or less expres- 
sive grunts for articulate speech, and generally 
indisposed, at his age, to make much social effort. 
He shakes Ridgeon s hand and beams at him 
cordially and jocularly , 

SIR PATRICK. Well, young chap. Is your hat 
too small for you, eh? 

RIDOEON. Much too Small. I owe it all to 
you. 

SIR PATRICK. Blarney, my boy. Thank you 
all the same. [He sits in one of the armchairs 
near the fireplace, Ridgeon sits on the couch], 
Ive come to talk to you a bit. [To Redpenny] 
Young man: get out. 

REDPENNY. Certainly, Sir Patrick. [He 
collects his papers and makes for the door], 

SIR PATRICK. Thank you. Thats a good lad. 
[Redpenny vanishes]. They all put up with me, 
these young chaps, because I’m an old man, 
a real old man, not like you. Youre only be- 
ginning to give yourself the airs of age. Did 
you ever see a boy cultivating a moustache? 
Well, a middle-aged doctor cultivating a grey 
head is much the same sort of spectacle. 

RIDOEON. Good Lord! yes: I suppose so. 
And I thought that the days of my vanity 
were past. Tell me: at what age does a man 
leave off being a fool? 

SIR PATRICK. Remember the Frenchman 
who asked his grandmother at what age we 
get free from the temptations of love. The old 
woman said she didnt know. [Ridgeon laughs]. 
Well, I make you the same answer. But the 
world’s growing very interesting to me now. 
Colly. 

RIDOEON. You keep up your interest in 
science, do you? 

SIR PATRICK. Lord! yes. Modern science is 
a wonderful thing. Look at your great dis- 
covery! Look at all the great discoveries! 
Where are they leading to? Why, right back 
to my poor dear old father’s ideas and dis- 
coveries. He’s been dead now over forty 
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years. Oh, it’s very interesting. 

RiDOEON. W ell, theres nothing like progress, 
is there? 

SIR PATRICK. Dont misunderstand me, my 
hoy. Fm not belittling your discovery. Most 
discoveries are made regularly every fifteen 
years; and it’s fully a hundred and fifty since 
yours was made last. Thats something to be 
proud of. But your discovery’s not new. It’s 
only inoculation. My father practised inocula- 
tion until it was made criminal in eighteen- 
forty. That broke the poor old man’s heart, 
Colly: he died of it. And now it turns out that 
my father was right after all. Youve brought 
us back to inoculation. 

RIDOEON. I know nothing about smallpox. 
My line is tuberculosis and typhoid and 
plague. But of course the principle of all 
vaccines is the same. 

SIR PATRICK. Tuberculosis? M-m-m-m! 
Y ouve found out how to cure consumption, eh? 

RIDOEON. I believe so. 

SIR PATRICK. Ah yes. It’s very interesting. 
What is it the old cardinal says in Browning’s 
play? “I have known four and twenty leaders 
of revolt.” Well, Ive known over thirty men 
that found out how to cure consumption. 
Why do people go on dying of it. Colly? 
Devilment, I suppose. There was my father’s 
old friend George Boddington of Sutton 
Coldfield. He discovered the open-air cure 
in eighteen-forty. He was ruined and driven 
out of his practice for only opening the win- 
dows; and now we wont let a consumptive 
patient have as much as a roof over his head. 
Oh, it’s very very interesting to an old man. 

RIDOEON. You old cynic, you dont believe 
a bit in my discovery. 

SIR PATRICK. No, no: I dont go quite so far 
as that. Colly. But still, you remember Jane 
Marsh? 

RIDOEON. Jane Marsh? No. 

SIR PATRICK. You dont! 

RIDOEON. No. 

SIR PATRICK. You mean to tell me you dont 
remember the woman with the tuberculous 
ulcer on her arm? 

RIDOEON [enltg/iiened] Oh, your washer- 
woman’s daughter. Was her name Jane 
Marsh? I forgot. 

SIR PATRICK. Perhaps youve forgotten also 
that you undertook to cure her with Koch’s 
tuberculin. 

RIDOEON. And instead of curing her, it 
rotted her arm right off. Yes: I remember. 


Poor Jane! However, she makes a good living 
out of that arm now by shewing it at medical 
lectures. 

SIR PATRICK. Still, that wasnt quite what 
you intended, was it? 

RIDOEON. I took my chance of it. 

SIR PATRICK. Jane did, you mean. 

RIDOEON. Well, it’s always the patient who 
has to take the chance when an experiment 
is necessary. And we can find out nothing 
without experiment. 

SIR PATRICK. What did you find out from 
Jane's case? 

RIDOEON. I found out that the inoculation 
that ought to cure sometimes kills. 

SIR PATRICK. I could have told you that. Ive 
tried these modern inoculations a bit myself. 
Ive killed people with them; and Ive cured 
people with them; but I gave them up be- 
cause I never could tell which I was going 
to do. 

RIDOEON [ta/cing a pamphlet from a drawer in 
the writing-table and handing it to hwi] Read 
that the next time you have an hour to spare; 
and youll find out why. 

SIR PATRICK [grumbling and fumbling for his 
spectacles] Oh, bother your pamphlets. Whats 
the practice of it? [Looking at the pamphlet] 
Opsonin? What the devil is opsonin? 

RIDOEON. Opsonin is what you butter the 
disease germs with to make your white blood 
corpuscles eat them. [He sits down again on 
the couch], 

SIR PATRICK. Thats not new. Ive heard this 
notion that the white corpuscles — what is it 
that whats his name? — Metchnikoff — calls 
them? 

RIDOEON. Phagocytes. 

SIR PATRICK. Aye, phagocytes: yes, yes, 
yes. Well, I heard this theory that the phago- 
cytes eat up the disease germs years ago: 
long before you came into fashion. Besides, 
they dont always eat them. 

RIDOEON. They do when you butter them 
with opsonin. 

SIR PATRICK. Gammon. 

RIDOEON. No: it’s not gammon. What it 
comes to in practice is this. The phagocytes 
wont eat the microbes unless the microbes 
are nicely buttered for them. Well, the 
patient manufactures the butter for himself 
all right; but my discovery is that the manu- 
facture of that butter, which I call opsonin, 
goes on in the system by ups and downs — 
Nature being always rhythmical, you know 
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— and that what the inoculation does is to 
stimulate the ups or downs, as the case may 
be. If we had inoculated Jane Marsh when 
her butter factory was on the up-grade, we 
should have cured her arm. But we got in on 
the down-grade and lost her arm for her. I 
call the up-grade the positive phase and the 
down-grade the negative phase. Everything 
depends on your inoculating at the right 
moment. Inoculate when the patient is in 
the negative phase and you kill: inoculate 
when the patient is in the positive phase and 
you cure. 

SIR PATRICK. And pray how are you to 
know whether the patient is in the positive 
or the negative phase? 

RiDGEON. Send a drop of the patient’s blood 
to the laboratory at St Anne’s; and in fifteen 
minutes I’ll give you his opsonin index in 
figures. If the figure is one, inoculate and 
cure: if it’s under point eight, inoculate and 
kill. Thats my discovery: the most important 
that has been made since Harvey discovered 
the circulation of the blood. My tuberculosis 
patients dont die now. 

SIR PATRICK. And mine do when my in- 
oculation catches them in the negative phase, 
as you call it. Eh? 

RIDGEON. Precisely. To inject a vaccine 
into a patient without first testing his opsonin 
is as near murder as a respectable practi- 
tioner can get. If I wanted to kill a man I 
should kill him that way. 

EMMY [looking in'] Will you see a lady that 
wants her husband’s lungs cured? 

RIDGEON [impatiently] No. Havnt I told you 
I will see nobody? [7b Sir Patrick] I live in a 
state of siege ever since it got about that I’m 
a magician who can cure consumption with 
a drop of serum. [7b Emmy] Dont come to me 
again about people who have no appoint- 
ments. I tell you I can see nobody. 

EMMY. Well, I’ll tell her to wait a bit. 

RIDGEON [furious] Youll tell her I cant see 
her, and send her away: do you hear? 

EMMY [unmoved] Well, will you see Mr 
Cutler Walpole? He dont want a cure: he 
only wants to congratulate you. 

RIDGEON. Of course. Shew him up. [She 
turns to go]. Stop. [7b Sir Patrick] I want two 
minutes more with 3rou between ourselves. 
[7b Emmy] Emmy: ask Mr Walpole to wait 
just two minutes, while I finish a consulta- 
tion. 

EMMY. Oh, he’ll wait all right. He’s talking 


to the poor lady. [•S'Ae goes Ottf). 

SIR PATRICK. Well? what is it? 

RIDGEON. Dont laugh at me. I want your 
advice. 

SIR PATRICK. Professional advice? 

RIDGEON. Yes. Theres something the matter 
with me. I dont know what it is. 

SIR PATRICK. Neither do 1. 1 suppose youve 
been sounded. 

RIDGEON. Yes, of course. Theres nothing 
wrong with any of the organs: nothing special 
anyhow. But I have a curious aching: I dont 
know where: I cant localize it. Sometimes 
I think it’s my heart: sometimes I suspect 
my spine. It doesnt exactly hurt me; but it 
unsettles me completely. I feel that some- 
thing is going to happen. And there are other 
symptoms. Scraps of tunes come into my 
head that seem to me very pretty, though 
theyre quite commonplace. 

SIR PATRICK. Do you hear voices? 

RIDGEON. No. 

SIR PATRICK. I’m glad of that. When my 
patients tell me that theyve made a greater 
discovery than Harvey, and that they hear 
voices, I lock them up. 

RIDGEON. You think I’m mad! Thats just 
the suspicion that has come across me once 
or twice. Tell me the truth: I can bear it. 

SIR PATRICK. Youresure there are no voices? 

RIDGEON. Quite sure. 

SIR PATRICK. Then it’s only foolishness. 

RIDGEON. Have you ever met anything like 
it before in your practice? 

SIR PATRICK. Oh, yes: often. It’s very com- 
mon between the ages of seventeen and 
twenty-two. It sometimes comes on again at 
forty or thereabouts. Youre a bachelor, you 
see. It’s not serious — if youre careful. 

RIDGEON. About my food? 

SIR PATRICK. No: about your behavior. 
Theres nothing wrong with your spine; and 
theres nothing wrong with your heart; but 
theres something wrong with your common 
sense. Youre not going to die; but you may 
be going to make a fool of yourself. So be 
careful. 

RIDGEON. I see you dont believe in my 
discovery. Well, sometimes I dont believe in 
it myself. Thank you all the same. Shall we 
have Walpole up? 

SIR PATRICK, Oh, have him up. [Ridgeon 
rings]. He’s a clever operator, is Walpole, 
though he’s only one of your chloroform 
surgeons. In my early days, you made your 
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man drunk; and the porters and students 
held him down; and you had to set your teeth 
and finish the job fast. Nowadays you work 
at your ease; and the pain doesnt come until 
afterwards, when youve taken your cheque 
and rolled up your bag and left the house. 
I tell you, Colly, chloroform has done a lot 
of mischief. It s enabled every fool to be a 
surgeon. 

RiDOEON [to Emmy, who answers the bell] 
Shew Mr Walpole up. 

EMMY. He’s talking to the lady. 

RiDGEON [exasperated] Did I not tell you — 

Emmy goes out without heeding him. He gives 
it upy with a shrug, and plants himself with his 
hack to the console, leaning resignedly against it. 

SIR PATRICK. I know your Cutler Walpoles 
and their like. Thcyve found out that a man’s 
body’s full of bits and scraps of old organs he 
has no mortal use for. Thanks to chloroform, 
you can cut half a dozen of them out without 
leaving him any the worse, except for the 
illness and the guineas it costs him. I knew 
the Walpoles well fifteen years ago. The 
father used to snip off the ends of people’s 
uvulas for fifty guineas, and paint throats 
with caustic every day for a year at two 
guineas a time. His brother-in-law extir- 
pated tonsils for tw'o hundred guineas until 
he took up women’s cases at double the fees. 
Cutler himself worked hard at anatomy to 
find something fresh to operate on; and at 
last he got hold of something he calls the 
nuciform sac, which he’s made quite the 
fashion. People pay him five hundred guineas 
to cut it out. They might as w^ell get their 
hair cut for all the difference it makes; but 
I suppose they feel important after it. You 
cant go out to dinner now without your 
neighbor bragging to you of some useless 
operation or other. 

EMMY [announcing] Mr Cutler Walpole. 
[-SAe goes out]. 

Cutler Walpole is an energetic, unhesitating 
man of forty, with a cleanly modelled face, very 
decisive and symmetrical about the shortish, 
salient, rather pretty nose, and the three trimly 
turned corners made by his chin and jaws. In 
comparison with Ridgeons delicate broken lines, 
and Sir Patrick*s softly rugged aged ones, his 
face looks machine-made and beeswaxed; but his 
scrutinizing, daring eyes give it life and force. 
He seems never at a loss, never in doubt: one 
feels that if he made a mistake he would make 
it thoroughly and firmly. He has neat, well- 


nourished hands, short arms, and is built for 
strength and compactness rather than for height 
He is smartly dressed with a fancy waistcoat, a 
richly colored scarf secured by a handsome ring, 
ornaments on his watch chain, spats on his shoes, 
and a general air of the well-to-do sportsman 
about him. He goes straight across to Ridgeon 
and shakes hands with him. 

WALPOLE. My dear Ridgeon, best wishes! 
heartiest congratulations! You deserve it. 

RIDGEON. Thank you. 

WALPOLE. As a man, mind you. You deserve 
it as a man. The opsonin is simple rot, as any 
capable surgeon can tell you; but we’re all 
delighted to see your personal qualities 
officially recognized. Sir Patrick: how are 
you? I sent you a paper lately about a little 
thing I invented: a new saw. For shoulder 
blades. 

SIR PATRICK [meditatively] Yes: I got it. It’s 
a good saw: a useful, handy instrument. 

W'ALPOLE [confidently] I knew youd see its 
points. 

SIR PATRICK. Yes: I remember that saw 
sixty-five years ago. 

WALPOLE. What! 

SIR PATRICK. It was Called a cabinetmaker’s 
jimmy then. 

WALPOLE. Get out! Nonsense! Cabinet^ 
maker be — 

RIDGEON. Never mind him, Walpole. He’s 
jealous, 

W ALPOLE. By the way, I hope I’m not dis- 
turbing you two in anything private. 

RIDGEON. No no. Sit down. I was only con- 
sulting him. I’m rather out of sorts. Over- 
w'ork, I suppose. 

WALPOLE [swiftly] I know whats the matter 
with you. I can see it in your complexion. I 
can feel it in the grip of your hand. 

RIDGEON. What is it? 

WALPOLE. Blood-poisoning. 

RIDGEON. Blood-poisoning! Impossible. 

WALPOLE. I tell you, blood-poisoning. 
Ninety-five per cent of the human race suffer 
from chronic blood-poisoning, and die of it. 
It’s as simple as A.B.C. Your nuciform sac is 
full of decaying matter — undigested food 
and waste products — rank ptomaines. Now 
you take my advice, Ridgeon. Let me cut it 
out for you. Youll be another man after- 
wards. 

SIR PATRICK. Dont you like him as he is? 

WALPOLE. No I dont. I dont like any man 
who hasnt a healthy circulation. I tell you 
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this: in an intelligently governed country 
people wouldnt be allowed to go about with 
nuciform sacs, making themselves centres of 
infection. The operation ought to be com- 
pulsory: it*s ten times more important than 
vaccination. 

SIR PATRICK. Have you had your own sac 
removed, may I ask? 

WALPOLE [triumphantly] I havnt got one. 
Look at me! Ive no symptoms. Tm as sound 
as a bell. About five per cent of the popula- 
tion havnt got any; and I’m one of the five 
per cent. I’ll give you an instance. You know 
Mrs Jack Foljambe: thesmart Mrs Foljambe? 
I operated at Easter on her sister-in-law, 
Lady Gorran, and found she had the biggest 
sac I ever saw: it held about two ounces. Well, 
Mrs Foljambe had the right spirit — the 
genuine hygienic instinct. She couldnt stand 
her sister-in-law being a clean, sound woman, 
and she simply a whited sepulchre. So she 
insisted on my operating on her, too. And 
by George, sir, she hadnt any sac at all. Not 
a trace! Not a rudiment!! I was so taken aback 
— so interested, that I forgot to take the 
sponges out, and was stitching them up in- 
side her when the nurse missed them. Some- 
how, I’d made sure she’d have an exception- 
ally large one. [He sits down on the couch, 
squaring his shoulders and shooting his hands 
out of his cuffs as he sets his knuckles akimbo], 

EMMY [looking in] Sir Ralph Bloomfield 
Bonington. 

A long and expectant pause follows this an- 
nouncement. All look to the door; hut there is no 
Sir Ralph. 

RiDGEON [at last] Where is he? 

EMMY [looking back] Drat him, I thought he 
was following me. He’s stayed down to talk 
to that lady. 

RIDGEON [exploding] I told you to tell that 
lady — [Emmy vanishes]. 

WALPOLE- [jumping up again] Oh, by the 
way, Ridgeon, that reminds me. Ive been 
talking to that poor girl. It’s her husband; 
and she thinks it’s a case of consumption: the 
usual wrong diagnosis: these damned general 
practitioners ought never to be allowed to 
touch a patient except under the orders of a 
consultant. She’s been describing his symp- 
toms to me; and the case is as plain as a pike- 
staff: bad blood-poisoning. Now she’s poor. 
She cant afford to have him operated on. 
Well, you send him to me: I’ll do it for no- 
thing. Theres room for him in my nursing 


home. I’ll put him straight, and feed him up 
and make her happy. I like making people 
happy. [He goes to the chair near the window]. 

EMMY [looking in] Here he is. 

Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington wafts him- 
self into the room. He is a tall man, with a head 
like a tall and slender egg. He has been in his 
time a slender man; but now, in his sixth decade, 
his waistcoat has filled out somewhat. His fair 
eyebrows arch goodnaturedly and uncritically. 
He has a most musical voice; his speech is a 
perpetual anthem; and he never tires of the sound 
of it. He radiates an enormous self-satisfaction, 
cheering, reassuring, healing by the mere in- 
compatibility of disease or anxiety with his 
welcome presence. Even broken bones, it is said, 
have been known to unite at the sound of his 
voice; he is a born healer, as independent of 
mere treatment and skill as any Christian scientist. 
When he expands into oratory or scientific ex- 
position, he is as energetic as Walpole; but it is 
with a bland, voluminous, atmospheric energy, 
which envelops its subject and its audience, and 
makes interruption or inattention impossible, and 
imposes veneration and credulity on all but the 
strongest minds. He is known in the medical 
fvorld as B. B.; and the envy roused by his suc- 
cess hi practice is softened by the conviction that 
he is, scientifically considered, a colossal hum- 
bug: the fact being that, though he knows just 
as much {and just as little) as his contemporaries, 
the qualifications that pass muster in common 
men reveal their weakness when hung on his 
egregious personality. 

B. B. Aha! Sir Colenso. Sir Colenso, eh? 
Welcome to the order of knighthood. 

RIDGEON [shaking hands] Thank you, B. B. 

B. B. What! Sir Patrick! And how arc we 
today? a little chilly? a little stiff? but hale 
and still the cleverest of us all. [iS/r Patrick 
grunts]. What! Walpole! the absent-minded 
beggar: eh? 

WALPOLE. What does that mean? 

B. B. Have you forgotten the lovely opera 
singer I sent you to have that growth taken 
off her vocal cords? 

WALPOLE [springing to his feet] Great 
heavens, man, you dont mean to say you 
sent her for a throat operation! 

B. B. [archly] Aha! Ha ha! Aha! [trilling like 
a lark as he shakes his finger at Walpole]. You 
removed her nuciform sac. Well, well! force 
of habit! force of habit! Never mind, ne-e-e- 
ver mind. She got back her voice after it, and 
thinks you the greatest surgeon alive; and 
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so you are, so you are, so you are. 

WALPOLE \in a tragic whispefy intensely 
serious^ Blood-poisoning. I see. I see. \He 
sits down again\ 

SIR PATRICK. And how is a certain dis- 
tinguished family getting on under your 
care, Sir Ralph? 

B. B. Our friend Ridgeon will be gratified 
to hear that I have tried his opsonin treat- 
ment on little Prince Henry with complete 
success. 

RIDGEON [startled and anxious'] But how — 

b; b. [continuing] I suspected typhoid: the 
head gardener s boy had it; so I just called 
at St Anne*s one day and got a tube of your 
very excellent serum. You were out, unfortu- 
nately. 

RIDGEON. I hope they explained to you 
carefully — 

B. B. [waving away the absurd suggestion] 
Lord bless you, my dear fellow, I didnt need 
any explanations. I’d left my wife in the 
carriage at the door; and I’d no time to be 
taught my business by your young chaps. 
I know all about it. Ive handled these anti- 
toxins ever since they first came out. 

RIDGEON. But theyre not anti-toxins; and 
theyre dangerous unless you use them at the 
right time. 

B. B. Of course they are. Everything is 
dangerous unless you take it at the right 
time. An apple at breakfast does you good: 
an apple at bedtime upsets you for a week. 
There are only two rules for anti-toxins. 
First, dont be afraid of them: second, inject 
them a quarter of an hour before meals, three 
times a day. 

RIDGEON [appalled] Great heavens, B. B., 
no, no, no. 

B. B. [sweeping on irresistibly] Yes, yes, yes, 
Colly. The proof of the pudding is in the 
eating, you know. It was an immense success. 
It acted like magic on the little prince. Up 
went his temperature; off to bed I packed 
him; and in a week he was all right again, 
and absolutely immune from typhoid for the 
rest of his life. The family were very nice 
about it: their gratitude was quite touching; 
but I said they owed it all to you, Ridgeon; 
and I am glad to think that your knighthood 
is the result. 

RIDGEON. I am deeply obliged to you. 
[Overcomey he sits down on the chair near the 
couch]* 

B. B. Not at all, not at all. Your own merit. 


Come! come! come! dont give way. 

RIDGEON. It’s nothing. I was a little giddy, 
just now. Overwork, I suppose. 

WALPOLE. Blood-poisoning. 

B. B. Overwork! Theres no such thing. I do 
the work of ten men. Am I giddy? No. NO. 
If youre not well, you have a disease. It may 
be a slight one; but it’s a disease. And what 
is a disease? The lodgment in the system of 
a pathogenic germ, and the multiplication of 
that germ. What is the remedy? A very 
simple one. Find the germ and kill it. 

SIR PATRICK. Suppose theres no germ? 

B. B. Impossible, Sir Patrick: there must 
be a germ: else how could the patient be ill? 

SIR PATRICK. Can you shew me the germ 
of overwork? 

B. B. No; but why? Why? Because, my dear 
Sir Patrick, though the germ is there, it’s 
invisible. Nature has given it no danger 
signal for us. These germs — these bacilli — 
are translucent bodies, like glass, like water. 
To make them visible you must stain them. 
Well, my dear Paddy, do what you will, some 
of them wont stain. They wont take cochi- 
neal: they wont take methylene blue: they 
wont take gentian violet: they wont take any 
coloring matter. Consequently, though we 
know, as scientific men, that they exist, we 
cannot see them. But can you disprove their 
existence? Can you conceive the disease 
existing without them? Can you, for instance, 
shew me a case of diphtheria without the 
bacillus? 

SIR PATRICK. No; but I’ll shew you the same 
bacillus, without the disease, in your own 
throat. 

B. B. No, not the same, Sir Patrick. It is 
an entirely different bacillus; only the two 
are, unfortunately, so exactly alike that you 
cannot see the difference. You must under- 
stand, my dear Sir Patrick, that every one of 
these interesting little creatures has an imi- 
tator. Just as men imitate each other, germs 
imitate each other. There is the genuine 
diphtheria bacillus discovered by Loeffler; and 
there is the pseudo-bacillus, exactly like it, 
which you could find, as you say, in my own 
throat. 

SIR PATRICK. And how do you tell one from 
the other? 

B. B. Well, obviously, if the bacillus is the 
genuine Loeffler, you have diphtheria; and 
if it’s the pseudo-bacillus, youre quite well. 
Nothing simpler. Science is always simple 
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and always profound. It is only the half 
truths that are dangerous. Ignorant faddists 
pick up some superficial information about 
germs; and they write to the papers and try 
to discredit science. They dupe and mislead 
many honest and worthy people. But science 
has a perfect answer to them on every point. 

A little learning is a dangerous thing: 

Drink deep; or taste not the Pierian spring. 
I mean no disrespect to your generation, Sir 
Patrick: some of you old stagers did marvels 
through sheer professional intuition and 
clinical experience; but when I think of the 
average men of your day, ignorantly bleed- 
ing and cupping and purging, and scattering 
germs over their patients from their clothes 
and instruments, and contrast all that with 
the scientific certainty and simplicity of my 
treatment of the little prince the other day, 
I cant help being proud of my own genera- 
tion: the men who were trained on the germ 
theory, the veterans of the great struggle 
over Evolution in the seventies. We may 
have our faults; but at least we are men of 
science. That is why I am taking up your 
treatment, Ridgeon, and pushing it. It’s 
scientific. [He sits down on the chair near the 
couch\ 

EMMY [at the door, announcing] Dr Blenkin- 
sop. 

Dr Blenkinsop is in very different case from 
the others. He is clearly not a prosperous man. 
He is flabby and shabby, cheaply fed and 
cheaply clothed. He has the lines made by a 
conscience between his eyes, and the lines made 
by continual money worries all over his face, cut 
all the deeper as he has seen better days, and 
hails his well-to-do colleagues as their contem- 
porary and old hospital f riend, though even in 
this he has to struggle 7vith the diffidence of 
poverty and relegation to the poorer middle class, 

RiDQEON. How are you, Blenkinsop? 

BLENKINSOP. Ivc come to offer my humble 
congratulations. Oh dear! all the great guns 
are before me. 

B. B. [patronizing, but charming] How d’ye 
do, Blenkinsop? How d’ye do? 

BLENKINSOP. And Sir Patrick, too! [Sir 
Patrick grunts], 

RIDQEON. Youve met Walpole, of course? 

WALPOLE. How d’ye do? 

BLENKINSOP. It’s the first time Ive had that 
honor. In my poor little practice there are 
no chances of meeting you great men. I 
know nobody but the St Anne’s men of my 


own day. [To Ridgeon] And so youre Sir 
Colenso. How does it feel? 

RIDGEON. Foolish at first. Dont take any 
notice of it. 

BLENKINSOP. I’m ashamed to say I havnt a 
notion what your great discovery is; but I 
congratulate you all the same for the sake of 
old times, 

B. B. [shocked] But, my dear Blenkinsop, 
you used to be rather keen on science. 

BLENKINSOP. All, I uscd to bc a lot of 
things. I used to have two or three decent 
suits of clothes, and flannels to go up the 
river on Sundays. Look at me now: this is 
my best; and it must last til Christmas. What 
can I do? Ive never opened a book since I was 
qualified thirty years ago. I used to read the 
medical papers at first; but you know how 
soon a man drops that; besides, I cant 
afford them; and what are they after all but 
trade papers, full of advertisements? Ive 
forgotten all my science: whats the use of 
my pretending I havnt? But I have great 
experience: clinical experience; and bedside 
experience is the main thing, isnt it? 

B. B. No doubt; always provided, mind you, 
that you have a .sound scientific theory to 
correlate your observations at the bedside. 
Mere experience by itself is nothing. If I 
take my dog to the bedside with me, he sees 
what I see. But he learns nothing from it. 
Why? Because he’s not a scientific dog. 

. WALPOLE. It amuses me to hear you 
physicians and general practitioners talking 
about clinical experience. What do you see 
at the bedside but the outside of the patient? 
Well: it isnt his outside thats wrong, except 
perhaps in skin cases. What you want is a 
daily familiarity with people’s insides; and 
that you can only get at the operating table. 
I know what I’m talking about: Ive been a 
surgeon and a consultant for twenty years; 
and Ive never known a general practitioner 
right in his diagnosis yet. Bring them a per- 
fectly simple case; and they diagnose cancer, 
and arthritis, and appendicitis, and every 
other itis, when any really experienced sur- 
geon can see that it’s a plain case of blood- 
poisoning. 

BLENKINSOP. Ah, it's easy for you gentle- 
men to talk; but what would you say if you 
had my practice? Except for the workmen’s 
clubs, my patients are all clerks and shop- 
men. They darent be ill: they cant afford it. 
And when they break down, what can I do 
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for them? You can send your people to St 
Moritz or to Egypt, or recommend horse 
exercise or motoring or champagne jelly or 
complete change and rest for six months. / 
might as well order my people a slice of the 
moon. And the worst of it is, I’m too poor to 
keep well myself on the cooking I have to 
put up with. Ive such a wretched digestion; 
and I look it. How am I to inspire confidence? 
[He sits disconsolately on the coucJi]. 

RiDOEON [restlessly^ Dont, Blenkinsop: it’s 
too painful. The most tragic thing in the 
world is a sick doctor. 

WALPOLE. Yes, by George: it’s like a bald- 
headed man trying to sell a hair restorer. 
Thank God I’m a surgeon! 

B. B. [sunnily^ I am never sick. Never had 
a day’s illness in my life. Thats what enables 
me to sympathize with my patients. 

WALPOLE [interested^ What! youre never ill! 

B. B. Never. 

WALPOLE. Thats interesting. I believe you 
have no nuciform sac. If you ever do feel at 
all queer, I should very much like to have a 
look. 

B. B. Thank you, my dear fellow; but I’m 
too busy just now. 

RiDGEON. I w'as just telling them when you 
came in, Blenkinsop, that I have worked 
myself out of sorts. 

BLENKINSOP. Well, it scems presumptuous 
of me to offer a prescription to a great man 
like you; but still I have great experience; 
and if I might recommend a pound of ripe 
greengages every day half an hour before 
lunch, I’m sure youd find a benefit. Theyre 
very cheap. 

RIDGEON. What do you say to that, B. B.? 

B. B. [encouragingly^ Very sensible, Blen- 
kinsop; very sensible indeed. I’m delighted 
to see that you disapprove of drugs. 

SIR PATRICK [grunts"\\ 

B. B. [archly^ Aha! Haha! Did I hear from 
the fireside armchair the bow-wow of the old 
school defending its drugs? Ah, believe me, 
Paddy, the world would be healthier if every 
chemist’s shop in England were demolished. 
Look at the papers! full of scandalous adver- 
tisements of patent medicines! a huge com- 
mercial system of quackery and poison. Well, 
whose fault is it? Ours, I say, ours. We set 
the example. Wc spread the superstition. 
We taught the people to believe in bottles 
of doctor’s stuff; and now they buy it at the 
stores instead of consulting a medical man. 


WALPOLE. Quite true. Ive not prescribed a 
drug for the last fifteen years. 

B. B. Drugs can only repress symptoms: 
they cannot eradicate disease. The true 
remedy for all diseases is Nature’s remedy. 
Nature and Science are at one, Sir Patrick, 
believe me; though you were taught differ- 
ently. Nature has provided, in the white 
corpuscles as you call them— in the phago- 
cytes as we call them — a natural means of 
devouring and destroying all disease germs. 
There is at bottom only one genuinely 
scientific treatment for all diseases, and that 
is to stimulate the phagocytes. Stimulate 
the phagocytes. Drugs are a delusion. Find 
the germ of the disease; prepare from it a 
suitable anti-toxin; inject it three times a 
day quarter of an hour before meals; and 
what is the result? The phagocytes are stimu- 
lated; they devour the disease; and the 
patient recovers — unless, of course, he’s too 
far gone. That, I take it, is the essence of 
Ridgeon's discovery. 

SIR PATRICK [dreamily'] As I sit here, I seem 
to hear my poor old father talking again. 

B. B. [rising in incredulous amazement] Your 
father! But, Lord bless my soul, Paddy, your 
father must have been an older man than 
you. 

SIR PATRICK. Word for word almost, he said 
what you say. No more drugs. Nothing but 
inoculation. 

B. B. [almost contemptuously] Inoculation! 
Do you mean smallpox inoculation? 

SIR PATRICK. Yes. In the privacy of our 
family circle, sir, my father used to declare 
his belief that smallpox inoculation was good 
not only for smallpox, but for all fevers. 

B. B. [stiddejily rising to ike nerv idea with 
immense interest and excitement] What! Ridgeon: 
did you hear that? Sir Patrick: I am more 
struck by what you have just told me than 
I can well express. Your father, sir, antici- 
pated a discovery of my own. Listen, Walpole. 
Blenkinsop: attend one moment. You will all 
be intensely interested in this. I was put on 
the track by accident. I had a typhoid case 
and a tetanus case side by side in the hospital: 
a beadle and a city missionary. Think of 
what that meant for them, poor fellows! Can 
a beadle be dignified with typhoid? Can a 
missionary be eloquent with lockjaw? No. 
NO. Well, I got some typhoid anti-toxin from 
Ridgeon and a tube of Muldooley’s anti- 
tetanus serum. But the missionary jerked 

S 
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all my things off the table in one of his 
paroxysms; and in replacing them I put 
Ilidgeon’s tube where Muldooley*s ought to 
have been. The consequence was that I 
inoculated the typhoid case for tetanus and 
the tetanus case for typhoid. [The doctors look 
greatly concerned, B, J5., undamped^ smiles 
triumphantly]. Well, they recovered, they 
RECOVERED. Except for a touch of St Vitus s 
dance the missionary’s as well today as ever; 
and the beadle’s ten times the man he was. 

BLENKiNSOP. Ive known things like that 
happen. They cant be explained. 

'Q,B. [severely] Blenkinsop: there is nothing 
that cannot be explained by science. What 
did I do? Did I fold my hands helplessly and 
say that the case could not be explained? 
By no means. I sat down and used my brains. 
I thought the case out on scientific principles. 
I asked myself why didnt the missionary die 
of typhoid on top of tetanus, and the beadle 
of tetanus on top of typhoid? Theres a prob- 
lem for you, Ridgeon. Think, Sir Patrick. 
Reflect, Blenkinsop. Look at it without pre- 
judice, Walpole. What is the real work of 
the anti-toxin? Simply to stimulate the pha- 
gocytes, Very well. But so long as you stimu- 
late the phagocytes, what does it matter 
which particular sort of serum you use for 
the purpose? Haha! Eh? Do you see? Do you 
grasp it? Ever since that Ive used all sorts 
of anti-toxins absolutely indiscriminately, 
with perfectly satisfactory results. I inocu- 
lated the little prince with your stuff, Rid- 
geon, because I wanted to give you a lift; 
but two years ago I tried the experiment of 
treating a scarlet fever case with a sample 
of hydrophobia serum from the Pasteur Insti- 
tute, and it answered capitally. It stimulated 
the phagocytes; and the phagocytes did the 
rest. That is why Sir Patrick’s father found 
that inoculation cured all fevers. It stimu- 
lated the phagocytes. [He throrvs himself into 
his chair, exhausted with the triumph of his 
demonstration, and beams magnificently on ihent], 

EMMY [looking in] Mr Walpole: your motor’s 
come for you; and it’s frightening Sir Patrick’s 
horses; so come along quick. 

WALPOLE [rising Goodbye, Ridgeon. 

RIDGEON. Goodbye; and many thanks. 

B. B. You see my point, Walpole? 

EMMY. He cant wait. Sir Ralph. The 
carriage will be into the area if he dont 
come. 

WALPOLE. I’m coming. [To B, B,] Theres 


nothing in your point; phagocytosis is pure 
rot; the cases are all blood-poisoning; and the 
knife is the real remedy. Bye-bye, Sir Paddy. 
Happy to have met you, Mr Blenkinsop. 
Now, Emmy. [He goes out, followed by Emmy], 

B. B. [sadly] Walpole has no intellect. A 
mere surgeon. Wonderful operator; but, 
after all, what is operating? Only manual 
labor. Brain — brain remains master of the 
situation. The nuciform sac is utter nonsense: 
theres no such organ. It’s a mere accidental 
kink in the membrane, occurring in perhaps 
two-and-a-half per cent of the population. Of 
course I’m glad for Walpole’s sake that the 
operation is fashionable; for he’s a dear good 
fellow; and after all, as I always tell people, 
the operation will do them no harm; indeed, 
Ive known the nervous shake-up and the 
fortnight in bed do people a lot of good after 
a hard London season; but still it’s a shock- 
ing fraud. [Rising] Well, I must be toddling. 
Goodbye, Paddy [-S' 2 r Patrick grunts], good- 
bye, goodbye. Goodbye, my dear Blenkinsop, 
goodbye! Goodbye, Ridgeon. Dont fret about 
your health: you know what to do: if your 
liver is sluggish, a little mercury never does 
any harm. If you feel restless, try bromide. 
If that doesnt answer a stimulant, you know; 
a little phosphorus and strychnine. If you 
cant sleep, trional, trional, trion — 

SIR PATRICK [dryly] But no drugs, Colly, 
remember that. 

B. B. [firmly] Certainly not. Quite right. 
Sir Patrick. As temporary expedients, of 
course; but as treatment, no, no. Keep away 
from the chemist’s shop, my dear Ridgeon, 
whatever you do. 

RIDGEON [going to the door with hhn] I will. 
And thank you for the knighthood. Goodbye. 

B. B. [stopping at the door, with the beam in his 
eye twinkling a little] By the way, who’s your 
patient? 

RIDGEON. Who? 

B. B. Downstairs. Charming woman. 
Tuberculous husband. 

RIDGEON. Is she there still? 

EMMY [looking in] Come on. Sir Ralph: your 
wife’s waiting in the carriage. 

B. B. [suddenly sobered] Oh! Goodbye. [He 
goes out almost precipitately], 

RIDGEON. Emmy; is that woman there still? 
If so, tell her once for all that I cant and 
wont see her. Do you hear? 

EMMY. Oh, she aint in a hurry: she doesnt 
mind how long she waits. [She goes <mt\. 
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BLENKINSOP. I ixiust be off, too! cvcry half- 
hour I spend away from my work costs me 
eighteenpence. Goodbye, Sir Patrick. 

SIR PATRICK. Goodbye. Goodbye. 

RiDGEON. Come to lunch with me some day 
this week. 

BLENKINSOP. I cant afford it, dear boy; and 
it would put me off my own food for a week. | 
Thank you all the same. 

RIDGEON [uneasy at Blenkinsop* s poverty] 
Can I do nothing for you? 

BLENKINSOP. Well, if you have an old frock- 
coat to spare? you see, what would be an old 
one for you would be a new one for me; so 
remember me the next time you turn out 
your wardrobe. Goodbye. [He hurries out], 

RIDGEON [looking after him] Poor chap! 
[Turning to Sir Patrick] So thats why tliey 
made me a knight! And thats the medical 
profession! 

SIR PATRICK. And a very good profession, 
too, my lad. When you know as much as I 
know of the ignorance and superstition of 
the patients, youll wonder that we’re half as 
good as we are. 

RIDGEON. We’re not a profession: we’re a 
conspiracy. 

SIR PATRICK. All professions are conspiracies 
against the laity. And we cant all be geniuses 
like you. Every fool can get ill; but every fool 
cant be a good doctor: there are not enough 
good ones to go round. And for all you know, 
Bloomfield Bonington kills less people than 
you do. 

RIDGEON. Oh, very likely. But he really 
ought to know the difference between a 
vaccine and an anti-toxin. Stimulate the 
phagocytes! The vaccine doesnt affect the 
phagocytes at all. He’s all wrong: hopelessly, 
dangerously wrong. To put a tube of serum 
into his hands is murder: simple murder. 

EMMY [returning] Now, Sir Patrick. How 
long more are you going to keep them horses 
standing in the draught? 

SIR PATRICK. Whats that to you, you old 
catamaran? 

EMMY. Come, come, now! none of your 
temper to me. And it’s time for Colly to get 
to his work. 

RIDGEON. Behave yourself, Emmy. Get out. 

EMMY. Oh, I learnt how to behave myself 
before I learnt you to do it. I know what 
doctors are: sitting talking together about 
themselves when they ought to be with their 
poor patients. And I know what horses are, 


515 

Sir Patrick. I was brought up in the country. 
Now be good: and come along. 

SIR PATRICK [rising] Very well, very well, 
very well. Goodbye, Colly. [He pats Ridgeon 
on the shoulder and goes out, turning for a 
moment at the door to look meditatively at Emmy 
and say with grave conviction] You are an ugly 
old devil, and no mistake. 

EMMY [highly indignant, calling after hirri] 
Youre no beauty yourself. [To Ridgeon, much 
flustered] Theyve no manners; they think 
they can say what they like to me; and you 
set them on, you do. I’ll teach them their 
places. Here now: are you going to see that 
poor thing or are you not? 

RIDGEON. I tell you for the fiftieth time I 
wont see anybody. Send her away. 

EMMY. Oh, I’m tired of being told to send 
her away. What good will that do her? 

RIDGEON. Must I get angry with you, 
Emmy. 

EMMY [coaxing] Come now: just see her for 
a minute to please me: theres a good boy. 
She’s given me half-a-erown. She thinks it’s 
life and death to her husband for her to see 
you. 

RIDGEON. Values her husband’s life at half- 
a-crown! 

EMMY. Well, it’s all she can afford, poor 
lamb. Them others think nothing of half-a- 
sovereign just to talk about themselves to 
you, the sluts! Besides, she’ll put you in a 
good temper for the day, because it’s a good 
deed to see her; and she’s the sort that gets 
round you. 

RIDGEON. Well, she hasnt done so badly. 
For half-a-crown she’s had a consultation 
with Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington and 
Cutler Walpole. Thats six guineas’ worth to 
start with. I daresay she’s consulted Blenkin- 
sop too: thats another eighteenpence. 

EMMY. Then youll see her for me, wont 
you? 

RIDGEON. Oh, send her up and be hanged. 
[Emmy trots out, satisfied, Ridgeon calls] Red- 
penny! 

REDPENNY [appearing at the door] What is it? 

RIDGEON. Theres a patient coming up. If 
she hasnt gone in five minutes, come in with 
an urgent call from the hospital for me. You 
understand: she’s to have a strong hint to go. 

REDPENNY. Right O! [He vanishes]. 

Ridgeon goes to the glass, and arranges his 
tie a little, 

EMMY [announcing] Mrs Doobidad [Ridgeon 
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leaves the glass and goes to the rvriting-tahl^. 

The lady comes in. Emmy goes out and shuts 
the door. Ridgeon, who has put on an impenetrable 
and rather distant professional manner^ turns to 
the lady y and invites her, by a gesture, to sit down 
on the couch. 

Mrs Dubedat is beyond all demur an arrest- 
ingly good-looking young woman. She has some- 
thing of the grace and romance of a wild creature, 
with a good deal of the elegance and dignity of a 
fine lady. Ridgeon, who is extremely susceptible 
to the beauty of women, instinctively assumes the 
defensive at once, and hardens his manner still 
more. He has an impression that she is very well 
dressed; hut she has a figure on which any dress 
would look well, and carries herself with the un- 
affected distinction of a woman who has never 
in her life suffered from those doubts and fears 
as to her social position which spoil the manners 
of most middling people. She is tall, slender, and 
strong; has dark hair, dressed so as to look like 
hair and not like a bird's nest or a pantaloon s 
wig (^fashion rvavering just then between these 
two models); has unexpectedly narrow, subtle, 
dark-fringed eyes that alter her expression dis- 
turbingly when she is excited and flashes them 
wide open; is softly impetuous in her speech and 
swift in her movements; and is just now in mortal 
anxiety. She carries a portfolio. 

MRS DUBEDAT [tw low Urgent tones] Doctor — 

RIDGEON [curtly] Wait. Before you begin, 
let me tell you at once that I can do nothing 
for you. My hands are full. I sent you that 
message by my old servant. You would not 
take that answer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. IIoW COuld I? 

RIDGEON. You bribed her. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I — 

RIDGEON. That doesnt matter. She coaxed 
me to see you. Well, you must take it from 
me now that with all the good will in the 
world, I cannot undertake another case. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Doctor: you must save my 
husband. You must. When I explain to you, 
you will see that you must. It is not an ordi- 
nary case, not like any other case. He is not 
like anybody else in the world: oh, believe me, 
he is not. I can prove it to you: [flngering her 
portfolio] I have brought some things to shew 
you. And you can save him: the papers say 
you can. 

RIDGEON. Whats the matter? Tuberculosis? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes. His left lung — 

RIDGEON. Yes: you neednt tell me about 
that. 


MRS DUBEDAT. You CRD curc him, if only 
you will. It is true that you can, isnt it? [In 
great distress] Oh, tell me, please. 

RIDGEON [warningly] You are going to be 
quiet and self-possessed, arnt you? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes. I beg your pardon. I 
know I shouldnt — [Giving way again] Oh, 
please, say that you can; and then I shall be 
all right. 

RIDGEON [hujffily] I am not a curemonger: 
if you want cures, you must go to the people 
who sell them. [Recovering himself, ashamed 
of the tone of his own voice] But I have at the 
hospital ten tuberculous patients whose lives 
I believe I can save. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Thank God! 

RIDGEON. Wait a moment. Try to think of 
those ten patients as ten shipwrecked men 
on a raft — a raft that is barely large enough 
to save them — that will not support one 
more. Another head bobs up through the 
waves at the side. Another man begs to be 
taken aboard. He implores the captain of 
the raft to save him. But the captain can 
only do that by pushing one of his ten off 
the raft and drowning him to make room for 
the new comer. That is what you are asking 
me to do. 

MRS DUBEDAT. But how Can that be? I dont 
understand. Surely — 

RIDGEON. You must take my word for it 
that it is so. My laboratory, my staff, and 
myself are working at full pressure. We are 
doing our utmost. The treatment is a new 
one. It takes time, means, and skill; and 
there is not enough for another case. Our 
ten cases are already chosen cases. Do you 
understand what I mean by chosen? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Chosen. No: I cant under- 
stand. 

RIDGEON [sternly] You must understand. 
Youve got to understand and to face it. In 
every single one of those ten cases I have 
had to consider, not only whether the man 
could be saved, but whether he was worth 
saving. There were fifty cases to choose from; 
and forty had to be condemned to death. 
Some of the forty had young wives and help- 
less children. If the hardness of their cases 
could have saved them they would have been 
saved ten times over. Ive no doubt your case 
is a hard one: I can see the tears in your eyes 
[she hastily wipes her eyes]'. I know that you 
have a torrent of entreaties ready for me 
the moment I stop speaking; but it’s no use. 
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You must go to another doctor. 

MRS DUBEDAT. But CRH you givc me the 
name of another doctor who understands 
your secret? 

RiDGEON. I have no secret: I am not a quack. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I beg yolir pardon: I didnt 
mean to say anything wrong. I dont under- 
stand how to speak to you. Oh pray dont be 
offended. 

RIDGEON [again a Utile ashamed] There! 
there! never mind. [He relaxes and sits dorm]. 
After all, I'm talking nonsense: I daresay I 
am a quack, a quack with a qualification. But 
my discovery is not patented. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Then can any doctor cure 
my husband? Oh, why dont they do it? I 
have tried so many: I have spent so much. 
If only you would give me the name of 
another doctor. 

RIDGEON. Every man in this street is a 
doctor. But outside myself and the handful 
of men I am training at St Anne’s, there is 
nobody as yet who has mastered the opsonin 
treatment. And we are full up? I’m sorry; 
but that is all I can say. [Rising] Good 
morning. 

MRS DUBEDAT [suddenlt/ and desperately tak- 
ing some drawings from her portfolio] Doctor: 
look at these. You understand drawings: you 
have good ones in your waiting-room. Look 
at them. They are his work. 

RIDGEON. It’s no use my looking. [He looks, 
all the same] Hallo! [He takes one to the rvindow 
and studies it]. Yes: this is the real thing. 
Yes, yes. [He looks at another and returns to 
her]. These are very clever. Theyre un- 
finished, arnt they? 

MRS DUBEDAT. He gcts tired so soon. But 
you see, dont you, what a genius he is? You 
see that he is worth saving. Oh, doctor, I 
married him just to help him to begin: I had 
money enough to tide him over the hard 
years at the beginning — to enable him to 
follow his inspiration until his genius was 
recognized. And I was useful to him as a 
model: his drawings of me sold quite quickly. 

RIDGEON. Have you got one? 

MRS DUBEDAT [producing another] Only this 
one. It was the first. 

RIDGEON [devouring it with his eyes] Thats a 
wonderful drawing. Why is it called J ennifer? 

MRS DUBEDAT. My name is Jennifer. 

RIDGEON. A strange name. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Not in Cornwall. I am Cor- 
nish. It*s only what you call Guinevere. 


RIDGEON [repeating the names with a certain 
pleasure in them] Guinevere. Jennifer. [Look- 
ing again at the drawing] Yes: it’s really a 
wonderful drawing. Excuse me; but may I 
ask is it for sale? I’ll buy it. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, take it. It’s my own: he 
gave it to me. Take it. Take them all. Take 
everything; ask anything; but save him. You 
can: you will: you must. 

REDPENNY [entering with every sign of alarm] 
Theyve just telephoned from the hospital 
that youre to come instantly — a patient on 
the point of death. The carriage is waiting. 

RIDGEON [intolerantly] Oh, nonsense: get 
out. [Greatly annoyed] What do you mean by 
interrupting me like this? 

REDPENNY. But — 

RIDGEON. Chut! cant you see I’m engaged? 
Be off. 

Redpenny, bewildered, vanishes. 

MRS DUBEDAT [rising] Doctor: one instant 
only before you go — 

RIDGEON. Sit down. It’s nothing. 

MRS DUBEDAT. But the patient. He said he 
was dying. 

RIDGEON. Oh, he’s dead by this time. Never 
mind. Sit down. 

MRS DUBEDAT [sitting doTvn and breaking 
down] Oh, you none of you care. You see 
people die every day. 

RIDGEON [petting her] Nonsense! it’s no- 
thing: I told him to come in and say that. I 
thought I should want to get rid of you. 

MRS DUBEDAT [shockcd at the falsehood] Oh! 

RIDGEON [continuing] Dont look so be- 
wildered: theres nobody dying. 

MRS DUBEDAT. My husband is. 

RIDGEON [pulling himself together] Ah, yes: 
I had forgotten your husband. Mrs Dubedat: 
you are asking me to do a very serious thing? 

MRS DUBEDAT. I am asking you to save the 
life of a great man. 

RIDGEON. You are asking me to kill another 
man for his sake; for as surely as I undertake 
another case, I shall have to hand back one 
of the old ones to the ordinary treatment. 
Well, I dont shrink from that. I have had to 
do it before; and I will do it again if you can 
convince me that his life is more important 
than the worst life I am now saving. But you 
must convince me first. 

MRS DUBEDAT. He made those drawings; 
and they are not the best — nothing like the 
best; only I did not bring the really best: so 
few people hke them. He is twenty-three; 
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his whole life is before him. Wont you let me 
bring him to you? wont you speak to him? 
wont you see for yourself? 

RiDGEON. Is he well enough to come to a 
dinner at the Star and Garter at Richmond? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh yes. Why? 

RIDGEON. ril tell you. I am inviting all my 
old friends to a dinner to celebrate my 
knighthood — youve seen about it in the 
papers, havnt you? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, oli ycs. That was how 
I found out about you. 

RIDGEON. It will be a doctors* dinner; and 
it was to have been a bachelors’ dinner. I’m 
a bachelor. Now if you will entertain for me, 
and bring your husband, he will meet me; 
and he will meet some of the most eminent 
men in my profession: Sir Patrick Cullen, Sir 
Ralph Bloomfield Bonington, Cutler Wal- 
pole, and others. I can put the case to them; 
and your husband will have to stand or fall 
by what we think of him. Will you come? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, of course I will come. 
Oh, thank you, thank you. And may I bring 
some of his drawings — the really good ones? 

RIDGEON. Yes. I will let you know the date 
in the course of tomorrow. Leave me your 
address. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Thank you again and again. 
You have made me so happy: I know you 
will admire him and like him. This is my 
address. [-SAc gives him her card], 

RIDGEON. Thank you. [He ri7igs]. 

MRS DUBEDAT [embarrassed] May I — is 
there — should I — I mean — [she blushes and 
stops in confusion], 

RIDGEON. Whats the matter? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Your fee for this consulta- 
tion? 

RIDGEON. Oh, I forgot that. Shall we say a 
beautiful drawing of his favorite model for 
the whole treatment, including the cure? 

MRS DUBEDAT. You are very generous. 
Thank you. I k n o w you will cure him. Good- 
bye. 

RIDGEON. I will. Goodbye. [Thep shake 
hands]. By the way, you know, dont you, that 
tuberculosis is catching. You take every pre- 
caution, I hope. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I am not likely to forget it. 
They treat us like lepers at the hotels. 

EMMY [at the door] Well, deary: have you 
got round him? 

RIDGEON. Yes. Attend to the door and hold 
your tongue. 


EMMY. Thats a good boy. [SAe goes out with 
Mrs Dubedat], 

RIDGEON [alone] Consultation free. Cure 
guaranteed. [He heaves a great sigh], 

ACT II 

After dinner on the terrace at the Star and 
Garter, Richmond, Cloudless summer night; no- 
thing disturbs the stillness except from time to 
time the long trajectory of a distant train and the 
measured clucking of oars coming up from the 
Thames in the valley beloiv. The dinner is over; 
and three of the eight chairs are empty. Sir Pat- 
rick, with his back to the vierv, is at the head of 
the square table 7vith Ridgeon, The two chairs 
opposite them are empty. On their right come, 
first, a vacant chair, and then one very fully 
occupied by B, B,, ivho basks blissfully in the 
moonbeams. On their left, Schutzmacher and 
Walpole, The entrance to the hotel is on their 
right, behind B. B, The five men are silently en- 
joying their coffee and cigarets,full of food, and 
not altogether void of 7vine, 

Mrs Dubedat, wrapped up for departure, 
comes in. They rise, except Sir Patrick; but she 
takes one of the vacant places at the foot of the 
table, next B, B,; and they sit dorvn again. 

MRS DUBEDAT she enters] Louis will be 
here presently. He is shewing Dr Blenkinsop 
how to work the telephone. [She Oh, I 
am so sorry we have to go. It seems such a 
shame, this beautiful night. And we have 
enjoyed ourselves so much. 

RIDGEON. I dont believe another half-hour 
would do Mr Dubedat a bit of harm. 

SIR PATRICK. Come now, Colly, come! come! 
none of that. You take your man home, 
Mrs Dubedat; and get him to bed before 
eleven. 

B. B. Yes, yes. Bed before eleven. Quite 
right, quite right. Sorry to lose you, my dear 
lady; but Sir Patrick’s orders are the laws 
of — er — of Tyre and Sidon. 

WALPOLE. Let me take you home in my 
motor. 

SIR PATRICK. No. You ought to bc ashamed 
of yourself, Walpole. Your motor will take 
Mr and Mrs Dubedat to the station, and 
quite far enough too for an open carriage at 
night. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, I am sure the train is 
best. 

RIDGEON. Well, Mrs Dubedat, we have had 
a most enjoyable evening. 
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WALPOLE.! fMost enjoyable. 

B. B. M Delightful. Charming. Unfor- 
j [ gettable. 

MRS DUBEDAT \with a touch of shy anxiety^ 
What did you think of Louis? Or am I wrong 
to ask? 

RiDOEON. Wrong! Why, we are all charmed 
with him. 

WALPOLE. Delighted. 

B. B. Most happy to have met him. A 
privilege, a real privilege. 

SIR PATRICK [grunis'\\ 

MRS DUBEDAT [quickly^ Sir Patrick; are you 
uneasy about him? 

SIR PATRICK [discreetly^ I admire his draw- 
ings greatly, maam. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes*, but I meant — 

RiDGEON. You shall go away quite happy. 
He's worth saving. He must and shall be 
saved. 

Mrs Dubedat rises and gasps with delight^ 
relief and gratitude. They all rise except Sir 
Patrick and Schutzmacker, and come reassur- 
ingly to her. 

B. B. Certainly, cer-tainly, 

WALPOLE. Theres no real difficulty, if only 
you know what to do. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, how Can I ever thank 
you! From this night I can begin to be happy 
at last. You dont know what I feel. 

She sits down in tears. They crowd about her 
to console her. 

B. B. My dear lady; come come! come come! 
[very persuasively^ come come! 

WALPOLE. Dont mind us. Have a good cry. 

RIDGEON. No: dont cry. Your husband had 
better not know that weve been talking 
about him. 

MRS DUBEDAT [quickly pulling herself to- 
gether^ No, of course not. Please dont mind 
me. What a glorious thing it must be to be 
a doctor! [They laugh]. Dont laugh. You dont 
know what youve done for me. I never knew 
until now how deadly afraid I was — how I 
had come to dread the worst. I never dared 
let myself know. But now the relief has 
come; now I know. 

IjOuis Dubedat comes from the hotels in his 
overcoat i his throat wrapped in a shawl. He is a 
slim young man of physically still a stripling, 
and pretty, though not effeminate. He has tur- 
quoise blue eyes, and a trick of looking you 
straight in the face with them, which, combined 
with a frank smile, is very engaging. Although 
he is all nerves, and very observant and quick of 


apprehension, he is not in the least shy. He is 
younger than Jennifer; but he patronizes her as a 
matter of course. The doctors do not put him out 
in the least: neither Sir Patrick's years nor 
Bloomfield Bonington s majesty have the smallest 
apparent effect on him: he is as natural as a cat: 
he moves among men as most men move among 
things, though he is intentionally making himself 
agreeable to them on this occasion. Like all 
people who can be depended on to take care of 
themselves, he is welcome company; and his 
artist's power of appealing to the imagination 
gains him credit for all sorts of qualities and 
powers, whether he possesses them or not. 

LOUIS [pullmg on his gloves behind Ridgeon's 
chair] Now, Jinny-Gwinny; the motor has 
come round. 

RIDGEON. Why do you let him spoil your 
beautiful name like that, Mrs Dubedat? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, on grand occasions I 
am Jennifer. 

B. B. You are a bachelor; you do not under- 
stand these things, Ridgeon. Look at me 
[7'hey look]. I also have two names. In 
moments of domestic worry, I am simple 
Ralph. When the sun shines in the home, I 
am Beedle-Deedle-Dumkins. Such is married 
life! Mr Dubedat: may I ask you to do me a 
favor before you go. Will you sign your name 
to this menu card, under the sketch you 
have made of me? 

WALPOLE. Yes; and mine too, if you will be 
so good. 

LOUIS. Certainly. [He sits down and signs the 
cards]. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Wont you sign Dr Schutz- 
macher's for him, Louis? 

LOUIS. I dont think Dr Schutzmacher is 
pleased with his portrait. I’ll tear it up. [He 
reaches across the table for Schutzmacher' s menu 
card, and is about to tear it. Schutzmacher makes 
no wgTi]. 

RIDGEON. No, no; if Loony doesnt want it, 
Ido. 

LOUIS. I’ll sign it for you with pleasure. [He 
signs and hands it to Ridgeon]. Ive just been 
making a little note of the river tonight; it 
will work up into something good [he shews 
a pocket sketch-book]. I think I'll call it the 
Silver Danube. 

B. B. Ah, charming, charming. 

WALPOLE. Very sweet. Youre a nailer at 
pastel. 

Louis coughs, first out of modesty, then from 
tuberculosis. 
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SIR PATRICK. Now then, Mr Dubedat: youve 
had enough of the night air. Take him home, 
maam. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Ycs. Comc, Louis. 

RiDQEON. Never fear. Nevermind. I’ll make 
that cough all right. 

B. B. We will stimulate the phagocytes. 
[With tender effusion, shaking her hand\ Good- 
night, Mrs Dubedat. Goodnight. Goodnight. 

WALPOLE. If the phagocytes fail, come to 
me. I’ll put you right. 

LOUIS. Goodnight, Sir Patrick. Happy to 
have met you. 

SIR PATRICK. ’Night [half a grunt\ 

MRS DUBEDAT. Goodnight, Sir Patrick. 

SIR PATRICK. Cover yourself well up. Dont 
think your lungs are made of iron because 
theyre better than his. Goodnight. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Thank you. Thank you. 
Nothing hurts me. Goodnight. 

Louis goes out through the hotel without notic- 
ing Schutzmacher. Mrs Dubedat hesitates, then 
hows to him. Schutzmacher rises and hows form- 
ally, German fashion. She goes out, attended hy 
Ridgeon. The rest resume their seats, ruminating 
or smoking quietly. 

B. B. [harmoniously'\ Dee-lightful couple! 
Charming woman! Gifted lad! Remarkable 
talent! Graceful outlines! Perfect evening! 
Great success! Interesting case! Glorious 
night! Exquisite scenery! Capital dinner! 
Stimulating conversation! Restful outing! 
Good wine! Happy ending! Touching grati- 
tude! Lucky Ridgeon — 

RIDGEON [returning'] Whats that? Calling 
me, B. B.? [He goes hack to his seat next Sir 
Patrick]. 

B. B. No, no. Only congratulating you on a 
most successful evening! Enchanting woman! 
Thorough breeding! Gentle nature! Re- 
fined — 

Blenkinsop comes from the hotel and takes the 
empty chair next Ridgeon. 

BLENKINSOP. I’m SO sorry to have left you 
like this, Ridgeon; but it was a telephone 
message from the police. Theyve found half 
a milkman at our level crossing with a pre- 
scription of mine in its pocket. Wheres Mr 
Dubedat? 

RIDGEON. Gone. 

BLENKINSOP [rising, very pale] Gone! 

RIDGEON. Just this moment — 

BLENKINSOP. Pcrhaps I could overtake him 
— [he rushes into the hotel]. 

WALPOLE [calling after him] He’s in the 


motor, man, miles off. You cant — [giving it 
up]. No use. 

RIDGEON. Theyre really very nice people. 
I confess I was afraid the husband would 
turn out an appalling bounder. But he’s 
almost as charming in his way as she is in 
hers. And theres no mistake about his being 
a genius. It’s something to have got a case 
really worth saving. Somebody else will have 
to go; but at all events it will be easy to find 
a worse man. 

SIR PATRICK. How do you know? 

RIDGEON. Come now, Sir Paddy, no growl- 
ing. Have something more to drink. 

SIR PATRICK. No, thank you. 

WALPOLE. Do you see anything wrong with 
Dubedat, B. B.? 

B. B. Oh, a charming young fellow. Be- 
sides, after all, what could be wrong with 
him? Look at him. What could be wrong 
with him? 

SIR PATRICK. There are two things that can 
be wrong with any man. One of them is a 
cheque. The other is a woman. Until you 
know that a man’s sound on these two points, 
you know nothing about him. 

B. B. Ah, cynic, cynic! 

WALPOLE. He’s all right as to the cheque, 
for a while at all events. He talked to me 
quite frankly before dinner as to the pressure 
of money difficulties on an artist. He says he 
has no vices and is very economical, but that 
theres one extravagance he cant afford and 
yet cant resist; and that is dressing his wife 
prettily. So I said, bang plump out, “Let me 
lend you twenty pounds, and pay me when 
your ship comes home.” He was really very 
nice about it. He took it like a man; and it 
was a pleasure to see how happy it made him, 
poor chap. 

B. B. [who has listened to Walpole with grow- 
ing perturbation] But — but — but — when was 
this, may I ask? 

WALPOLE. When I joined you that time 
down by the river. 

B. B. But, my dear Walpole, he had just 
borrowed ten pounds from me. 

WALPOLE. What! 

SIR PATRICK [grunts]\ 

B. B. [indulgently] Well, well, it was really 
hardly borrowing; for he said heaven only 
knew when he could pay me. I couldnt re- 
fuse. It appears that Mrs Dubedat has taken 
a sort of fancy to me — 

WALPOLE [quickly] No: it was to me. 
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B. B. Certainly not. Your name was never 
mentioned between us. He is so wrapped up 
in his work that he has to leave her a good 
deal alone; and the poor innocent young 
fellow — he has of course no idea of my posi- 
tion or how busy I am — actually wanted me 
to call occasionally and talk to her. 

WALPOLE. Exactly what he said to me! 

B. B. Pooh! Pooh pooh! Really, I must say. 
\Much disturbed, he rises and goes up to the 
balustrade, contemplating the landscape vexedlp\ 
WALPOLE. Look here, Ridgeoii! this is be- 
ginning to look serious. 

Blenkinsop, very anxious and wretched, but 
trying to look unconcerned, comes back, 

RiDGEON. Well, did you catch him? 
BLENKINSOP. No. Excusc my running away 
like that, [lie sits down at the foot of the table, 
next Bloomfield Bonington s chair\ 

WALPOLE. Anything the matter? 
BLENKINSOP. Oh no. A trifle — something 
ridiculous. It cant be helped. Never mind. 
RIDGEON. Was it anything about Dubedat? 
BLENKINSOP [almost breaking dojvn^ I ought 
to keep it to myself, I know. I cant tell you, 
Ridgeon, how ashamed I am of dragging my 
miserable poverty to your dinner after all 
your kindness. It’s not that you wont ask me 
again; but it’s so humiliating. And I did so 
look forward to one evening in my dress 
clothes (theyre still presentable, you see) 
with all my troubles left behind, just like 
old times. 

RIDGEON. But what has happened? 
BLENKINSOP. Oh, nothing. It’s too ridicu- 
lous. I had just scraped up four shillings for 
this little outing; and it cost me one-and- 
fourpence to get here. Well, Dubedat asked 
me to lend him half-a-crown to tip the 
chambermaid of the room his wife left her 
wraps in, and for the cloakroom. He said he 
only wanted it for five minutes, as she had 
his purse. So of course I lent it to him. And 
he’s forgotten to pay me. I’ve just twopence 
to get back with. 

RIDGEON. Oh, never mind that — 
BLENKINSOP [stopping him resolutely^ No: I 
know what youre going to say; but I wont 
take it. Ive never borrowed a penny; and I 
never will. Ive nothing left but my friends; 
and I wont sell them. If none of you were to 
be able to meet me without being afraid that 
my civility was leading up to the loan of five 
shillings, there would be an end of every- 
thing for me. I’ll take your old clothes, Colly, 


sooner than disgrace you by talking to you 
in the street in my own; but I wont borrow 
money. I’ll train it as far as the twopence 
will take me; and I’ll tramp the rest. 

WALPOLE. Youll do the whole distance in 
my motor. [They are all greatly relieved; and 
Walpole hastens to get away from the painful 
subject by adding] Did he get anything out of 
you, Mr Schutzmacher? 

sciiuTZMACHER [shttkcs his head in a most 
expressive negative]. 

WALPOLE. You didnt appreciate his draw- 
ing, I think. 

SCHUTZMACHER. Oh yes I did. I should have 
liked very much to have kept the sketch and 
got it autographed. 

B. B. But why didnt you? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Well, the fact is, when I 
joined Dubedat after his conversation with 
Mr Walpole, he said that the Jews were the 
only people who knew anything about art, 
and that though he had to put up with your 
Philistine twaddle, as he called it, it was 
what I said about the drawings that really 
pleased him. He also said that his wife was 
greatly struck with my knowledge, and that 
she always admired Jews. Then he asked me 
to advance him £50 on the security of the 
drawings. 


WALPOLE 


BLENKINSOP 
SIR PATRICK 
SCHUTZMACHER 


[All 

exclaiming 

together] 


[No, no. Positively! 

Seriously! 
What! Another 
fifty! 

Think of that! 

Of course I couldnt lend 


money to a stranger like that. 

B. B. I envy you the power to say No, Mr 
Schutzmacher. Of course, I knew I oughtnt 
to lend money to a young fellow in that way; 
but I simply hadnt the nerve to refuse. I 
couldnt very well, you know, could I? 

SCHUTZMACHER. I dont Understand that. / 
felt that I couldnt very well lend it. 

WALPOLE. What did he say? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Well, he made a very un- 
called-for remark about a Jew not under- 
standing the feelings of a gentleman. I must 
say you Gentiles are very hard to please. You 
say wc are no gentlemen when we lend 
money; and when we refuse to lend it you 
say just the same. I didnt mean to behave 
badly. As I told him, I might have lent it to 
him if he had been a Jew himself. 

SIR PATRICK [with a grunt] And what did he 

S2 
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say to that? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Oh, hc began trying to 
persuade me that he was one of the chosen 
people — that his artistic faculty shewed it, 
and that his name was as foreign as my own. 
He said he didnt really want £50; that he 
was only joking; that all he wanted was a 
couple of sovereigns. 

B. B. No, no, Mr Schutzmacher. You in- 
vented that last touch. Seriously, now? 

SCHUTZMACHER. No. You cant improve on 
Nature in telling stories about gentlemen 
like Mr Dubedat. 

BLENKiNSOP. You Certainly do stand by one 
another, you chosen people, Mr Schutz- 
macher. 

SCHUTZMACHER. Not at all. Personally, I 
like Englishmen better than Jews, and 
always associate with them. Thats only 
natural, because, as I am a Jew, theres noth- 
ing interesting in a Jew to me, whereas 
there is always something interesting and 
foreign in an Englishman. But in money 
matters it’s quite different. You see, when 
an Englishman borrows, all he knows or 
cares is that he wants money; and he’ll sign 
anything to get it, without in the least under- 
standing it, or intending to carry out the 
agreement if it turns out badly for him. In 
fact, he thinks you a cad if you ask him to 
carry it out under such circumstances. Just 
like the Merchant of Venice, you know. But 
if a Jew makes an agreement, he means to 
keep it and expects you to keep it. If he 
wants money for a time, he borrows it and 
knows he must pay it at the end of the time. 
If he knows he cant pay, he begs it as a gift. 

RiDGEON. Come, Loony! do you mean to 
say that Jews are never rogues and thieves? 

SCHUTZMACHER. Oh, not at all. But I was 
not talking of criminals. I was comparing 
honest Englishmen with honest Jews. 

One of the hotel maids , a pretty , fair-haired 
woman of about 25, comes from the hotel, rather 
furtively. She CLCcosts Ridgeon, 

THE MAID. I beg your pardon, sir — 

RIDGEON. Eh? 

THE MAID. I beg pardon, sir. It’s not about 
the hotel. I’m not allowed to be on the ter- 
race; and I should be discharged if I were 
seen speaking to you, unless you were kind 
enough to say you called me to ask whether 
the motor has come back from the station 
yet. 

WALPOLE. Has it? 


THE MAID. Yes, sir. 

RIDGEON. Well, what do you want? 

THE MAID. Would you mind, sir, giving me 
the address of the gentleman that was with 
you at dinner? 

RIDGEON [sharply] Yes, of course I should 
mind very much. You have no right to ask. 

THE MAID. Yes, sir, I know it looks like 
that. But what am I to do? 

SIR PATRICK. Whats the matter with you? 

THE MAID. Nothing, sir. I want the address: 
thats all. 

B. B. You mean the young gentleman? 

THE MAID. Yes, sir: that went to catch the 
train with the woman he brought with him. 

RIDGEON. The woman! Do you mean the 
lady who dined here? the gentleman’s wife? 

THE MAID. Dont believe them, sir. She cant 
be his wife. I’m his wife. 

B. B. [in amazed remonstrance] My 

good girl! 

RIDGEON You his wife! 

WALPOLE What! whats that? Oh, this is 
getting perfectly fascinat- 
. [ ing, Ridgeon. 

THE MAID. I could run upstairs and get you 
my marriage lines in a minute, sir, if you 
doubt my word. He’s Mr Louis Dubedat, 
isnt he? 

RIDGEON. Yes. 

THE MAID. Well, sir, you may believe me 
or not; but I’m the lawful Mrs Dubedat. 

SIR PATRICK. And why arnt you living with 
your husband? 

THE MAID. We couldnt afford it, sir. I had 
thirty pounds saved; and we spent it all on 
our honeymoon in three weeks, and a lot 
more that he borrowed. Then I had to go 
back into service, and he went to London to 
get work at his drawing; and he never wrote 
me a line or sent me an address. I never saw 
nor heard of him again until I caught sight 
of him from the window going off in the 
motor with that woman. 

SIR PATRICK. Well, thats two wives to start 
with. 

B. B. Now upon my soul I dont want to be 
uncharitable; but really I’m beginning to 
suspect that our young friend is rather care- 
less. 

SIR PATRICK. Beginning to think! How long 
will it take you, man, to find out that he’s 
a damned young blackguard? 

BLENKINSOP. Oh, thats sevejre. Sir Patrick, 
very severe. Of course it’s bigamy; but still 
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he's very young; and she's very pretty, Mr 
Walpole: may I spunge on you for another 
of those nice cigar ets of yours? [He changes 
his seat for the one next Walpole.] 

WALPOLE. Certainly. [He feels in his pockets]. 
Oh bother! Where — ? [Suddenly remembering] 
I say: I recollect now: I passed my cigaret 
case to Dubedat and he didnt return it. It 
was a gold one. 

THE MAID. He didnt mean any harm: he 
never thinks about things like that, sir. I’ll 
get it back for you, sir, if youll tell me where 
to find him. 

RiDQEON. What am I to do? Shall I give her 
the address or not? 

SIR PATRICK. Give her your own address; 
and then we'll see. [To the maid] Youll have 
to be content with that for the present, my 
girl. [Ridgeon gives her his card]. Whats your 
name? 

THE MAID. Minnie Tinwell, sir. 

SIR PATRICK. Well, you write him a letter 
to care of this gentleman; and it will be sent 
on. Now be off with you. 

THE MAID. Thank you, sir. I’m sure you 
wouldnt see me wronged. Thank you all, 
gentlemen; and excuse the liberty. 

She goes into the hotel. They watch her in 
silence. 

RIDGEON [when she is gone] Do you realize, 
you chaps, that we have promised Mrs Dube- 
dat to save this fellow’s life? 

BLENKINSOP. Whats the matter with him? 

RIDGEON. Tuberculosis. 

BLENKINSOP [interested] And can you cure 
that? 

RIDGEON. I believe so. 

BLENKINSOP. Then I wish youd cure me. 
My right lung is touched. I’m sorry to say. 

RIDGEON 

B. B. 


SIR PATRICK 
WALPOLE 


BLENKINSOP 

No, no: it's no use. I know what youre going 
to say: Ive said it often to others. I cant 


I wnat! your lung is 
going! 

My dear Blenkin- 
sop, what do you 
tell me? [full of 
concern for Blen- 
kinsop, he comes 
hack from the bal- 
ustrade]. 

Eh? Eh? whats that? 
Hullo! you mustnt 
neglect this, you 
know. 

putting his fingers in his ears] 


[all 

together] 


afford to take care of myself; and theres an 
end of it. If a fortnight’s holiday would save 
my life. I’d have to die. I shall get on as 
others have to get on. We cant all go to St 
Moritz or to Egypt, you know. Sir Ralph. 
Dont talk about it. 

Embarrassed silence. 

SIR PATRICK [grunts and looks hard at Rid- 
geon]\ 

scHUTZMACHER [looking at his watch and ris- 
ing] I must go. It’s been a very pleasant even- 
ing, Colly. You might let me have my por- 
trait if you dont mind. I’ll send Mr Dubedat 
that couple of sovereigns for it. 

RIDGEON [giving him the menu card] Oh dont 
do that. Loony. I dont think he’d like that. 

SCHUTZMACHER. Well, of course I shant if 
you feel that way about it. But I dont think 
you understand Dubedat. However, per- 
haps thats because I’m a Jew. Goodnight, 
Dr Blenkinsop [shaking hands]. 

BLENKINSOP. Goodnight, sir — I mean — 
Goodnight. 

SCHUTZMACHER [waving his hand to the rest] 
Goodnight, everybody. 

WALPOLE \ 

PATRICK 

RIDGEON J 

B. B. repeats the salutation several times, in 
varied musical tojies. Schutzmacher goes out. 

SIR PATRICK. It’s time for us all to move. 
[He rises and comes bet7veen Blenkinsop and 
Walpole. Ridgeon also rises]. Mr Walpole: take 
Blenkinsop home: he’s had enough of the 
open air cure for tonight. Have you a thick 
overcoat to wear in the motor. Dr Blenkin- 
sop? 

BLENKINSOP. Oh, theyll give me some 
brown paper in the hotel; and a few thick- 
nesses of brown paper across the chest are 
better than any fur coat. 

WALPOLE. Well, come along. Goodnight, 
Colly. Youre coming with us, arnt you, B. B.? 

B. B. Yes: I’m coming. [Walpole and Blenkin- 
sop go into the hotel]. Goodnight, my dear 
Ridgeon [shaking hands affectionately]. Dont 
let us lose sight of your interesting patient 
and his very charming wife. We must not 
judge him too hastily, you know. [With 
unction] Goooooooodnight, Paddy. Bless 
you, dear old chap. [Sir Patrick utters a for- 
midable grunt. B. B. laughs and pais him in- 
dulgently on the shoulder^ Goodnight. Good- 
night. Goodnight. Goodnight. [He goodmghls 
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himself into the hotel]. 

The others have meanwhile gone without cere- 
mony, Ridgeon and Sir Patrick are left alone 
together, Ridgeon^ deep in thought^ comes down 
to Sir Patrick, 

SIR PATRICK. Well, Mr Savior of Lives: 
which is it to be? that honest decent man 
Blenkinsop, or that rotten blackguard of an 
artist, eh? 

RIDGEON. It’s not an easy case to judge, is 
it? Blenkinsop ’s an honest decent man; but 
is he any use? Dubedat’s a rotten blackguard; 
but he’s a genuine source of pretty and 
pleasant and good things. 

SIR PATRICK. What will he be a source of 
for that poor innocent wife of his, when she 
finds him out? 

RIDGEON. Thats true. Her life will be a hell. 

SIR PATRICK. And tell me this. Suppose you 
had this choice put before you: either to 
go through life and find all the pictures bad 
but all the men and women good, or to go 
through life and find all the pictures good 
and all the men and women rotten. Which 
would you choose? 

RIDGEON. Thats a devilishly difficult ques- 
tion, Paddy. The pictures are so agreeable, 
and the good people so infernally disagree- 
able and mischievous, that I really cant 
undertake to say offhand which I should pre- 
fer to do without. 

SIR PATRICK. Come come! none of your 
cleverness with me: I’m too old for it, Blen- 
kinsop isnt that sort of good man; and you 
know it. 

RIDGEON. It would be simpler if Blenkinsop 
could paint Dubedat’s pictures. 

SIR PATRICK. It would be simpler still if 
Dubedat had some of Blenkinsop ’s honesty. 
The world isnt going to be made simple for 
you, my lad: you must take it as it is. Youve 
to hold the scales between Blenkinsop and 
Dubedat. Hold them fairly. 

RIDGEON. Well, I’ll be as fair as I can. I’ll 
put into one scale all the pounds Dubedat 
has borrowed, and into the other all the half- 
crowns that Blenkinsop hasnt borrowed. 

SIR PATRICK. And youll take out of Dube-* 
dat’s scale all the faith he has destroyed and 
the honor he has lost, and youll put into 
Blenkinsop ’s scale all the faith he has justi- 
fied and the honor he has created. 

RIDGEON. Come come, Paddy! none of your 
claptrap with me: I’m too sceptical for it. 
I’m not at all convinced that the world 


wouldnt be a better world if everybody be- 
haved as Dubedat does than it is now that 
everybody behaves as Blenkinsop does. 

SIR PATRICK. Then why dont you behave 
as Dubedat does? 

RIDGEON. Ah, that beats me. Thats the 
experimental test. Still, it’s a dilemma. It’s 
a dilemma. You see theres a complication we 
havnt mentioned. 

SIR PATRICK. Whats that? 

RIDGEON. Well, if I let Blenkinsop die, at 
least nobody can say I did it because I 
wanted to marry his widow. 

SIR PATRICK. Eh! Whats tliat? 

RIDGEON. Now if I let Dubedat die. I’ll 
marry his widow. 

SIR PATRICK. Perhaps she wont have you, 
you know. 

RIDGEON \rvith a self-assured shake of the 
head] I’ve a pretty good flair for that sort of 
thing. I know when a woman is interested in 
me. She is. 

SIR PATRICK. Well, sometimes a man knows 
best; and sometimes he knows worst. Youd 
much better cure them both. 

RIDGEON. I cant. I’m at my limit. I can 
squeeze in one more case, but not two. I must 
choose. 

SIR PATRICK. Well, you must choose as if 
she didnt exist: thats clear. 

RIDGEON. Is that clear to you? Mind: it’s 
not clear to me. She troubles my judgment. 

SIR PATRICK. To me, it’s a plain choice be- 
tween a man and a lot of pictures. 

RIDGEON. It’s easier to replace a dead man 
than a good picture. 

SIR PATRICK. Colly: when you live in an age 
that runs to pictures and statues and plays 
and brass bands because its men and women 
are not good enough to comfort its poor 
aching soul, you should thank Providence 
that you belong to a profession which is a 
high and great profession because its busi- 
ness is to heal and mend men and women. 

RIDGEON. In short, as a member of a high 
and great profession. I’m to kill my patient. 

SIR PATRICK. Dont talk wicked nonsense. 
You cant kill him. But you can leave him in 
other hands. 

RIDGEON. In B. B.’s, for instance: eh? [look- 
ing at him significantly], 

SIR PATRICK [demurely facing his look] Sir 
Ralph Bloomfield Bonington is a very eminent 
physician. 

RIDGEON. He is. 
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SIR PATRICK. Fm going for my hat. 

Ridgeon strikes the hell as Sir Patrick makes 
for the hotel, A waiter comes. 

RIDGEON [to the waiter'] My bill, please. 

WAITER. Yes, sir. 

He goes for it. 

ACT III 

In Duhedals studio^ Viewed from the large 
window the outer door is in the 7vall on the left 
at the near end. The door leading to the inner 
rooms is in the opposite wall, at the far end. The 
facing wall has neither rvindow nor door. The 
plaster on all the walls is uncovered and un- 
decorated, except by scrarvlings of charcoal 
sketches and memoranda. There is a studio 
throne {a chair on a dais) a little to the left, 
opposite the mner door, and an easel to the right, 
opposite the outer door, 7vith a dilapidated chair 
at it. Near the easel and against the wall is a 
hare wooden table 7vith bottles and jars of oil and 
medium, paint-smudged rags, tubes of color, 
brushes, charcoal, a small lay figure, a kettle and 
spirit-lamp, and other odds and eiids. By the 
table is a sofa, littered 7vith drawmg blocks, 
sketch-books, loose sheets of paper, neivspapers, 
books, and more smudged rags. Next the outer 
door is an umbrella and hatstand, occupied 
partly by Louis' hats and cloak and muffler, and 
partly by odds and ends of costumes. There is an 
old piano stool on the near side of this door. In 
the corner near the inner door is a little tea-table. 
A lay figure, in a cardinal's robe and hat, with 
an hour-glass in one hand a?id a scythe slung on 
its hack, smiles 7vith inane 7nalice at Louis, 7vho,i7i 
a milkman's smock much smudged 7vith color, is 
painting a piece of brocade 7vhich he has draped 
about his wife. She is sitting on the throne, not 
mierested in the paintmg, and appealing to him 
very anxiously about another matter. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Promisc. 

LOUIS [putting on a touch of paint 7vith notable 
skill and care and answering quite perfunctorily] 
I promise, my darling. 

MRS DUBEDAT. When you want money, you 
will always come to me. 

LOUIS. But it’s so sordid, dearest. I hate 
money. I cant keep always bothering you for 
money, money, money. Thats what drives 
me sometimes to ask other people, though I 
hate doing it. 

MRS DUBEDAT. It is far better to ask me, 
dear. It gives people a wrong idea of you. 

LOUIS. But I want to spare your little for- 
tune, and raise money on my own work. 


Dont be unhappy, love; I can easily earn 
enough to pay it all back. I shall have a one- 
man-show next season; and then there will 
be no more money troubles. [Putting down his 
palette] There! I mustnt do any more on that 
until it’s bone-dry; so you may come down. 

MRS DUBEDAT [throwing off the drapery as she 
steps do7vn, and revealing a plain frock of 
tussore silk] But you have promised, remem- 
ber, seriously and faithfully, never to borrow 
again until you have first asked me. 

LOUIS. Seriously and faithfully. [Embracing 
her] Ah, my love, how right you are! how 
much it means to me to have you by me to 
guard me against living too much in the 
skies. On my solemn oath, from this moment 
forth I will never borrow another penny. 

MRS DUBEDAT [delighted] Ah, thats right. 
Does his wicked worrying wife torment him 
and drag him down from the clouds. [5'^e 
kisses him]. And now, dear, wont you finish 
those drawings for Maclean? 

LOUIS. Oh, they dont matter. Ive got nearly 
all the money from him in advance. 

MRS DUBEDAT. But, dearest, that is just the 
reason why you should finish them. He asked 
me the other day whether you really in- 
tended to finish them. 

LOUIS. Confound his impudence! What the 
devil does he take me for? Now that just 
destroys all my interest in the beastly job. 
Ive a good mind to throw up the commission, 
and pay him back his money. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Wc Cant afford that, dear. 
You had better finish the drawings and have 
done with them. I think it is a mistake to 
aecept money in advance. 

LOUIS. But how are we to live? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Well, Louis, it is getting 
liard enough as it is, now that they are all 
refusing to pay except on delivery. 

LOUIS. Damn those fellows! they think of 
nothing and care for nothing but their 
wretched money. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Still, if they pay us, they 
ought to have what they pay for. 

LOUIS [coaxing] There now: thats enough 
lecturing for today. Ive promised to be good, 
havnt I? 

MRS DUBEDAT [putting her arms round his 
neck] You know that I hate lecturing, and 
that I dont for a moment misunderstand you, 
dear, dont you? 

LOUIS [fondly] I know. I know. I’m a wretch 
and youre an angel. Oh, if only I were strong 
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enough to work steadily, I'd make my dar- 
ling's house a temple, and her shrine a chapel 
more beautiful than was ever imagined. I 
cant pass the shops without wrestling with 
the temptation to go in and order all the 
really good things they have for you. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I Want nothing but you, 
dear. gives him a caress, to which he re- 
sponds so passionately that she disengages her- 
self \ There! be good now: remember that 
the doctors are coming this morning. Isnt it 
extraordinarily kind of them, Louis, to insist 
on coming? all of them, to consult about you? 

LOUIS [coolly^ Oh, I daresay they think it 
will be a feather in their cap to cure a rising 
artist. They wouldnt come if it didnt amuse 
them, anyhow. [Someone knocks at the door\ 
I say; it's not time yet, is it? 

MRS DUBEDAT. No, not quite yet. 

LOUIS [opening the door and finding Ridgeon 
there'] Hello, Ridgeon. Delighted to see you. 
Come in. 

MRS DUBEDAT [shaking hands] It's so good 
of you to come, doctor. 

LOUIS. Excuse this place, wont you? It's 
only a studio, you know: theres no real con- 
venience for living here. But we pig along 
somehow, thanks to Jennifer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Now I’ll run away. Perhaps 
later on, when youre finished with Louis, I 
may come in and hear the verdict. [Ridgeon 
hows rather constrainedly]. Would you rather 
I didn't? 

RIDGEON. Not at all. Not at all. 

Mrs Duhedat looks at him, a little puzzled by 
his formal manner; then goes into the inner room, 

LOUIS [flippantly] I say: dont look so grave. 
'Theres nothing awful going to happen, is 
there? 

RIDGEON. No. 

LOUIS. Thats all right. Poor Jennifer has 
been looking forward to your visit more than 
you can imagine. Shes taken quite a fancy 
to you, Ridgeon. The poor girl has nobody to 
talk to: I'm always painting. [Taking up a 
sketch] Theres a little sketch I made of her 
yesterday. 

RIDGEON. She shewed it to me a fortnight 
ago when she first called on me. 

LOUIS [quite unabashed] Oh! did she? Good 
Lord! how time does fly! I could have sworn 
I'd only just finished it. It's hard for her here, 
seeing me piling up drawings and nothing 
coming in for them. Of course I shall sell 
them next year fast enough, after my one- 


man-show; but while the grass grows the 
steed starves. I hate to have her coming to 
me for money, and having none to give her. 
But what can I do? 

RIDGEON. I understood that Mrs Dubedat 
had some property of her own. 

LOUIS. Oh yes, a little; but how could a man 
with any decency of feeling touch that? 
Suppose I did, what would she have to live 
on if I died? I'm not insured: cant afford the 
premiums. [Picking out another drawing] How 
do you like that? 

RIDGEON [putting it aside] I have not come 
here today to look at your drawings. I have 
more serious and pressing business with you. 

LOUIS. You want to sound my wretched 
lung. [With impulsive candor] My dear Rid- 
geon: I’ll be frank with you. Whats the matter 
in this house isnt lungs but bills. It doesnt 
matter about me; but Jennifer has actually 
to economise in the matter of food. Youve 
made us feel that we can treat you as a friend. 
Will you lend us a hundred and fifty pounds? 

RIDGEON. No. 

LOUIS [surprised] Why not? 

RIDGEON. I am not a rich man; and I want 
every penny I can spare and more for my 
researches. 

LOUIS. You mean youd want the money 
back again. 

RIDGEON. I presume people sometimes have 
that in view when they lend money. 

LOUIS [after a moment's refection] Well, I 
can manage that for you. I'll give you a 
cheque — or see here: theres no reason why 
you shouldnt have your bit too: I'll give you 
a cheque for two hundred. 

RIDGEON. Why not cash the cheque at once 
without troubling me? 

LOUIS. Bless you! they wouldnt cash it: I'm 
overdrawn as it is. No: the way to work it is 
this. I’ll postdate the cheque next October. 
In October Jennifer's dividends come in. 
Well, you present the cheque. It will be re- 
turned marked “ refer to drawer" or some 
rubbish of that sort. Then you can take it to 
Jennifer, and hint that if the cheque isnt 
taken up at once I shall be put in prison. 
She'll pay you like a shot. Youll clear £50; 
and youll do me a real service; for I do want 
the money very badly, old chap, I assure you. 

RIDGEON [staring at him] You see no objec- 
tion to the transaction; and you anticipate 
none from me! 

LOUIS. Well, what objection can there be? 
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It's quite safe. I can convince you about the 
dividends. 

RiDGEON. I mean on the score of its being — 
shall I say dishonorable.^ 

LOUIS. Well, of course I shouldnt suggest 
it if I didnt want the money. 

RiDOEON. Indeed! Well, you will have to 
find some other means of getting it. 

LOUIS. Do you mean that you refuse? 

RIDGEON. Do I mean — 1 [Uiting his indigna- 
tion loose] Of course I refuse, man. What do 
you take me for? How dare you make such a 
proposal to me? 

LOUIS. Why not? 

RIDGEON. Faugh! You would not under- 
stand me if I tried to explain. Now, once for 
all, I will not lend you a farthing. I should be 
glad to help your wife; but lending you 
money is no service to her. 

LOUIS. Oh well, if youre in earnest about 
helping her, I’ll tell you what you might do. 
You might get your patients to buy some of 
my things, or to give me a few portrait com- 
missions. 

RIDGEON. My patients call me in as a 
physician, not as a commercial traveller. 

A knock at the door. Louis goes unconcernedly 
to open it, pursuing the subject as he goes. 

LOUIS. But you must have great influence 
with them. You must know such lots of things 
about them — private things that they 
wouldnt like to have known. They wouldnt 
dare to refuse you. 

RIDGEON [exploding Well, upon my — 

Louis opens the door, and admits Sir Patrick, 
Sir Ralph, and Walpole. 

RIDGEON [proceeding furiously] Walpole: Ive 
been here hardly ten minutes; and already 
he’s tried to borrow £l50 from me. Then he 
proposed that I should get the money for 
him by blackmailing his wife; and youve just 
interrupted him in the act of suggesting 
that I should blackmail my patients into 
sitting to him for their portraits. 

LOUIS. Well, Ridgeon, if this is what you 
call being an honorable man! I spoke to you 
in confidence. 

SIR PATRICK. We’re all going to speak to 
you in confidence, young man. 

WALPOLE [hanging his hat on the only peg left 
vacant on the hat-stand] We shall make our- 
selves at home for half an hour, Dubedat. 
Dont be alarmed: youre a most fascinating 
chap; and we love you. 

LOUIS. Oh, all right, all right. Sit down — 


anywhere you can. Take this chair. Sir 
Patrick [indicating the one on the throne]. Up- 
z-z-z! [helping him up: Sir Patrick grunts and 
enthrones himself]. Here you are, B. B. [Sir 
Ralph glares at the familiarity ; hut Louis, quite 
undisturbed, puts a big book and a sofa cushion 
on the dais, on Sir Patrick's right; and B. B. sits 
down, under protest]. Let me take your hat. 
[He takes B. B.'s hat unceremoniously, and 
substitutes it for the cardinal's hat on the head 
of the lay figure, thereby ingeniously destroying 
the dignity of the conclave. He then drayvs the 
piano stool from ihe7vall and offers it to Walpole], 
You dont mind this, Walpole, do you? [Wal- 
pole accepts the stool, and puts his hand into his 
pocket for his cigaret case. Missing it, he is re- 
minded of his loss]. 

WALPOLE. By the way. I’ll trouble you for 
my cigaret case, if you dont mind? 

LOUIS. What cigaret case? 

WALPOLE. The gold one I lent you at the 
Star and Garter. 

ivouis [surprised] Was that yours? 

WALPOLE. Yes. 

LOUIS. I’m awfully sorry, old chap. I won- 
dered whose it was. I’m sorry to say this is 
all thats left of it. [He hitches up his smock; 
produces a card from his waistcoat pocket; and 
hands it to Walpole]. 

WALPOLE. A pawn ticket! 

LOUIS [reassuringly] It’s quite safe: he cant 
sell it for a year, you know. I say, my dear 
Walpole, lam sorry. [He places his hand in- 
genuously on Walpole's shoulder and looks 
frankly at hini]. 

WALPOLE [sinkirig on the stool with a gasp] 
Dont mention it. It adds to your fascination. 

RIDGEON [who has been standing near the 
easel] Before we go any further, you have a 
debt to pay, Mr Dubedat. 

LOUIS. I have a precious lot of debts to pay, 
Ridgeon. I’ll fetch you a chair. [He makes for 
the inner door]. 

RIDGEON [stopping him] You shall not leave 
the room until you pay it. It’s a small one; 
and pay it you must and shall. I dont so much 
mind your borrowing £l0 from one of my 
guests and £20 from the other — 

WALPOLE. I walked into it, you know. I 
offered it. 

RIDGEON. — they could afford it. But to 
clean poor Blenkinsop out of his last half- 
crown was damnable. I intend to give him 
that half-crown and to be in a position to 
pledge him my word that you paid it. I’ll 
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have that out of you, at all events. 

B. B. Quite right, Ridgeon. Quite right. 
Come, young man! down with the dust. Pay 
up. 

lonis. Oh, you neednt make such a fuss 
about it. Of course I’ll pay it. I had no idea the 
poor fellow was hard up. I’m as shocked as 
any of you about it. [Putting his hand into 
his pocket] Here you are. [Finding his pocket 
empty] Oh, I say, I havnt any money on me 
just at present. Walpole: would you mind 
lending me half-a-crown just to settle this. 

WALPOLE. Lend you half — voice faints 

away]. 

LOUIS. Well, if you dont, Blenkinsop wont 
get it; for I havnt a rap: you may search my 
pockets if you like. 

WALPOLE. Thats conclusive. [He produces 
half-a-crown]. 

LOUIS [passing it to Ridgeon] There! I’m 
really glad thats settled: it was the only 
thing that was on my conscience. Now I hope 
youre all satisfied. 

SIR PATRICK. Not quite, Mr Dubedat. Do 
you happen to know a young woman named 
Minnie Tinwell? 

LOUIS. Minnie! I should think I do; and 
Minnie knows me too. She’s a really nice 
good girl, considering her station. Whats 
become of her? 

WALPOLE. It’s no use bluffing, Dubedat. 
Weve seen Minnie’s marriage lines. 

LOUIS [coolly] Indeed? Have you seen 
Jennifer’s? 

RIDGEON [rising in irrepressible rage] Do you 
dare insinuate that Mrs Dubedat is living 
with you without being married to you? 

LOUIS. Why not? 

B. B. [echoing him in fWhy not! 

SIR PATRICK various tones of Why not! 

RIDGEON scandalized Why not! 

WALPOLE amazement] (.Why not! 

LOUIS. Yes, why not? Lots of people do it: 
just as good people as you. Why dont you 
learn to think, instead of bleating and baah- 
ing like a lot of sheep when you come up 
against anything youre not accustomed to? 
[Contemplating their amazed faces with a 
chuckle] I say: I should like to draw the lot of 
you now: you do look jolly foolish. Especially 
you, Ridgeon. I had you that time, you know. 

RIDGEON. How, pray? 

LOUIS. Well, you set up to appreciate 
Jennifer, you know. And you despise me, 
dont you? 


RIDGEON [curtly] I loathe you. [He sits down 
again on the sofa]. 

LOUIS. Just so. And yet you believe that 
Jennifer is a bad lot because you think I told 
you so. 

RIDGEON. Were you lying? 

LOUIS. No; but you were smelling out a 
scandal instead of keeping your mind clean 
and wholesome. I can just play with people 
like you. I only asked you had you seen 
Jennifer’s marriage lines; and you concluded 
straight away that she hadnt got any. You 
dont know a lady when you see one. 

B. B. [majestically] What do you mean by 
that, may I ask? 

LOUIS. Now, I’m only an immoral artist; 
but if youd told me that Jennifer wasnt 
married, Td have had the gentlemanly feel- 
ing and artistic instinct to say that she carried 
her marriage certificate in her face and in her 
character. But you are all moral men; and 
Jennifer is only an artist’s wife — probably a 
model; and morality consists in suspecting 
other people of not being legally married. 
Arnt you ashamed of yourselves? Can one of 
you look me in the face after it? 

WALPOLE. It’s very hard to look you in the 
face, Dubedat; you have such a dazzling 
cheek. What about Minnie Tinwell, eh? 

LOUIS. Minnie Tinwell is a young woman 
who has had three weeks of glorious happi- 
ness in her poor little life, which is more than 
most girls in her position get, I can tell you. 
Ask her whether she’d take it back if she 
could. She’s got her name into history, that 
girl. My little sketches of her will be fought 
for by collectors at Christie’s. She’ll have a 
page in my biography. Pretty good, that, for 
a still-room maid at a seaside hotel, I think. 
What have you fellows done for her to com- 
pare with that? 

RIDGEON. We havnt trapped her into a 
mock marriage and deserted her. 

LOUIS. No: you wouldnt have the pluck. 
But dont fuss yourselves. / didnt desert little 
Minnie. We spent all our money — 

WALPOLE. All her money. Thirty pounds. 

LOUIS. I said all our money: hers and mine 
too. Her thirty pounds didnt last three days. 
I had to borrow four times as much to spend 
on her. But I didnt grudge it; and she didnt 
grudge her few pounds either, the brave little 
lassie. When we were cleaned out, we’d had 
enough of it: you can hardly suppose that we 
were fit company for longer than that; I an 
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artist, and she quite out of art and literature 
and refined living and everything else. There 
was no desertion, no misunderstanding, no 
police court or divorce court sensation for 
you moral chaps to lick your lips over at 
breakfast. We just said, Well, the money’s 
gone; weve had a good time that can never 
be taken from us; so kiss; part good friends; 
and she back to service, and I back to my 
studio and my Jennifer, both the better and 
happier for our holiday. 

WALPOLE. Quite a little poem, by George! 

B. B. If you had been scientifically trained, 
Mr Dubedat, you would know how very 
seldom an actual case bears out a principle. 
In medical practice a man may die when, 
scientifically speaking, he ought to have 
lived. I have actually known a man die of 
a disease from which he was, scientifically 
speaking, immune. But that does not affect 
the fundamental truth of science. In just the 
same way, in moral cases, a man’s behaviour 
may be quite harmless and even beneficial, 
when he is morally behaving like a scoundrel. 
And he may do great harm when he is morally 
acting on the highest principles. But that 
does not affect the fundamental truth of 
morality. 

SIR PATRICK. And it docsnt affect the crim- 


inal law on the subject of bigamy. 

LOUIS. Oh bigamy! bigamy! bigamy! What 
a fascination anything connected with the 
police has for you all, you moralists! Ive 
proved to you that you were utterly wrong 
on the moral point: now I’m going to shew 
you that youre utterly wrong on the legal 
point; and I hope it will be a lesson to you 
not to be so jolly cocksure next time. 

WALPOLE. Rot! You were married already 
when you married her; and that settles it. 

LOUIS. Does it! Why cant you think? How 
do you know she wasnt married already too? 


B. B. 
RIDGEON 

WALPOLE 
SIR PATRICK 


[all 

crying 

out 

together^ 


Walpole! Ridgeon! 
This is beyondevery- 
thing. 

Well, damn me! 
You young rascal. 


LOUIS [ignoring their outcry] She was married 


to the steward of a liner. He cleared out and 


left her; and she thought, poor girl, that it 
was the law that if you hadnt heard of your 
husband for three years you might marry 
again. So as she was a thoroughly respectable 
girl and refused to have anything to say to 
me unless we were married I went through 


the ceremony to please her and to preserve 
her self-respect. 

RIDGEON. Did you tell her you were already 
married? 

LOUIS. Of course not. Dont you see that if 
she had known, she wouldnt have considered 
herself my wife? You dont seem to under- 
stand, somehow. 

SIR PATRICK. You let her risk imprisonment 
in her ignorance of the law? 

LOUIS. Well, / risked imprisonment for her 
sake. I could have been had up for it just as 
much as she. But when a man makes a sacri- 
fice of that sort for a woman, he doesnt go 
and brag about it to her; at least, not if he’s 
a gentleman. 

WALPOLE. What are we to do with this 
daisy! 

LOUIS [impatiently] Oh, go and do whatever 
the devil you please. Put Minnie in prison. 
Put me in prison. Kill Jennifer with the dis- 
grace of it all. And then, when youve done 
all the mischief you can, go to church and 
feel good about it. [He sits down pettishly on 
the old chair at the easels and takes up a sketching 
blocks on 7vhich he begins to draw], 

WALPOLE. He’s got us. 

SIR PATRICK [grimly] He has. 

B. B. But is he to be allowed to defy the 
criminal law of the land? 

SIR PATRICK. The criminal law is no use to 
decent people. It only helps blackguards to 
blackmail their families. What are we family 
doctors doing half our time but conspiring 
with the family solicitor to keep some rascal 
out of jail and some family out of disgrace? 

B. B. But at least it will punish him. 

SIR PATRICK. Oh yes: itll punish him. Itll 
punish not only him but everybody con- 
nected with him, innocent and guilty alike. 
Itll throw his board and lodging on our rates 
and taxes for a couple of years, and then turn 
him loose on us a more dangerous black- 
guard than ever. Itll put the girl in prison 
and ruin her: itll lay his wife’s life waste. You 
may put the criminal law out of your head 
once for all: it’s only fit for fools and savages. 

LOUIS. Would you mind turning your face 
a little more this way. Sir Patrick. [/SeV Patrick 
turns indignantly and glares at him]. Oh, thats 
too much. 

SIR PATRICK. Put down your foolish pencil, 
man; and think of your position. You can 
defy the laws made by men; but there are 
other laws to reckon with. Do you know that 
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youre going to die? 

LOUIS. We re all going to die, amt we? 

WALPOLE. We re not all going to die in six 
months. 

LOUIS. How do you know? 

This for B. B. is the last straw. He com- 
pletely loses his temper and begins to walk ex- 
citedly about. 

B. B. Upon my soul, I will not stand this. 
It is in questionable taste under any circum- 
stances or in any company to harp on the 
subject of death; but it is a dastardly advan- 
tage to take of a medical man. [Thundering at 
Dubedat] I will not allow it, do you hear? 

LOUIS. Well, I didnt begin it; you chaps did. 
It^s always the way with the inartistic pro- 
fessions: when they re beaten in argument 
they fall back on intimidation. I never knew 
a lawyer yet who didnt threaten to put me 
in prison sooner or later. I never knew a par- 
son who didnt threaten me with damnation. 
And now you threaten me with death. With 
all your tall talk youve only one real trump 
in your hand, and thats Intimidation. Well, 
Tm not a coward; so it’s no use with me. 

B. B. [advancing upon him] I’ll tell you what 
you are, sir. Youre a scoundrel. 

LOUIS. Oh, I dont mind you calling me a 
scoundrel a bit. It’s only a word: a word that 
you dont know the meaning of. What is a 
scoundrel? 

B. B. Y o u are a scoundrel, sir. 

LOUIS. Just so. What is a scoundrel? I am. 
What am I? A scoundrel. It’s just arguing 
in a circle. And you imagine youre a man of 
science! 

B. B. I — I — I — I have a good mind to take 
you by the scruff of your neck, you infamous 
rascal, and give you a sound thrashing. 

LOUIS. I wish you would. Youd pay me 
something handsome to keep it out of court 
afterwards [B. B., baffled^ flings away from 
him with a snort]. Have you any more civilities 
to address to me in my own house? I should 
like to get them over before my wife comes 
back. [He resumes his sketching. 

RiDGEON. My mind’s made up. When the 
law breaks down, honest men must find a 
remedy for themselves. I will not lift a finger 
to save this reptile. 

B. B. That is the word I was trying to re- 
member. Reptile. 

WALPOLE. I cant help rather liking you, 
Dubedat. But you certainly are a thorough- 
going specimen. 


SIR PATRICK. You know our opinion of you 
now, at all events. 

LOUIS [patiently putting down his pencil] Look 
here. All this is no good. You dont under- 
stand. You imagine that I’m simply an ordi- 
nary criminal. 

WALPOLE. Not an ordinary one, Dubedat. 
Do yourself justice. 

LOUIS. Well, youre on the wrong tack alto- 
gether. I'm not a criminal. All your moraliz- 
ings have no value for me. I dont believe in 
morality. I’m a disciple of Bernard Shaw. 

SIR PATRICK "I [puzzled] Eh? 

B. B. [waving his hand as if the 

subject were now disposed 
of] Thats enough: I wish 
. to hear no more. 

LOUIS. Of course I havnt the ridiculous 
vanity to set up to be exactly a Superman; 
but still, it’s an ideal that I strive towards 
just as any other man strives towards his 
ideal. 

B. B. [intolerant] Dont trouble to explain. 
I now understand you perfectly. Say no 
more, please. When a man pretends to dis- 
cuss science, morals, and religion, and then 
avows himself a follower of a notorious and 
avowed antivaccinationist, there is nothing 
more to be said. [Suddenly putting in an effusive 
saving clause in parenthesis to Ridgeori] Not, 
my dear Ridgeon, that I believe in vaccina- 
tion in the popular sense any more than you 
do: I neednt tell you that. But there are 
things that place a man socially; and anti- 
vaccination is one of them. [He resumes his 
seat on the dais]. 

SIR PATRICK. Bernard Shaw? I never heard 
of him. He’s a Methodist preacher,! suppose. 

LOUIS [scandalized] No, no. He’s the most 
advanced man now living: he isnt anything. 

SIR PATRICK. I assure you, young man, my 
father learnt the doctrine of deliverance from 
sin from John Wesley’s own lips before you 
or Mr Shaw were born. It used to be very 
popular as an excuse for putting sand in 
sugar and water in milk. Youre a sound 
Methodist, my lad; only you dont know it. 

LOUIS [seriously annoyed for the first time] 
It’s an intellectual insult. I dont believe 
theres such a thing as sin. 

SIR PATRICK. Well, sir, there are people 
who dont believe theres such a thing as 
disease either. They call themselves Christian 
Scientists, I believe. Theyll just suit your 
complaint. We can do nothing for you. [He 
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rises]. Good afternoon to you. 

LOUIS [running to him piteousli/] Oh dont get 
up, Sir Patrick. Dont go. Please dont. I didnt 
mean to shock you, on my word. Do sit down 
again. Give me another chance. Two minutes 
more: thats all I ask. 

SIR PATRICK [surprised hy this sign of grace, 
and a little touched] Well — [He sits down ] — 

LOUIS [gratefully] Thanks awfully. 

SIR PATRICK [continuing] — I dont mind giv- 
ing you two minutes more. But dont address 
yourself to me; for Ive retired from practice; 
and I dont pretend to be able to cure your 
complaint. Your life is in the hands of these 
gentlemen. 

RiDGEON. Not in mine. My hands are full. 

I have no time and no means available for 
this case. 

SIR PATRICK. What do you say, Mr Walpole? 

WALPOLE. Oh, ril take him in hand: I dont 
mind. I feel perfectly convinced that this is 
not a moral case at all: it’s a physical one. 
Theres something abnormal about his brain. 
That means, probably, some morbid con- 
dition affecting the spinal cord. And that 
means the circulation. In short, it’s clear to 
me that he’s suffering from an obscure form 
of blood-poisoning, which is almost certainly 
due to an accumulation of ptomaines in the 
nuciform sac. I’ll remove the sac — 

LOUIS [changing color] Do you mean, operate 
on me? Ugh! No, thank you. 

WALPOLE. Never fear: you wont feel any- 
thing. Youll be under an anaesthetic, of 
course. And it will be extraordinarily interest- 
ing. 

LOUIS. Oh, well, if it would interest you, 
and if it wont hurt, thats another matter. 
How much will you give me to let you do it? 

WALPOLE [rising indignantly] How much! 
What do you mean? 

LOUIS. Well, you dont expect me to let you 
cut me up for nothing, do you? 

WALPOLE. Will you paint my portrait for 
nothing? 

LOUIS. No; but I ’ll give you the portrait when 
it’s painted; and you can sell it afterwards 
for perhaps double the money. But I cant 
sell my nuciform sac when youve cut it out. 

WALPOLE. Ridgeon: did you ever hear any- 
thing like this! [To Louis] Well, you can keep 
your nuciform sac, and your tubercular lung, 
and your diseased brain: Ive done with you. 
One would think I was not conferring a favor 
on the fellow! [He returns to his stool in high 


dudgeon]. 

SIR PATRICK. That leaves only one medical 
man who has not withdrawn from your case, 
Mr Dubedat. You have nobody left to appeal 
to now but Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington. 

WALPOLE. If I were you, B. B., I shouldnt 
touch him with a pair of tongs. Let him take 
his lungs to the Brompton Hospital. They 
wont cure him; but they 11 teach him manners. 

B. B. My weakness is that I have never 
been able to say No, even to the most 
thoroughly undeserving people. Besides, I 
am bound to say that I dont think it is 
possible in medical practice to go into the 
question of the value of the lives we save. 
Just consider, Ridgeon. Let me put it to you, 
Paddy. Clear your mind of cant, Walpole. 

WALPOLE [indignantly] My mind is perfectly 
clear of cant. 

B. B. Quite so. Well now, look at my prac- 
tice. It is what I suppose you would call 
a fashionable practice, a smart practice, a 
practice among the best people. You ask me 
to go into the question of whether my 
patients are of any use either to themselves 
or anyone else. Well, if you apply any 
scientific test known to me, you will achieve 
a reductio ad absurdum. You will be driven 
to the conclusion that the majority of them 
would be, as my friend Mr J. M. Barrie has 
tersely phrased it, better dead. Better dead. 
There are exceptions, no doubt. For instance, 
there is the court, an essentially social- 
democratic institution, supported out of pub- 
lic funds by the public because the public 
wants it and likes it. My court patients are 
hard-working people who give satisfaction, 
undoubtedly. Then I have a duke or two 
whose estates are probably better managed 
than they would be in public hands. But 
as to most of the rest, if I once began 
to argue about them, unquestionably the 
verdict would be. Better dead. When they 
actually do die, I sometimes have to offer 
that consolation, thinly disguised, to the 
family. [Lulled by the cadences of his own voice, 
he becomes drowsier and droivsier]. The fact 
that they spend money so extravagantly on 
medical attendance really would not justify 
me in wasting my talents — such as they are 
— in keeping them alive. After all, if my fees 
are high, I have to spend heavily. My own 
tastes are simple: a camp bed, a couple of 
rooms, a crust, a bottle of wine; and I am 
happy and contented. My wife’s tastes are 
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perhaps more luxurious; but even she de- 
plores an expenditure the sole object of 
which is to maintain the state my patients 
require from their medical attendant. The 
— er — er — er — [suddenly waldng up\ I have 
lost the thread of these remarks. What was I 
talking about, Ridgeon? 

RiDQEON. About Dubedat. 

B. B. Ah yes. Precisely. Thank you. Dube- 
dat, of course. Well, what is our friend 
Dubedat? A vicious and ignorant young man 
with a talent for drawing. 

LOUIS. Thank you. Dont mind me. 

B. B. But then, what are many of my 
patients? Vicious and ignorant young men 
without a talent for anything. If I were to 
stop to argue about their merits I should 
have to give up three-quarters of my prac- 
tice. Therefore I have made it a rule not so 
to argue. Now, as an honorable man, having 
made that rule as to paying patients, can I 
make an exception as to a patient who, far 
from being a paying patient, may more fitly 
be described as a borrowing patient. No. I 
say No. Mr Dubedat: your moral character 
is nothing to me. I look at you from a purely 
scientific point of view. To me you are simply 
a field of battle in which an invading army 
of tubercle bacilli struggles with a patriotic 
force of phagocytes. Having made a promise 
to your wife, which my principles will not 
allow me to break, to stimulate those phago- 
cytes, I will stimulate them. And I take no 
further responsibility. [He jimgs himself back 
in his seat exhausted]. 

SIR PATRICK. Well, Mr Dubedat, as Sir 
Ralph has very kindly offered to take charge 
of your case, and as the two minutes I pro- 
mised you are up, I must ask you to excuse 
me. [He rises], 

LOUIS. Oh, certainly. Ive quite done with 
you. [Rising and holding up the sketch block] 
There! While youve been talking, Ive been 
doing. What is there left of your moralizing? 
Only a little carbonic acid gas which makes 
the room unhealthy. What is there left of my 
work? That. Look at it. [Ridgeon rises to look 
at it]. 

SIR PATRICK [who has come down to him from 
the throne] You young rascal, was it drawing 
me you were? 

LOUIS. Of course. What else? 

SIR PATRICK [takes the drawing from him and 
grunts approvingly] Thats rather good. Dont 
you think so, Colly? 


RIDGEON. Yes. So good that I should like 
to have it. 

SIR PATRICK. Thank you; but I should like 
to have it myself. What d ye think, Walpole? 

WALPOLE [rising and coming over to look] No, 
by Jove: I must have this. 

LOUIS. I wish I could afford to give it to 
you, Sir Patrick. But I’d pay five guineas 
sooner than part with it. 

RIDGEON. Oh, for that matter, I will give 
you six for it. 

WALPOLE. Ten. 

LOUIS. I think Sir Patrick is morally entitled 
to it, as he sat for it. May I send it to your 
house, Sir Patrick, for twelve guineas? 

SIR PATRICK. Twelve guineas! Not if you 
were President of the Royal Academy, young 
man. [He gives him back the drawing decisively 
and turns arvay^ taki?ig up his hat], 

LOUIS [to B. B.] Would you like to take 
it at twelve. Sir Ralph? 

B. B. [coming betiveen Louis and Walpole] 
Twelve guineas? Thank you: Til take it at 
that. [He takes it and presents it to Sir Patrick], 
Accept it from me, Paddy; and may you long 
be spared to contemplate it. 

SIR PATRICK. Thank you. [He puts the draw- 
ing into his hat], 

B. B. I neednt settle with you now, Mr 
Dubedat: my fees will come to more than 
that. [He also retrieves his hat]. 

LOUIS [indignantly] Well, of all the mean — 
[words fail him]\ I’d let myself be shot sooner 
than do a thing like that. I consider youve 
stolen that drawing. 

SIR PATRICK [drily] So wevc converted you 
to a belief in morality after all, eh? 

LOUIS. Yah! [To Walpole] I’ll do another 
one for you, Walpole, if youll let me have 
the ten you promised. 

WALPOLE. Very good. I’ll pay on delivery. 

LOUIS. Oh! What do you take me for? Flave 
you no confidence in my honor? 

WALPOLE. None whatever. 

LOUIS. Oh well, of course if you feel that 
way, you cant help it. Before you go, Sir 
Patrick, let me fetch Jennifer. I know she’d 
like to see you, if you dont mind. [He goes to 
the inner door]. And now, before she comes 
in, one word. Youve all been talking here 
pretty freely about me — in my own house 
too. I dont mind that: I’m a man and can 
take care of myself. But when Jennifer 
comes in, please remember that she’s a lady, 
and that you are supposed to be gentlemen. 
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[He goes out], 

WALPOLE. Well!!! [He gives the situation up 
as indescribable y and goes for his hat]. 

RiDQEON. Damn his impudence! 

B. B. I shouldnt be at all surprised to learn 
that he s well connected. Whenever I meet 
dignity and self-possession without any dis- 
coverable basis, I diagnose good family. 

RIDQEON. Diagnose artistic genius, B. B. 
Thats what saves his self-respect. 

SIR PATRICK. The world is made like that. 
The decent fellows are always being lectured 
and put out of countenance by the snobs. 

B. B. [altogether refusing to accept this] I am 
not out of countenance. I should like, by 
Jupiter, to see the man who could put me 
out of countenance. [Jennifer comes in]. Ah, 
Mrs Dubedat! And how are we today? 

MRS DUBEDAT [shaking hands with him] 
Thank you all so much for coming. [5^^ shakes 
Walpole's hand]. Thank you, Sir Patrick [she 
shakes Sir Patrick's], Oh, life has been worth 
living since I have known you. Since Rich- 
mond I have not known a moment’s fear. 
And it used to be nothing but fear. Wont 
you sit down and tell me the result of the 
consultation. 

WALPOLE. I’ll go, if you dont mind, Mrs 
Dubedat. I have an appointment. Before I 
go, let me say that I am quite agreed with 
my colleagues here as to the character of the 
case. As to the cause and the remedy, thats 
not my business: I’m only a surgeon; and 
these gentlemen are physicians and will 
advise you. I may have my own views: in fact 
I have them; and they are perfectly well 
known to my colleagues. If I am needed — 
and needed I shall be finally — they know 
where to find me; and I am always at your 
service. So for today, goodbye. [lie goes out, 
leaving Jennifer much puzzled by his unexpected 
withdrawal and formal manner], 

SIR PATRICK. I also will ask you to excuse 
me, Mrs Dubedat. 

RIDQEON [anxiously] Are you going? 

SIR PATRICK. Yes: I can be of no use here; 
and I must be getting back. As you know, 
maam. I’m not in practice now; and I shall 
not be in charge of the case. It rests between 
Sir Colenso Ridgeon and Sir Ralph Bloomfield 
Bonington. They know my opinion. Good 
afternoon to you, maam. [He bows and makes 
for the door], 

MRS DUBEDAT [detaining him] Theres no- 
thing wrong, is there? You dont think Louis 


is worse, do you? 

SIR PATRICK. No; he’s not worse. Just the 
same as at Richmond. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh , thank you : you frightened 
me. Excuse me. 

SIR PATRICK. Dont mention it, maam. [He 
goes out]. 

B. B. Now, Mrs Dubedat, if I am to take 
the patient in hand — 

MRS DUBEDAT [apprehensively, with a glance 
at Ridgeon] You! But I thought that Sir 
Colenso — 

B. B. [beaming with the conviction that he is 
giving her a most gratifying surprise] My dear 
lady, your husband shall have Me. 

MRS DUBEDAT. But — 

B. B. Not a word: it is a pleasure to me, for 
your sake. Sir Colenso Ridgeon will be in his 
proper place, in the bacteriological labora- 
tory. / shall be in my proper place, at the 
bedside. Your husband shall be treated 
exactly as if he were a member of the royal 
family. [Mrs Dubedat uneasy, again is about 
to protest]. No gratitude: it would embarrass 
me, I assure you. Now, may I ask whether 
you are particularly tied to these apartments. 
Of course, the motor has annihilated distance; 
but I confess that if you were rather 
nearer to me, it would be a little more 
convenient. 

MRS DUBEDAT. You SCO, this studio and flat 
are self-contained. I have suffered so much in 
lodgings. The servants are so frightfully dis- 
honest. 

B. B. Ah! Are they? Are they? Dear me! 

MRS DUBEDAT. I was ncvcr accustomed to 
lock things up. And I missed so many small 
sums. At last a dreadful thing happened. I 
missed a five-pound note. It was traced to 
the housemaid; and she actually said Louis 
had given it to her. And he wouldnt let me 
do anything: he is so sensitive that these 
things drive him mad. 

B. B. Ah — hm — ha — yes — say no more, 
Mrs Dubedat: you shall not move. If the 
mountain will not come to Mahomet, Maho- 
met must come to the mountain. Now I must 
be off. I will write and make an appointment. 
We shall begin stimulating the phagocytes 
on — on — probably on Tuesday next; but I 
will let you know. Depend on me; dont fret; 
eat regularly; sleep w^ell; keep your spirits 
up; keep the patient cheerful; hope for the 
best; no tonic like a charming woman; no 
medicine like cheerfulness; no resource like 
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science; goodbye, goodbye, goodbye. [Having 
shaken hands — she being too overwhelmed to 
speak — he goes outy stopping to say to Bidgetm] 
On Tuesday morning send me down a tube 
of some really stiff anti-toxin. Any kind will 
do. Dont forget. Goodbye, Colly. [He goes 
out\, 

RiDGEON. You look quite discouraged again. 
[SAe is almost in tears\ Whats the matter? 
Are you disappointed? 

MRS DUBEDAT. I know I ought to be very 
grateful. Believe me, I am very grateful. 
But — but — 

RIDGEON. Well? 

MRS DUBEDAT. I had set my heart on your 
curing Louis. 

RIDGEON. Well, Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bon- 
ington — 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, I know, I know. It is a 
great privilege to have him. But oh, I wish it 
had been you. I know it’s unreasonable; I 
cant explain; but I had such a strong instinct 
that you would cure him. I dont — I cant feel 
the same about Sir Ralph. You promised me. 
Why did you give Louis up? 

RIDGEON. I explained to you. I cannot take 
another case. 

MRS DUBEDAT. But at Richmond? 

RIDGEON. At Richmond I thought I could 
make room for one more case. But my old 
friend Dr Blenkinsop claimed that place. His 
lung is attacked. 

MRS DUBEDAT [attaching no importance what- 
ever to Blenkinsop] Do you mean that elderly 
man — that rather silly — 

RIDGEON [sternly] I mean the gentleman 
that dined with us: an excellent and honest 
man, whose life is as valuable as anyone 
else’s. I have arranged that I shall take his 
case, and that Sir Ralph Bloomfield Boning- 
ton shall take Mr Dubedat’s. 

MRS DUBEDAT [turning indignantly on him] I 
see what it is. Oh! it is envious, mean, cruel. 
And I thought that you would be above such 
a thing. 

RIDGEON. What do you mean? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, do you think I dont 
know? do you think it has never happened 
before? Why does everybody turn against 
him? Can you not forgive him for being 
superior to you? for being cleverer? for being 
braver? for being a great artist? 

RIDGEON. Yes: I can forgive him for all that. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Well, havc you anything to 
say against him? I have challenged everyone 


who has turned against him — challenged 
them face to face to tell me any wrong thing 
he has done, any ignoble thought he has 
uttered. They have always confessed that 
they could not tell me one. I challenge you 
now. What do you accuse him of? 

RIDGEON. I am like all the rest. Face to face, 

I cannot tell you one thing against him. 

MRS DUBEDAT [not Satisfied] But your manner 
is changed. And you have broken your pro- 
mise to me to make room for him as your 
patient. 

RIDGEON. I think you are a little unreason- 
able. You have had the very best medical 
advice in London for him; and his case has 
been taken in hand by a leader of the 
profession. Surely — 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, it is SO crucl to keep 
telling me that. It seems all right; and it 
puts me in the wrong. But I am not in the 
wrong. I have faith in you; and I have no 
faith in the others. We have seen so many 
doctors: I have come to know at last when 
they are only talking and can do nothing. 
It is different with you. I feel that you know. 
You must listen to me, doctor. [With sudden 
misgiving] Am I offending you by calling you 
doctor instead of remembering your title? 

RIDGEON. Nonsense. I am a doctor. But 
mind you dont call Walpole one. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I dont care about Mr Wal- 
pole: it is you who must befriend me. Oh, 
will you please sit down and listen to me 
just for a few minutes. [He assents rviih a 
grave inclination, and sits on the sofa. She sits 
on the easel chair]. Thank you. I wont keep 
you long; but I must tell you the whole 
truth. Listen. I know Louis as nobody else 
in the world knows him or ever can know 
him. I am his wife. I know he has little faults: 
impatience, sensitiveness, even little selfish- 
nesses that are too trivial for him to notice. 
I know that he sometimes shocks people 
about money because he is so utterly above 
it, and cant understand the value ordinary 
people set on it. Tell me: did he — did he 
borrow any money from you? 

RIDGEON. He asked me for some — once. 

MRS DUBEDAT [tears again in her eyes] Oh, I 
am so sorry — s o sorry. But he will never do 
it again: I pledge you my word for that. He 
has given me his promise: here in this room 
just before you came; and he is incapable of 
breaking his word. That was his only real 
weakness; and now it is conquered and done 
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with for ever. 

RiDOEON. Was that really his only weakness? 

MRS DUBEDAT. He is perhaps sometimes 
weak about women, because they adore him 
so, and are always laying traps for him. And 
of course when he says he doesnt believe in 
morality, ordinary pious people think he 
must be wicked. You can understand, cant 
you, how all this starts a great deal of gossip 
about him, and gets repeated until even good 
friends get set against him? 

RiDGEON. Yes: I understand. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, if you Only knew the 
other side of him as I do! Do you know, 
doctor, that if Louis dishonored himself by 
a really bad action, I should kill myself. 

RIDGEON. Come! dont exaggerate. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I should. You dont under- 
stand that, you east country people. 

RIDGEON. You did not see much of the 
world in Cornwall, did you? 

MRS DUBEDAT [natve/y] Oh yes. I saw a great 
deal every day of the beauty of the world — 
more than you ever see here in London. But 
I saw very few people, if that is what you 
mean. I was an only child. 

RIDGEON. That explains a good deal. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I had a great many dreams; 
but at last they all came to one dream. 

RIDGEON [with half a sigh] Yes, the usual 
dream. 

MRS DUBEDAT [surprised] Is it usual? 

RIDGEON. As I guess. You havnt yet told me 
what it was. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I didnt Want to waste myself. 
I could do nothing myself; but I had a little 
property and I could help with it. I had even 
a little beauty: dont think me vain for know- 
ing it. I knew that men of genius always had 
a terrible struggle with poverty and neglect 
at first. My dream was to save one of 
them from that, and bring some charm and 
happiness into his life. I prayed Heaven to 
send me one. I firmly believe that Louis was 
guided to me in answer to my prayer. He 
was no more like the other men I had met 
than the Thames Embankment is like our 
Cornish coasts. He saw everything that I 
saw, and drew it for me. He understood every- 
thing. He came to me like a child. Only 
fancy, doctor: he never even wanted to 
marry me: he never thought of the things 
other men think of! I had to propose it my- 
self. Then he said he had no money. When 
I told him I had some, he said “Oh, all 


right*', just like a boy. He is still like that, 
quite unspoiled, a man in his thoughts, a 
great poet and artist in his dreams, and a 
child in his ways. I gave him myself and all 
that I had that he might grow to his full 
height with plenty of sunshine. If I lost faith 
in him, it would mean the wreck and failure 
of my life. I should go back to Cornwall and 
die. I could shew you the very cliff I should 
jump off. You must cure him: you must make 
him quite well again for me. I know that you 
can do it and that nobody else can. I implore 
you not to refuse what I am going to ask you 
to do. Take Louis yourself: and let Sir Ralph 
cure Dr Blenkinsop. 

RIDGEON [slowly] Mrs Dubedat: do you 
really believe in my knowledge and skill as 
you say you do? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Absolutely. I do not give 
my trust by halves. 

RIDGEON. I know that. Well, I am going to 
test you — hard. Will you believe me when I 
tell you that I understand what you have 
just told me; that I have no desire but to 
serve you in the most faithful friendship; and 
that your hero must be preserved to you. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh forgivc me. Forgive what 
I said. You will preserve him to me. 

RIDGEON. At all hazards. [She kisses his 
hand. He rises hastily]. No: you have not 
heard the rest. rises too]. You must be- 
lieve me when I tell you that the one chance 
of preserving the hero lies in Louis being in 
the care of Sir Ralph. 

MRS DUBEDAT [fimdy] You say so: I have 
no more doubt: I believe you. Thank you. 

RIDGEON. Goodbye. [She takes his hand], I 
hope this will be a lasting friendship. 

MRS DUBEDAT. It will. My friendships end 
only with death. 

RIDGEON. Death ends everything, doesnt 
it? Goodbye. 

With a sigh and a look of pity at her which 
she does not understand, he goes, 

ACT IV 

The studio. The easel is pushed hack to the 
wall. Cardinal Death, holding his scythe and 
hour-glass like a sceptre and globe, sits on the 
throne. On the hat-stand hang the hats of Sir 
Patrick and Bloomfield Bonington. Walpole, 
just come in, is hanging up his beside them. 
There is a knock. He opens the door and finds 
Ridgeon there. 
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WALPOLE. Hallo, Ridgeon! 

They come into the middle of the room together^ 
taking off their gloves, 

RIDGEON. Whats the matter? Have you 
been sent for, too. 

WALPOLE. Weve all been sent for. Ive only 
just come: I havnt seen him yet. The char- 
woman says that old Paddy Cullen has been 
here with B. B. for the last half-hour. [5'/r 
Patrick j with had news in his face, enters from 
the inner room']. Well: whats up? 

SIR PATRICK. Go in and see. B. B. is in there 
with him. 

Walpole goes. Ridgeon is about to follow him; 
hut Sir Patrick stops him with a look. 

RIDGEON. What has happened? 

SIR PATRICK. Do you remember Jane 
Marsh’s arm? 

RIDGEON. Is that whats happened? 

SIR PATRICK. Thats whats happened. His 
lung has gone like Jane’s arm. I never saw 
such a case. He has got through three months 
galloping consumption in three days. 

RIDGEON. B. B. got in on the negative 
phase. 

SIR PATRICK. Negative or positive, the lad’s 
done for. He wont last out the afternoon. 
He’ll go suddenly: Ive often seen it. 

RIDGEON. So long as he goes before his 
wife finds him out, / dont care. I fully 
expected this. 

SIR PATRICK [drily] It’s a little hard on a 
lad to be killed because his wife has too 
high an opinion of him. Fortunately few of 
us are in any danger of that. 

Sir Ralph comes from the inner room and 
hastens between them, humanely concerned, but 
professionally elate and communicative. 

B. B. Ah, here you are, Ridgeon. Paddy’s 
told you, of course. 

RIDGEON. Yes. 

B. B. It’s an enormously interesting case. 
You know. Colly, by Jupiter, if I didnt know 
as a matter of scientific fact that I’d been 
stimulating the phagocytes, I should say I’d 
been stimulating the other things. What is 
the explanation of it. Sir Patrick? How do 
you account for it, Ridgeon? Have we over- 
stimulated the phagocytes? Have they not 
only eaten up the bacilli, but attacked and 
destroyed the red corpuscles as well? a 
possibility suggested by the patient’s pallor. 
Nay, have they finally begun to prey on the 
lungs themselves? Or on one another? I shall 
write a paper about this case. 


Walpole comes hack, very serious, even 
shocked. He comes between D. B. and Ridgeon. 

WALPOLE. Whew! B. B. : youve done it this 
time. 

B. B. What do you mean? 

WALPOLE. Killed him. The worst case of 
neglected blood-poisoning I ever saw. It’s 
too late now to do anything. He’d die under 
the anaesthetic. 

B. B. [offended] Killed! Really, Walpole, if 
your monomania were not well known, I 
should take such an expression very seriously. 

SIR PATRICK. Come come! When youve both 
killed as many people as I have in my time 
youll feel humble enough about it. Come and 
look at him, Colly. 

Ridgeon and Sir Patrick go into the inner 
room. 

WALPOLE. I apologize, B. B. But it’s blood- 
poisoning. 

B. B. [recovering his irresistible good nature] 
My dear Walpole, everything is blood- 
poisoning. But upon my soul, I shall not use 
any of that stuff of Ridgeon ’s again. What 
made me so sensitive about what you said 
just now is that, strictly between ourselves, 
Ridgeon has cooked our young friend’s goose. 

Jennifer, worried and distressed, but always 
gentle, comes between them from the inner room. 
She wears a nurse* s apron. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Sir Ralph: what am I to do? 
That man who insisted on seeing me, and 
sent in word that his business was important 
to I>ouis, is a newspaper man. A paragraph 
appeared in the paper this morning saying 
that Louis is seriously ill; and this man wants 
to interview him about it. How can people be 
so brutally callous? 

WALPOLE [moving vengefully towards the door] 
You just leave me to deal with him! 

MRS DUBEDAT [stopping him] But Louis 
insists on seeing him: he almost began to cry 
about it. And he says he cant bear his room 
any longer. He says he wants to [she struggles 
with a ^o6] — to die in his studio. Sir Patrick 
says let him have his way: it can do no harm. 
What shall we do? 

B. B. [encouragingly] Why, follow Sir 
Patrick’s excellent advice, of course. As he 
says, it can do him no harm; and it will no 
doubt do him good — a great deal of good. 
He will be much the better for it. 

MRS DUBEDAT [a little cheered] Will you bring 
the man up here, Mr Walpole, and tell him 
that he may see Louis, but that he mustnt 
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exhaust him by talking? [Walpole nods and 
goes out hy the outer door\ Sir Ralph: dont be 
angry with me; but Louis will die if he stays 
here. I must take him to Cornwall. He will 
recover there. 

B. B. [brightening wonderfully j as if Duhedat 
were already saved^ Cornwall! The very place 
for him! Wonderful for the lungs. Stupid of 
me not to think of it before. You are his best 
physician after all, dear lady. An inspiration! 
Cornwall: of course, yes, yes, yes. 

MRS DUBEDAT [comforted and touched^ You are 
so kind. Sir Ralph. But dont give me much 
hope or I shall cry; and Louis cant bear that. 

B. B. [gently putting his protecting arm round 
her shoulders^ Then let us come back to him 
and help to carry him in. Cornwall! of course, 
of course. The very thing! [They go together 
into the hedroom\ 

Walpole returns with The Nervspaper Man^ 
a cheerfuU affable young man who is disabled 
for ordinary business pursuits by a congenital 
erroneousness which renders him incapable of 
describing accurately anything he sees^ or under- 
standing or reporting accurately anything he 
hears* As the only employment in which these 
defects do not matter is journalism (for a news- 
paper, not having to act on its descriptions and 
reports, but only to sell them to idly curious 
people, has nothing but honor to lose by inac- 
curacy and unveracity), he has perforce become 
a journalist, and has to keep up an air of high 
spirits through a daily struggle with his own 
illiteracy and the precariousness of his employ- 
ment. He has a note-book, and occasionally 
attempts to make a note; but as he cannot ivrite 
shorthand, and does not write with ease in any 
hand, he generally gives it up as a bad job before 
he succeeds in finishing a sentence. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN [looking round and 
making indecisive attempts at notes^ This is the 
studio, I suppose. 

WALPOLE. Yes. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN [wittUy^ Where he has 
his models, eh? 

WALPOLE [grimly irresponsive^ No doubt. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Cubicle, you said it 
was? 

WALPOLE. Yes, tubercle. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Which Way do you 

spell it: is it c-u-b-i-c-a-1 or c-Te? 

WALPOLE. Tubercle, man, not cubical. 
[Spelling it for him] T-u-b-e-r-c-l-e. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Oh! tubcrclc. Some 

disease, I suppose. I thought he had con- 


sumption. Are you one of the family or the 
doctor? 

WALPOLE. Tm neither one nor the other. 
I am Mister Cutler Walpole. Put that down. 
Then put down Sir Colenso Ridgeon. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Pigeon? 

WALPOLE. Ridgeon. [Contemptuously snatch- 
ing his book] Here: youd better let me write 
the names down for you: youre sure to get 
them wrong. That comes of belonging to an 
illiterate profession, with no qualifications 
and no public register. [He writes the par- 
ticulars]. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Oh, I say. you have 
got your knife into us, havnt you? 

WALPOLE [vindictively] I wish I had: Td make 
a better man of you. Now attend. [Sherving 
him the hook] These are the names of the 
three doctors. This is the patient. This is the 
address. This is the name of the disease. [He 
shuts the book 7vith a snap which makes the 
journalist blink, and returns it to him]. Mr Dube- 
dat will be brought in here presently. He 
wants to see you because he doesnt know 
how bad he is. We’ll allow you to wait a few 
minutes to humor him; but if you talk to 
him, out you go. He may die at any moment. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN [interested] Is he as bad 
as that? I say: I am in luck today. Would 
you mind letting me photograph you? [He 
produces a camera]. Could you have a lancet 
or something in your hand? 

WALPOLE. Put it up. If you want my photo- 
graph you can get it in Baker Street in any 
of the series of celebrities. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. But thcyll Want to be 
paid. If you wouldnt mind [fingering the 
camera ] — ? 

WALPOLE. I would. Put it up, I tell you. Sit 
down there and be quiet. 

The Newspaper Man quickly sits down on 
the piano stool as Duhedat, in an invalid* s chair, 
is rvheeled in by Mrs Duhedat and Sir Ralph. 
They place the chair between the dais and the 
sofa, where the easel stood before. Louis is not 
changed as a robust man would be; and he is not 
scared. His eyes look larger; and he is so fveak 
physically that he can hardly move, lying on his 
cushions fvith complete languor; but his mind is 
active: it is making the most of his co7idition, 
finding voluptuousness in languor and dra7na in 
death. They are all impressed, in spite of the7n- 
selves, except Ridgeon, who is hnplacahle. B. B. 
is entirely sympathetic and forgiving. Ridgeon 
follows the chair with a tray of milk and stimu^ 
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lanU. Sir Patrick^ who accompanies him, takes 
the tea-table from the comer and places it behind 
the chair for the tray, B, B, takes the easel chair 
and places it for Jennifer at Dubedafs side, 
next the dais, from which the lay figure ogles the 
dying artist. B. B. then returns to DuhedaVs 
left. Jennifer sits. Walpole sits down on the edge 
(f the dais. Ridgeon stands near him. 

LOUIS \blissfully^ Thats happiness. To be 
in a studio! Happiness! 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, dear. Sir Patrick says 
you may stay here as long as you like. 

LOUIS. Jennifer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, my darling. 

LOUIS. Is the newspaper man here? 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN [glibly'] Yes, Mr Dube- 
dat: Tm here, at your service. I represent 
the press. I thought you might like to let 
us have a few words about — about — er — well, 
a few words on your illness, and your plans 
for the season. 

LOUIS. My plans for the season are very 
simple. I’m going to die. 

MRS DUBEDAT [tortured] Louis — dearest — 

LOUIS. My darling: I’m very weak and 
tired. Dont put on me the horrible strain of 
pretending that I dont know. Ive been lying 
there listening to the doctors — laughing to 
myself. They know. Dearest: dont cry. It 
makes you ugly; and I cant bear that. [5'Ae 
dries her eyes and recovers herself with a proud 
effort]. I want you to promise me something. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, yes: you know I will. 
[Imploringly] Only, my love, my love, dont 
talk: it will waste your strength. 

LOUIS. No: it will only use it up. Ridgeon: 
give me something to keep me going for a 
few minutes — not one of your confounded 
anti-toxins, if you dont mind. I have some 
things to say before I go. 

RIDGEON [looking at Sir Patrick] I suppose 
it can do no harm? [He pours out some spirit, 
and is about to add soda water when Sir Patrick 
corrects hirri]. 

SIR PATRICK. In milk. Dont set him cough- 
ing. 

LOUIS [after drinking Jennifer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, dear. 

LOUIS. If theres one thing I hate more than 
another, it’s a widow. Promise me that youll 
never be a widow. 

MRS DUBEDAT. My dear, what do you mean? 

LOUIS. I want you to look beautiful. I want 
people to see in your eyes that you were 
married to m e. 'The people in Italy used to 


I point at Dante and say “There goes the man 
who has been in hell.’* I want them to point 
at you and say “There goes a woman who 
has been in heaven.” It has been heaven, 
darling, hasnt it — sometimes? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh yes, yes. Always, always. 

LOUIS. If you wear black and cry, people 
will say “Look at that miserable woman: 
her husband made her miserable.” 

MRS DUBEDAT. No, never. You are the light 
and the blessing of my life. I never lived until 
I knew you. 

LOUIS [his eyes glistening] Then you must 
always wear beautiful dresses and splendid 
magic jewels. Think of all the wonderful 
pictures I shall never paint. [She wins a ter- 
rible victory over a ^o6]. Well, you must be 
transfigured with all the beauty of those 
pictures. Men must get such dreams from 
seeing you as they never could get from any 
daubing with paints and brushes. Painters 
must paint you as they never painted any 
mortal woman before. There must be a great 
tradition of beauty, a great atmosphere of 
wonder and romance. That is what men must 
always think of when they think of me. That 
is the sort of immortality I want. You can 
make that for me, Jennifer. There are lots 
of things you dont understand that every 
woman in the street understands; but you 
can understand that and do it as nobody else 
can. Promise me that immortality. Promise 
me you will not make a little hell of crape 
and crying and undertaker’s horrors and 
withering flowers and all that vulgar rubbish. 

MRS DUBEDAT. I promise. But all that is far 
off, dear. You are to come to Cornwall with 
me and get well. Sir Ralph says so. 

LOUIS. Poor old B. B.! 

B. B. [affected to tears, turns away and whis- 
pers to Sir Patrick] Poor fellow! Brain going. 

LOUIS. Sir Patrick’s there, isnt he? 

SIR PATRICK. Yes, yes. I’m here. 

LOUIS. Sit down, wont you? It’s a shame to 
keep you standing about. 

SIR PATRICK. Yes, yes. Thank you. All 
right. 

LOUIS. Jennifer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, dear. 

LOUIS [rvith a strange look of delight] Do you 
remember the burning bush? 

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, yes. Oh, my dear, how 
it strains my heart to remember it now! 

LOUIS. Does it? It fills me with joy. Tell 
them about it. 
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MRS DUBEDAT. It WAS nothing— Only that 
once in my old Cornish home we lit the first 
fire of the winter; and when we looked through 
the window we saw the flames dancing in a 
bush in the garden. 

LOUIS, Such a color! Garnet color. Waving 
like silk. Liquid lovely flame flowing up 
through the bay leaves, and not burning them. 
Well, I shall be a flame like that. Tm sorry to 
disappoint the poor little worms; but the last 
of me shall be the flame in the burning bush. 
Whenever you see the flame, Jennifer, that 
will be me. Promise me that I shall be burnt. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, if I might be with you, 
Louis! 

LOUIS. No: you must always be in the garden 
when the bush flames. You are my hold on 
the world: you are my immortality. Promise. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Tm listening. I shall not for- 
get. You know that I promise. 

LOUIS. Well, thats about all; except that 
you are to hang my pictures at the one-man 
show. I can trust your eye. You wont let any- 
one else touch them. 

MRS DUBEDAT. You Can trust me. 

LOUIS. Then theres nothing more to worry 
about, is there? Give me some more of that 
milk. I’m fearfully tired; but if I stop talking 
I shant begin again. [Sir Ralph gives him a 
drink. He takes it and looks up quaintlp]. I say, 
B. B., do you think anything would stop you 
talking? 

B. B. [abnost unmanned] He confuses me 
with you, Paddy. Poor fellow! Poor fellow! 

LOUIS [musing] I used to be awfully afraid 
of death; but now it’s come I have no fear; 
and I’m perfectly happy. Jennifer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Ycs, dear? 

LOUIS. I’ll tell you a secret. I used to think 
that our marriage was all an affectation, and 
that I’d break loose and run away some day. 
But now that I’m going to be broken loose 
whether I like it or not, I’m perfectly fond 
of you, and perfectly satisfied because I’m 
going to live as part of you and not as my 
troublesome self. 

MRS DUBEDAT [hearthroken] Stay with me, 
Louis. Oh, dont leave me, dearest. 

LOUIS. Not that I’m selfish. With all my 
faults I dont think Ive ever been really sel- 
fish. No artist can: Art is too large for that. 
You will marry again, Jennifer. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, how Can you, Louis? 

LOUIS [insisting childishly] Yes, because 
people who have found marriage happy 


always marry again. Ah, I shant be jealous. 
[Slyly] But dont talk to the other fellow too 
much about me: he wont like it. [Almost 
chuckling] I shall be your lover all the time; 
but it will be a secret from him, poor devil! 

SIR PATRICK. Come! youve talked enough. 
Try to rest awhile. 

LOUIS [wearily] Yes: I’m fearfully tired; 
but I shall have a long rest presently. I have 
something to say to you fellows. Youre all 
there, arnt you? I’m too weak to sec any- 
thing but Jennifer’s bosom. That promises 
rest. 

RiDOEON. We are all here. 

LOUIS [startled] That voice sounded devilish. 
Take care, Ridgeon: my ears hear things 
that other people’s ears cant. Ive been 
thinking — thinking. I’m cleverer than you 
imagine. 

SIR PATRICK [rvhispering to Ridgeon] Youve 
got on his nerves, Colly. Slip out quietly. 

RIDGEON [apart to Sir Patrick] Would you 
deprive the dying actor of his audience? 

LOUIS [his face lighting up faintly with mis- 
chievous glee] I heard that, Ridgeon. That was 
good. Jennifer, dear: be kind to Ridgeon 
always; because he was the last man who 
amused me. 

RIDGEON [relentless] Was I? 

LOUIS. But it’s not true. It’s you who are 
still on the stage. I’m half way home already. 

MRS DUBEDAT [to Ridgeon] What did you 
say? 

LOUIS [answering for him] Nothing, dear. 
Only one of those little secrets that men 
keep among themselves. Well, all you chaps 
have thought pretty hard things of me, and 
said them. 

B. B. [quite overcome] No, no, Dubedat. Not 
at all. 

LOUIS. Yes, you have. I know what you all 
think of me. Dont imagine I’m sore about it. 
I forgive you. 

WALPOLE [involuntarily] Well, damn me! 
[Ashamed] I beg your pardon. 

LOUIS. That was old Walpole, I know. Dont 
grieve, Walpole. I’m perfectly happy. I’m 
not in pain. I dont want to live. Ive escaped 
from myself. I’m in heaven, immortal in the 
heart of my beautiful Jennifer. I’m not 
afraid, and not ashamed. [Rejlectively , puzz- 
ling it out for himself weakly] I know that in an 
accidental sort of way, struggling through 
the unreal part of life, I havnt always been 
able to live up to my ideal. But in my own 
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real world I have never done anything wrong, 
never denied my faith, never been untrue to 
myself. Ive been threatened and black- 
mailed and insulted and starved. But Ive 
played the game. Ive fought the good fight. 
And now it’s all over, theres an indescribable 
peace. [He feebly folds his hands and utters his 
creed]: I believe in Michael Angelo, Velas- 
quez, and Rembrandt; in the might of de- 
sign, the mystery of color, the redemption 
of all things by Beauty everlasting, and the 
message of Art that has made these hands 
blessed. Amen. Amen. [lie closes his eyes and 
lies still], 

MRS DUBEDAT [breathless] Louis: are you — 

Walpole rises and comes quickly to see 
whether he is dead. 

LOUIS. Not yet, dear. Very nearly, but not 
yet. I should like to rest my head on your 
bosom; only it would tire you. 

MRS DUBEDAT. No, no, no, darling! how 
could you tire me.^ lifts him so that he lies 
in her bosom], 

LOUIS. Thats good. Thats real. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Dont Spare me, dear. Indeed 
indeed you will not tire me. Lean on me 
with all your weight. 

LOUIS [with a sudden half return of his normal 
strength and comfort] Jinny Gwinny: I think I 
shall recover after all. [Sir Patrick looks signi- 
ficantly at RidgeoUf mutely warning him that 
this is the end], 

MRS DUBEDAT [hopcfully] Ycs, ycs! you shall. 

LOUIS. Because I suddenly want to sleep. 
Just an ordinary sleep. 

MRS DUBEDAT [rocJcing him] Yes, dear. Sleep. 
[He seems to go to sleep. Walpole makes another 
movement. She protests], Sh-sh: please dont 
disturb him. [His lips move]. What did you 
say, dear? [In great distress] I cant listen with- 
out moving him. [His lips move again: Walpole 
bends down and listens], 

WALPOLE. He wants to know is the news- 
paper man here. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN [excited;for he has been 
enjoying himself enormously] Yes, Mr Dube- 
dat. Here I am. 

Walpole raises his hand warningly to silence 
him. Sir Ralph sits down quietly on the sofa and 
frankly buries his face in his handkerchief. 

MRS DUBEDAT [with great relief] Oh thats 
right, dear: dont spare me: lean with all 
your weight on me. Now you are really 
resting. 

Sir Patrick quickly comes forward and feels 


Louis's pulse; then takes him by the shoulders, 

SIR PATRICK. Let me put him back on the 
pillow, maam. He will be better so. 

MRS DUBEDAT [jpiteously] Oh no, please, 
please, doctor. He is not tiring me; and he 
will be so hurt when he wakes if he finds I 
have put him away. 

SIR PATRICK. He will never wake again. [He 
takes the body from her and replaces it in the 
chair. Ridgeon, unmoved ^ lets down the back and 
makes a bier of it], 

MRS DUBEDAT [who has Unexpectedly sprung 
to her feet, and stands dry-eyed and stately] Was 
that death? 

WALPOLE. Yes. 

MRS DUBEDAT [ivith Complete dignity] Will you 
wait for me a moment. I will come back. [5Ae 
goes out], 

WALPOLE. Ought we to follow her? Is she 
in her right senses? 

SIR PATRICK [7vith quict conviction] Yes. She’s 
all right. Leave her alone. She’ll come back. 

RIDGEON [callously] Let us get this thing 
out of the way before she comes. 

B. B. [rising, shocked] My dear Colly! The 
poor lad! He died splendidly. 

SIR PATRICK. Aye! that is how the wicked 
die. 

For there are no bands in their death; 

But their strength is firm: 

They are not in trouble as other men. 
No matter: it’s not for us to judge. He’s in 
another world now. 

WALPOLE. Borrowing his first five-pound 
note there, probably. 

RIDGEON. I said the other day that the 
most tragic thing in the world is a sick doctor. 
I was wrong. The most tragic thing in the 
world is a man of genius who is not also a 
man of honor. 

Ridgeon and Walpole wheel the chair into the 
recess. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN [to Sir Ralph] I thought 
it shewed a very nice feeling, his being so 
particular about his wife going into proper 
mourning for him and making her promise 
never to marry again. 

B. B. [impressively] Mrs Dubedat is not in 
a position to carry the interview any further. 
Neither are we. 

SIR PATRICK. Good aftcmoon to you. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Mrs Dubedat said she 
was coming back. 

B. B. After you have gone. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Do you think she 
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would give me a few words on How It Feels 
to be a Widow? Rather a good title for an 
article, isnt it? 

B. B. Young man: if you wait until Mrs 
Dubedat comes back, you will be able to 
write an article on How It Feels to be Turned 
Out of the House. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN \unconmnced\ You 
think she’d rather not — 

B. B. [cutting him short] Good day to you. 
[Giving him a visiting-card] Mind you get my 
name correctly. Good day. 

THE NEWSPAPER MAN. Good day. Thank you. 
[Vaguely trying to read the card] Mr — 

B. B. No, not Mister. This is your hat, I 
think [giving it to him]. Gloves? No, of course: 
no gloves. Good day to you. [He edges him out 
at last; shuts the door on him; and returns to Sir 
Patrick as Ridgeon and W alpole come back from 
the recess, Walpole crossing the room to the hat- 
stand, and Ridgeon coming between Sir Ralph 
and Sir Patrick], Poor fellow! Poor young 
fellow! How well he died! I feel a better man, 
really. 

SIR PATRICK. When youre as old as I am, 
youll know that it matters very little how 
a man dies. What matters is, how he lives. 
Every fool that runs his nose against a bullet 
is a hero nowadays, because he dies for his 
country. Why dont he live for it to some 
purpose? 

B. B. No, please, Paddy: dont be hard on 
the poor lad. Not now, not now. After all, 
was he so bad? He had only two failings: 
money and women. Well, let us be honest. 
Tell the truth, Paddy. Dont be hypocritical, 
Ridgeon. Throw off the mask, Walpole. Are 
these two matters so well arranged at pre- 
sent that a disregard of the usual arrange- 
ments indicates real depravity? 

WALPOLE. I dont mind his disregarding the 
usual arrangements. Confound the usual 
arrangements! To a man of science theyre 
beneath contempt both as to money and 
women. What I mind is his disregarding 
everything except his own pocket and his 
own fancy. He didnt disregard the usual 
arrangements when they paid him. Did he 
give us his pictures for nothing? Do you 
suppose he’d have hesitated to blackmail 
me if I’d compromised myself with his wife? 
Not he. 

SIR PATRICK. Dont waste your time wrang- 
ling over him. A blackguard’s a blackguard; 
an honest man’s an honest man; and neither 


of them will ever be at a loss for a religion 
or a morality to prove that their ways are the 
right ways. It’s the same with nations, the 
same with professions, the same all the world 
over and always will be. 

B. B. Ah, well, perhaps, perhaps, perhaps. 
Still, de mortuis nil nisi bonum. He 
died extremely well, remarkably well. He has 
set us an example: let us endeavor to follow 
it rather than harp on the weaknesses that 
have perished with him. I think it is Shake- 
spear who says that the good that most men 
do lives after them: the evil lies interred with 
their bones. Yes: interred with their bones. 
Believe me, Paddy, we are all mortal. It is 
the common lot, Ridgeon. Say what you will, 
Walpole, Nature’s debt must be paid. If tis 
not today, twill be tomorrow. 

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow 
After life’s fitful fever they sleep well 
And like this insubstantial bourne from which 
No traveller returns 
Leave not a wrack behind. 

Walpole is about to speak, but B. B., sud- 
denly and vehemently proceeding, extinguishes 
him. 


Out, out, brief candle; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add; 
The readiness is all. 

WALPOLE [gently; for B, B.*s feeling, ab- 
surdly expressed as it is, is too sincere and 
humane to be ridiculed] Yes, B. B. Death makes 
people go on like that. I dont know why it 
should; but it does. By the way, what are we 
going to do? Ought we to clear out; or had 
we better wait and see whether Mrs Dube- 
dat will come back? 

SIR PATRICK. I think we’d better go. We can 
tell the charwoman what to do. 

They take their hats and go to the door. 

MRS DUBEDAT [cojuing from the inner room 
wonderfully and beautifully dressed, and radi- 
ant, carry ing a great piece of purple silk, hand- 
somely embroidered, over her arm] I’m so sorry 
to have kept you waiting. 


SIR PATRICK 


B. B. 


RIDGEON 

WALPOLE 


[amazed, all 
together in 
a confused 
murmur] 


Dont mention it, 
madam. 

Not at all, not at 
all. 

By no means. 

It doesnt matter 
in the least. 
MRS DUBEDAT [coming to them] I felt that I 
must shake hands with his friends once be- 
fore we part today. We have shared together 
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a great privilege and a great happiness. I 
dont think we can ever think of ourselves as 
ordinary people again. We have had a won- 
derful experience; and that gives us a com- 
mon faith, a common ideal, that nobody else 
can quite have. Life will always be beautiful 
to us: death will always be beautiful to us. 
May we shake hands on that? 

SIR PATRICK [shaking hands^ Remember: all 
letters had better be left to your solicitor. 
Let him open everything and settle every- 
thing. Thats the law, you know. 

MRS DUBEDAT. Oh, thank you: I didnt 
know. [Sir Patrick goes\ 

WALPOLE. Goodbye. I blame myself: I 
should have insisted on operating. [He goe^]. 

B. B. I will send the proper people: they 
will know what to do: you shall have no 
trouble. Goodbye, my dear lady. [He goes], 

RiDGEON. Goodbye. [He offers his hand], 

MRS DUBEDAT [drarving hack with gentle 
majesty] I said his friends, Sir Colenso. 
[He hows and goes]. 

She unfolds the great piece of silk, and goes 
into the recess to cover her dead. 

ACT V 

One of the smaller Bond Street Picture Gal- 
leries, The entrance is from a picture shop. 
Nearly in the middle of the gallery there is a 
writing-table, at which the Secretary, fashion- 
ably dressed, sits with his hack to the entrance, 
correcting catalogue proofs. Some copies of a 
new hook are on the desk, also the Secretary's 
shining hat and a couple of magnifying glasses. 
At the side, on his left, a little behind him, is a 
small door marked Private. Near the same side 
is a cushioned bench parallel to the walls, which 
are covered with DuhedaVs works. Two screens, 
also covered with drawings, stand near the cor- 
ners right and left of the entrance. 

Jennifer, beautifully dressed and apparently 
very happy and prosperous, comes into the 
gallery through the private door. 

JENNIFER. Have the catalogues come yet, 
Mr Danby? 

THE SECRETARY. Not yet. 

JENNIFER. What a shame! It's a quarter 
past: the private view will begin in less than 
half an hour. 

THE SECRETARY. I think Fd better run over 
to the printers to hurry them up. 

JENNIFER. Oh, if you would be so good, Mr 
Danby. Ill take your place while youre away. 


THE SECRETARY. If anyone should come be- 
fore the time dont take any notice. The com- 
missionaire wont let anyone through unless 
he knows him. We have a few people who 
like to come before the crowd — people who 
really buy; and of course we're glad to see 
them. Have you seen the notices in Brush 
and Crayon and in The Easel? 

JENNIFER [indignantly] Yes: most disgrace- 
ful. They write quite patronizingly, as if they 
were Mr Dubedat’s superiors. After all the 
cigars and sandwiches they had from us on 
the press day, and all they drank, I really 
think it is infamous that they should write 
like that. I hope you have not sent them 
tickets for today. 

THE SECRETARY. Oh, they wont come again: 
theres no lunch today. The advance copies of 
your book have come. [He indicates the new 
hooks], 

JENNIFER [pouncing on a copy, wildly excited] 
Give it to me. Oh! excuse me a moment 
runs away with it through the private door]. 

The Secretary takes a mirror from his drawer 
and smartens himself before going out. Ridgeon 
comes in. 

RIDGEON. Good morning. May I look round, 
as usual, before the doors open? 

THE SECRETARY. Certainly, Sir Colenso. Fm 
sorry the catalogues have not come: Fm just 
going to see about them. Heres my own list, 
if you dont mind. 

RIDGEON. Thanks. Whats this? [He takes up 
one of the new books]. 

THE SECRETARY. Tliats just come in. An 
advance copy of Mrs Dubedat s Life of her 
late husband. 

RIDGEON [reading the title] The Story of a 
King of Men. By His Wife. [He looks at the 
portrait frontispiece]. Ay: there he is. You 
knew him here, I suppose. 

THE SECRETARY. Oh, wc knew him. Better 
than she did. Sir Colenso, in some ways, per- 
haps. 

RIDGEON. So did I. [They look significantly 
at one another], Fll take a look round. 

The Secretary puts on the shining hat and goes 
out. Ridgeon begins looking at the pictures. Pre- 
sently he comes back to the table for a magnify- 
ing glass, and scrutinizes a drawing very closely. 
He sighs; shakes his head, as if constrained to 
admit the extraordinary fascination and merit of 
the work; then marks the Secretary's list. Pro- 
ceeding with his survey, he disappears behind the 
screen. Jennifer comes hack with her hook. A look 
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round satisfies her that she is alone. She seats 
herself at the table and admires the memoir — her 
first printed hook — to her heart's content, Ridgeon 
reappears, face to the wall, scrutinizing the 
drawings. After using his glass again, he steps 
hack to get a more distant view of one of the 
larger pictures. She hastily closes the hook at the 
sound; looks round; recognizes him; and stares, 
petrified. He takes a further step hack which 
brings him nearer to her. 

RIDGEON [shaking his head as before, ejacu- 
lates^ Clever brute! [She flushes as though he 
had struck her. He turns to put the glass down on 
the desk, and finds himself face to face with her 
intent gaze], I beg your pardon. I thought I 
was alone. 

JENNIFER [controlling herself, and speaking 
steadily and meaningly^ I am glad we have 
met, Sir Colenso Ilidgeon. I met Dr Blen- 
kinsop yesterday. I congratulate you on a 
wonderM cure. 

RIDGEON [can find no words: makes an em- 
barrassed gesture of assent after a moment's 
silence, and puts dorvn the glass and the Secre- 
tary's list on the tahle\ 

JENNIFER. He looked the picture of health 
and strength and prosperity. [She looks for a 
moment at the walls, contrasting Blenkinsop's 
fortune with the artist's fate], 

RIDGEON [in low tones, still embarrassed] He 
has been fortunate. 

JENNIFER. Very fortunate. His life has 
been spared. 

RIDGEON. I mean that he has been made 
a Medical Officer of Health. He cured the 
Chairman of the Borough Council very suc- 
cessfully. 

JENNIFER. With your medicines? 

RIDGEON. No. I believe it was with a pound 
of ripe greengages. 

JENNIFER [fvith deep gravity] Funny! 

RIDGEON. Yes. Life does not cease to be 
funny when people die any more than it 
ceases to be serious when people laugh. 

JENNIFER. Dr Blenkinsop said one very 
strange thing to me. 

RIDGEON. What was that? 

JENNIFER. He said that private practice in 
medicine ought to be put down by law. When 
I asked him why, he said that private doctors 
were ignorant licensed murderers. 

RIDGEON. That is what the public doctor 
always thinks of the private doctor. Well, 
Blenkinsop ought to know. He was a private 
doctor long enough himself. Come! you have 


talked at me long enough. Talk to me. You 
have something to reproach me with. There 
is reproach in your face, in your voice; you 
are full of it. Out with it. 

JENNIFER. It is too late for reproaches now. 
When I turned and saw you just now, I won- 
dered how you could come here coolly to 
look at his pictures. You answered the ques- 
tion. To you, he was only a clever brute. 

RIDGEON [quivering] Oh, dont. You know 
I did not know you were here. 

JENNIFER [raising her head a little mth a quite 
gentle impulse of pride] You think it only 
mattered because I heard it. As if it could 
touch me, or touch him! Dont you see that 
what is really dreadful is that to you living 
things have no souls. 

RIDGEON [with a sceptical shrug] The soul 
is an organ I have not come across in the 
course of my anatomical work. 

JENNIFER. You know you would not dare 
to say such a silly thing as that to anybody 
but a woman whose mind you despise. If you 
dissected me you could not find my con- 
science. Do you think I have got none? 

RIDGEON. I have met people who had none. 

JENNIFER. Clever brutes? Do you know, 
doctor, that some of the dearest and most 
faithful friends I ever had were only brutes! 
You would have vivisected them. The dear- 
est and greatest of all my friends had a sort 
of beauty and affectionateness that only 
animals have. I hope you may never feel 
what I felt when I had to put him into the 
hands of men who defend the torture of 
animals because they are only brutes, 

RIDGEON. Well, did you find us so very 
cruel, after all? They tell me that though 
you have dropped me, you stay for weeks 
with the Bloomfield Boningtons and the 
Walpoles. I think it must be true, because 
they never mention you to me now. 

JENNIFER. The animals in Sir Ralph’s house 
are hke spoiled children. When Mr Walpole 
had to take a splinter out of the mastiff s paw, 
I had to hold the poor dog myself; and Mr 
Walpole had to turn Sir Ralph out of the 
room. And Mrs Walpole has to tell the 
gardener not to kill wasps when Mr Walpole 
is looking. But there are doctors who are 
naturally qruel; and there are others who get 
used to cruelty and are callous about it. They 
blind themselves to the souls of animals; and 
that blinds them to the souls of men and 
women. You made a dreadful mistake about 
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Louis; but you would not have made it if you 
had not trained yourself to make the same 
mistake about dogs. You saw nothing in 
them but dumb brutes; and so you could see 
nothing in him but a clever brute. 

RIDGEON [with sudden resolution^ I made no 
mistake whatever about him. 

JENNIFER. Oh, doctor! 

RIDGEON [obstinately] I made no mistake 
whatever about him. 

JENNIFER. Have you forgotten that he 
died? 

RIDGEON [with a sweep of his hand towards 
the pictures] He is not dead. He is there. [Tak- 
ing up the hook\ And there. 

JENNIFER [springing up with blazing eyes] Put 
that down. How dare you touch it? 

Ridgeon, amazed at the fierceness of the out- 
burst^ puts it down with a deprecatory shrug. She 
takes it up and looks at it as if he had profaned 
a relic. 

RIDGEON. I am very sorry. I see I had 
better go. 

JENNIFER [putting the book down] I beg your 
pardon. I — I forgot myself. But it is not yet 
— it is a private copy. 

RIDGEON. But for me it would have been a 
very different book. 

JENNIFER. But for you it would have been 
a longer one. 

RIDGEON. You know then that I killed 
him? 

JENNIFER [suddenly moved and softened] Oh, 
doctor, if you acknowledge that — if you have 
confessed it to yourself — if you realize what 
you have done, then there is forgiveness. I 
trusted in your strength instinctively at 
first; then I thought I had mistaken callous- 
ness for strength. Can you blame me? But 
if it was really strength — if it was only such 
a mistake as we all make sometimes — it will 
make me so happy to be friends with you 
again. 

RIDGEON. I tell you I made no mistake. I 
cured Blenkinsop: was there any mistake 
there? 

JENNIFER. He recovered. Oh, dont be fool- 
ishly proud, doctor. Confess to a failure, and 
save our friendship. Remember, Sir Ralph 
gave Louis your medicine; and it made him 
worse. 

RIDGEON. I cant be your friend on false pre- 
tences. Something has got me by the throat: 
the truth must come out. I used that medi- 
cine myself on Blenkinsop. It did not make 


him worse. It is a dangerous medicine: it 
cured Blenkinsop: it killed Louis Dubedat. 
When I handle it, it cures. When another 
man handles it, it kills — sometimes. 

JENNIFER [naively: not yet taking it all in] 
Then why did you let Sir Ralph give it to 
Louis? 

RIDGEON. Tm going to tell you. I did it 
because I was in love with you. 

JENNIFER [innocently surprised] In lo — You! 
an elderly man! 

RIDGEON [thunderstruck, raising his fists to 
heaven] Dubedat: thou art avenged! [He drops 
his hands and collapses on the bench]. I never 
thought of that. I suppose I appear to you 
a ridiculous old fogey. 

JENNIFER. But surely— I did not mean to 
offend you, indeed — but you must be at 
least twenty years older than I am. 

RIDGEON. Oh, quite. More, perhaps. In 
twenty years you will understand how little 
difference that makes. 

JENNIFER. But even so, how could you 
think that I — his wife — could ever think of 
you — 

RIDGEON [stopping her with a nervous waving 
of his fingers] Yes, yes, yes, yes: I quite 
understand: you neednt rub it in. 

JENNIFER. But — oh, it is only dawning on 
me now — I was so surprised at first — do you 
dare to tell me that it was to gratify a miser- 
able jealousy that you deliberately — oh! oh! 
you murdered him. 

RIDGEON. I think I did. It really comes to 
that. 

Thou shalt not kill, but needst not strive 

Officiously to keep alive. 

I suppose — yes: I killed him. 

JENNIFER. And you tell me that! to my face! 
callously! You are not afraid! 

RIDGEON. I am a doctor: I have nothing 
to fear. It is not an indictable offence to 
call in B. B. Perhaps it ought to be; but 
it isnt. 

JENNIFER. I did not mean that. I meant 
afraid of my taking the law into my own 
hands, and killing you. 

RIDGEON. I am so hopelessly idiotic about 
you that I should not mind it a bit. You would 
always remember me if you did that. 

JENNIFER. I shall remember you always as 
a little man who tried to kill a great one. 

RIDGEON. Pardon me. I succeeded. 

JENNIFER [with quiet conviction] No. Doctors 
think they hold the keys of life and death; 
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but it is not their will that is fulfilled. I dont 
believe you made any difference at all. 

RiDGEON. Perhaps not. But I intended to. 

JENNIFER [looking at him amazedly: not with-- 
out pity^ And you tried to destroy that won- 
derful and beautiful life merely because you 
grudged him a woman whom you could never 
have expected to care for you! 

RIDGEON. Who kissed my hands. Who be- 
lieved in me. Who told me her friendship 
lasted until death. 

JENNIFER. And whom you were betray- 
ing. 

RIDGEON. No. Whom I was saving. 

JENNIFER [g^ntly^ Pray, doctor, from what.^ 

RIDGEON. From making a terrible discovery. 
From having your life laid waste. 

JENNIFER. How? 

RIDGEON. No matter. I have saved you. I 
have been the best friend you ever had. You 
are happy. You are well. His works are an 
imperishable joy and pride for you. 

JENNIFER. And you think that is your do- 
ing. Oh doctor, doctor! Sir Patrick is right: you 
do think you are a little god. How can you 
be so silly? You did not paint those pictures 
which are my imperishable joy and pride: 
you did not speak the words that will always 
be heavenly music in my ears. I listen to 
them now whenever I am tired or sad. That 
is why I am always happy. 

RIDGEON. Yes, now that he is dead. Were 
you always happy when he was alive? 

JENNIFER [ivounded] Oh, you are cruel, 
cruel. When he was alive I did not know the 
greatness of my blessing. I worried meanly 
about little things. I was unkind to him. I 
was unworthy of him. 

RIDGEON [laughing bitterly^ Ha! 

JENNIFER. Dont insult me: dont blaspheme. 
snatches up the hook and presses it to her 
heart in a paroxysm of remorse, exclaimmg^ Oh, 
my King of Men! 

RIDGEON. King of Men! Oh, this is too 
monstrous, too grotesque. We cruel doctors 
have kept the secret from you faithfully; but 
it is like all secrets: it will not keep itself. 
The buried truth germinates and breaks 
through to the light. 

JENNIFER. What truth? 

RIDGEON. What truth! Why, that Louis 
Dubedat, King of Men, was the most entire 
and perfect scoundrel, the most miraculously 
mean rascal, the most callously selfish black- 
guard that ever made a wife miserable. 


JENNIFER [unshaken: calm and lovely'\ He 
made his wife the happiest woman in the 
world, doctor. 

RIDGEON. No: by all thats true on earth, he 
made his widow the happiest woman in the 
world; but it was I who made her a widow. 
And her happiness is my justification and my 
reward. Now you know what I did and what 
I thought of him. Be as angry with me as you 
like: at least you know me as I really am. If 
you ever come to care for an elderly man, 
you will know what you are caring for. 

JENNIFER [kind and quiet\ I am not angry 
with you any more, Sir Colenso. I knew quite 
well that you did not like Louis; but it is not 
your fault: you dont understand: that is all. 
You never could have believed in him. It is 
just like your not believing in my religion: 
it is a sort of sixth sense that you have not 
got. And [yvith a gentle reassuring movement 
towards him] dont think that you have shocked 
me so dreadfully. I know quite well what you 
mean by his selfishness. He sacrificed every- 
thing for his art. In a certain sense he had 
even to sacrifice everybody — 

RIDGEON. Everybody except himself. By 
keeping that back he lost the right to sacri- 
fice you, and gave me the right to sacrifice 
him. Which I did. 

JENNIFER [shaking her head, pitying his error] 
He w'as one of the men who know what 
women know: that self-sacrifice is vain and 
cowardly. 

RIDGEON. Yes, when the sacrifice is re- 
jected and thrown away. Not when it be- 
comes the food of godhead. 

JENNIFER. I dont understand that. And I 
cant argue with you: you are clever enough 
to puzzle me, but not to shake me. You are 
so utterly, so wildly wrong; so incapable of 
appreciating Louis — 

RIDGEON. Oh! [taking up the Secretary's list] 
I have marked five pictures as sold to me. 

JENNIFER. They will not be sold to you. 
Louis’ creditors insisted on selling them; 
but this is my birthday; and they were all 
bought in for me this morning by my hus- 
band. 

RIDGEON. By whom?!!! 

JENNIFER. By my husband. 

RIDGEON [gabbling and stuttermg] What 
husband? Whose husband? Which husband? 
Whom? how? what? Do you mean to say that 
you have married again? 

JENNIFER. Do you forget that Louis dis- 

T 
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liked widows, and that people who have 
married happily once always marry again? 

RiDGEOK. Then I have committed a purely 
disinterested murder! 

The Secretary returns with a pile of catalogues, 
THE SECRETARY. Just got the first batch of 
catalogues in time. The doors are open. 


JENNIFER [to RidgeonypoUtely'] So glad you 
like the pictures, Sir Colenso. Good morning. 

RiDQEON. Good morning. \He goes iofvards 
the door; hesitates; turns to say something more; 
gives it up as a bad job; and goes\ 

THE END 


XVI 

GETTING MARRIED 

A DISQUISITORY PLAY (1908) 


On a fine morning in the spring of 19O8 the 
Norman kitchen in the Palace of the Bishop of 
Chelsea looks very spacious and clean and hand- 
some and healthy. 

The Bishop is lucky enough to have a XII 
century palace. The palace itself has been lucky 
enough to escape being carved up into X V century 
Gothic, or shaved into X VIII century ashlar, or 
restored'* by a XIX century builder and a Vic- 
torian architect with a deep sense of the umbrella- 
Uke gentlemanliness of XIV century vaulting. 
The present occupant, A, Chelsea, unofficially 
Alfred Bridgenorth, appreciates Norman 7vork. 
He has, by adroit complaints of the discomfort of 
the place, induced the Ecclesiastical Commis- 
sioners to give him some money to spend on it; arid 
with this he has got rid of the ivall papers, the 
paint, the partitions, the exquisitely planed and 
moulded casings with which the Victorian cabinet- 
makers enclosed and hid the huge black beams of 
hewn oak, and of all the other expedients of his 
predecessors to make themselves feel at home and 
respectable in a Norman fortress. It is a house 
built to last for ever. The walls and beams are big 
encmgh to carry the tower of Babel, as if the 
builders, anticipating our modem ideas and in- 
stinctively defying them, had resolved to shew 
how much material they could lavish on a house 
built for the glory of God, instead of keeping a 
competitive eye on the advantage of sending in 
the lowest tender, and scientifically calculating 
how little material would be enough to prevent the 
whole affair from tumbling down by its own weight. 

The kitchen is the Bishop's favorite room. 
This is not at all because he is a man of humble 
mind; but because the kitchen is one of the finest 
rooms in the house. The Bishop has neither the 
income nor the appetite to have his cooking done 
there. The windows, high up in the wall, hok 


north and south. The north window is the largest; 
and if we look into the kitchen through it 7ve see 
facing us the south 7vall with small Norman 
7vindows and an open door near the corner to the 
left. Through this door we have a glimpse of the 
garden, and of a garden chair in the sunshine. In 
the right-hand corner is an entrance to a vaulted 
circular chamber with a 7vinding stair leading up 
through a totver to the upper floors of the palace. 
In the 7vall to our right is the immense fireplace, 
with its huge spit like a baby crane, and a collec- 
tion of old iron and brass instruments rvhich pass 
as the original furniture of the fire, though as a 
matter of fact they have been picked up from 
time to time by the Bishop at secondhand shops. 
In the near end of the left-hand 7vall a small 
Norman door gives access to the Bishop's study, 
formerly a scullery. Farther along, a great oak 
chest stands against the 7vall. Across the middle 
of the kitchen is a big timber table surrounded by 
eleven stout rush-bottomed chairs: four m the 
far side, three on the near side, and tivo at each 
end. There is a big chair with railed back and 
sides on the hearth. On the floor is a drugget of 
thick fibre matting. The only other piece of furni- 
ture is a clock 7viih a wooden dial about as large 
as the bottom of a 7vashtub, the 7veights, chains, 
and pendulum being of corresponding magnitude; 
but the Bishop has long since abandoned the 
attempt to keep it going. It hangs above the oak 
chest. 

The kitchen is occupied at present by the 
Bishop's lady, Mrs Bridgenorth, who is talking 
to Mr William Collins, the greengrocer. He is 
in evening dress, though it is early forenoon, Mrs 
Bridgenorth is a quiet happy-looking woman of 
fifty or thereabouts, placid, gentle, and humorous, 
with delicate features and fine grey hair Tvitk 
many white threads. She is dressed as for some 
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festivity; hut she is taking things easily as she sits 
in the big chair by the hearth ^reading The Times, 

Collins is an elderly man with a rather youth- 
ful waist His muttonchop whiskers have a 
coquettish touch of Dundreary at their lower ends. 
He is an affable man, with those perfect manners 
which can be acquired only in keeping a shop for 
the sale of necessaries of life to ladies whose 
social position is so unquestionable that they are 
not anxious about it. He is a reassuring man, 
with a vigilant grey eye, and the power of saying 
anything he likes to you without offence, because 
his tone always implies that he does it with your 
kind permission. Withal by no means servile: 
rather gallant and compassionate, but never 
without a conscientious recognition, on public 
grounds, of social distinctions. He is at the oak 
chest counting a pile of napkins, 

Mrs Bridgenorth reads placidly: Collins 
counts: a blackbird sings in the garden. Mrs 
Bridgenorth puts The Times down in her lap and 
considers Collins for a moment. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do you Hcver fccl Hcrv- 
ous on these occasions, Collins? 

COLLINS. Lord bless you, no, maam. It 
would be a joke, after marrying five of your 
daughters, if I was to get nervous over marry- 
ing the last of them. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. I havG always said you 
were a wonderful man, Collins. 

COLLINS [almost blushmg] Oh, maam! 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Yes. I never could ar- 
range anything — a wedding or even a dinner 
— without some hitch or other. 

COLLINS. Why should you give yourself the 
trouble, maam? Send for the greengrocer, 
maam: thats the secret of easy housekeeping. 
Bless you, it’s his business. It pays him and 
you, let alone the pleasure in a house like 
this [Mrs Bridgenorth bo?vs in acknowledgment 
of the compliment]. They joke about the green- 
grocer, just as they joke about the mother- 
in-law. But they cant get on without both. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. What a bond between 
US, Collins! 

COLLINS. Bless you, maam, theres all sorts of 
bonds between all sorts of people. You are a 
very affable lady, maam, for a Bishop’s lady. 
I have known Bishops’ ladies that would fairly 
provoke you to up and cheek them; but no- 
body would ever forget himself and his place 
with you, maam. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Collins*. you are a 
flatterer. You will superintend the breakfast 
yourself as usual, of course, wont you? 


COLLINS. Yes, yes, bless you, maam, of 
course. I always do. Them fashionable 
caterers send down such people as I never 
did set eyes on. Dukes you would take them 
for. You see the relatives shaking hands with 
them and asking them about the family — 
actually ladies saying “Where have we met 
before?” and all sorts of confusion. Thats my 
secret in business, maam. You can always 
spot me as the greengrocer. It’s a fortune to 
me in these days, when you cant hardly tell 
who anyone is or isnt. [He goes out through the 
tower, and immediately returns for a moment to 
announce] The General, maam. 

Mrs Bridgenorth rises to receive her brother- 
in-law, who enters resplendent in full-dress uni- 
form, with many medals and orders. General 
Bridgenorth is a 7vell set up man of fifty, with 
large brave nostrils, an iron mouth, faithful dog s 
eyes, and much natural simplicity and dignity 
of character. He is ignorant, stupid, and pre- 
judiced, having been carefully trained to be so; 
and it is not abvays possible to be patient with 
him when his unquestionably good intentions 
become actively mischievoiis ; but one blames 
society, not himself, for this. He would be no 
worse a man than Collins, had he enjoyed 
Collins*s social opportunities. He comes to the 
hearth, rvhere Mrs Bridgenorth is standing nith 
her back to the fireplace, 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Good moming. Boxer. 
[They shake hands]. Another niece to give 
away. This is the last of them. 

THE GENERAL [very gloomy] Yes, Alice. 
Nothing for the old warrior uncle to do but 
give away brides to luckier men than him- 
self. Has — [he chokes] has your sister come 
yet? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Why do you always call 
Lesbia my sister? Dont you know that it 
annoys her more than any of the rest of your 
tricks? 

THE GENERAL. Tricks! Ha! Well, I’ll try to 
break myself of it; but I think she might bear 
with me in a little thing like that. She knows 
that her name sticks in my throat. Better 
call her your sister than try to call her L — 
[he almost breaks down] L — well, call her by 
her name and make a fool of myself by 
crying. [He sits down at the near end of the 
table], 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [going to him and rallying 
him] Oh come. Boxer! Really, really! We are 
no longer boys and girls. You cant keep up 
a broken heart all your life. It must be nearly 
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twenty years since she refused you. And you 
know that it's not because she dislikes you, 
but only that she’s not a marrying woman. 

THE GENERAL. It’s no usc. I lovc her still. 
And I cant help telling her so whenever we 
meet, though I know it makes her avoid me. 
\He all but weeps]. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. What docs shc say when 
you tell her.^ 

THE GENERAL. Only that she wonders when 
I am going to grow out of it. I know now that 
I shall never grow out of it. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Perhaps you would if 
you married her. I believe youre better as 
you are, Boxer. 

THE GENERAL. I’m a miserable man. I’m 
really sorry to be a ridiculous old bore, Alice; 
but when I come to this house for a wedding 
— to these scenes — to — to — recollections of 
the past — always to give the bride to some- 
body else, and never to have my bride given 
to me — [he rises abruptly] May I go into the 
garden and smoke it off.^ 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do, Boxer. 

Collins returns with the wedding cake. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Oh, lieres the cake. I 
believe it’s the same one we had for Florence’s 
wedding. 

THE GENERAL. I cant bcar it [he hurries out 
through the garden door], 

COLLINS [putting the cake on the table] Well, 
look at that, maam! Aint it odd that after 
all the weddings he’s given away at, the 
General cant stand the sight of a wedding 
cake yet. It always seems to give him the 
same shock. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Well, it’s his last shock. 
You have married the whole family now, 
Collins. [•S'Ae takes up The Times again and 
resumes her seat]. 

COLLINS. Except your sister, maam. A fine 
character of a lady, maam, is Miss Grantham. 
I have an ambition to arrange her wedding 
breakfast. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. She wont marry, Collins. 

COLLINS. Bless you, maam, they all say that. 
You and me said it. I’ll lay. I did, anyhow. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Noi marriage came 
natural to me. I should have thought it did 
to you too. 

COLLINS [pensive] No, maam: it didnt come 
natural. My wife had to break me into it. It 
came natural to her; she’s what you might 
call a regular old hen. Always wants to have 
her family within sight of her. Wouldnt go to 


bed unless she knew they was all safe at 
home and the door locked, and the lights 
out. Always wants her luggage in the carriage 
with her. Always goes and makes the engine 
driver promise her to be careful. She’s a born 
wife and mother, maam. Thats why my 
children all ran away from home. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Did you ever feel in- 
clined to run away, Collins? 

COLLINS. Oh yes maam, yes; very often. 
But when it came to the point I couldnt bear 
to hurt her feelings. She’s a sensitive, affec- 
tionate, anxious soul; and she was never 
brought up to know what freedom is to some 
people. You see, family life is all the life she 
knows: she’s like a bird born in a cage, that 
would die if you let it loose in the woods. 
When I thought how little it was to a man 
of my easy temper to put up with her, and 
how deep it would hurt her to think it was 
because I didnt care for her, I always put off 
running away til next time; and so in the end 
I never ran away at all. I daresay it was good 
for me to be took such care of; but it cut me 
off from all my old friends something dread- 
ful, maam: especially the women, maam. 
She never gave them a chance: she didnt 
indeed. She never understood that married 
people should take holidays from one an- 
other if they are to keep at all fresh. Not that 
I ever got tired of her, maam; but my! how I 
used to get tired of home life sometimes. 
I used to catch myself envying my brother 
George: I positively did, maam. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Gcorgc was a bachelor 
then, I suppose? 

COLLINS. Bless you, no, maam. He married 
a very fine figure of a woman; but she was 
that changeable and what you might call sus- 
ceptible, you would not believe. She didnt 
seem to have any control over herself when 
she fell in love. She would mope for a couple 
of days, crying about nothing; and then she 
would up and say — no matter who was there 
to hear her — “I must go to him, George”; 
and away she would go from her home and 
her husband without with-your-leave or by- 
your-leave. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. But do you mean that 
she did this more than once? That she came 
back? 

COLLINS. Bless you, maam, she done it five 
times to my own knowledge; and then George 
gave up telling us about it, he got so used 
to it. 
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MRS BRiDGENORTH. But did he always take 
her back? 

COLLINS. Well, what could he do, maam? 
Three times out of four the men would bring 
her back the same evening and no harm done. 
Other times theyd run away from her. What 
could any man with a heart do but comfort 
her when she came back crying at the way 
they dodged her when she threw herself at 
their heads, pretending they was too noble 
to accept the sacrifice she was making. George 
told her again and again that if she’d only 
stay at home and hold off a bit theyd be at 
her feet all day long. She got sensible at last 
and took his advice. George always liked 
change of company. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. What an odious woman, 
Collins! Dont you think so? 

COLLINS [judicially^ Well, many ladies with 
a domestic turn thought so and said so, maam. 
But I will say for Mrs George that the variety 
of experience made her wonderful interest- 
ing. Thats where the flighty ones score off 
the steady ones, maam. Look at my old 
woman! She’s never known any man but me; 
and she cant properly know me, because she 
dont know other men to compare me with. 
Of course she knows her parents in — well, in 
the way one does know one’s parents: not 
knowing half their lives as you might say, or 
ever thinking that they was ever young; and 
she knew her children as children, and never 
thought of them as independent human 
beings til they ran away and nigh broke her 
heart for a week or two. But Mrs George she 
came to know a lot about men of all sorts and 
ages; for the older she got the younger she 
liked em; and it certainly made her interest- 
ing, and gave her a lot of sense. I have often 
taken her advice on things when my own 
poor old woman wouldnt have been a bit of 
use to me. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. I hope you dont tell 
your wife that you go elsewhere for advice. 

COLLINS. Lord bless you, maam, I’m that 
fond of my old Matilda that I never tell her 
anything at all for fear of hurting her feelings. 
You see, she’s such an out-and-out wife and 
mother that she’s hardly a responsible human 
being out of her house, except when she’s 
marketing. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Does slie approve of 
Mrs George? 

COLLINS. Oh, Mrs George gets round her. 
Mrs George can get round anybody if she 


wants to. And then Mrs George is very par- 
ticular about religion. And she ’s a clairvoyant. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [surpHsed] A clairvoyant! 

COLLINS \calm\ Oh yes, maam, yes. All you 
have to do is to mesmerize her a bit; and off 
she goes into a trance, and says the most 
wonderful things! not things about herself, 
but as if it was the whole human race giving 
you a bit of its mind. Oh, wonderful, maam, 
I assure you. You couldnt think of a game 
that Mrs George isnt up to. 

Lesbia Grantham comes in through the tower. 
She is a tall, handsome, slender lady in her 
prime: that is, between 36 and 55. She has what 
is called a well-bred air, dressing very carefully 
to produce that ejfect without the least regard 
for the latest fashions, sure of herself, very 
terrifying to the young and shy , fastidious to the 
ends of her long finger-tips, and tolerant and 
amused rather than sympathetic. 

LESBIA. Good morning, dear big sister. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Good moming, dear 
little sister. [They Arew]. 

LESBIA. Good morning, Collins. How well 
you are looking! And how young! [SAe turns 
the middle chair away from the table and sits 
down]. 

COLLINS. Thats only my professional habit 
at a wedding. Miss. You should see me at a 
political dinner. I look nigh seventy. [Looking 
at his jvatch] Time’s getting along, maam. 
May I send up word from you to Miss Edith 
to hurry a bit with her dressing? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do, ColUnS. 

Collins goes out through the torver, taking the 
cake with him. 

LESBIA. Dear old Collins! Has he told you 
any stories this morning? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Yes. You Were just late 
for a particularly thrilling invention of his. 

LESBIA. About Mrs George? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Ycs. He says she’s a 
clairvoyant. 

LESBIA. I wonder whether he really invented 
Mrs George, or stole her out of some book. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. I WOndcr! 

LESBIA. Wheres the Barmecide? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. In the study, working 
away at his new book. He thinks no more now 
of having a daughter married than of having 
an egg for breakfast. 

The General, soothed by smoking, comes in 
from the garden. 

THE GENERAL [with resolute bonhomie] Ah, 
I Lesbia! How do you do? [They shake hands; 
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and he takes ike chair on her right], 

Mrs Bridgenorth goes out through the tower, 

LESBiA. How are you, Boxer? You look 
almost as gorgeous as the wedding cake. 

THE GENERAL. I make a point of appearing 
in uniform whenever I take part in any cere- 
mony, as a lesson to the subalterns. It is 
not the custom in England; but it ought 
to be. 

LESBIA. You look very fine. Boxer. What a 
frightful lot of bravery all these medals must 
represent! 

THE GENERAL. No, Lesbia. They represent 
despair and cowardice. I won all the early 
ones by trying to get killed. You know why. 

LESBIA. But you had a charmed life? 

THE GENERAL. Yes, a charmed life. Bay- 
onets bent on my buckles. Bullets passed 
through me and left no trace: thats the worst 
of modern bullets: Ive never been hit by a 
dumdum. When I was only a company officer 
I had at least the right to expose myself to 
death in the field. Now Tm a General even 
that resource is cut off. [Persuasively drawing 
his chair nearer to her] Listen to me, Lesbia. 
For the tenth and last time — 

LESBIA [interrupting] On Florence’s wedding 
morning, two years ago, you said “For the 
ninth and last time.” 

THE GENERAL. Wc are two ycars older, 
Lesbia. I’m fifty: you are — 

LESBIA. Yes, I know. It’s no use. Boxer. 
When will you be old enough to take no for 
an answer? 

THE GENERAL. Ncvcr, Lcsbia, never. You 
have never given me a real reason for refus- 
ing me yet. I once thought it was somebody 
else. There were lots of fellows after you; but 
now theyve all given it up and married. 
[Bending still nearer to her] Lesbia: tell me 
your secret. Why — 

LESBIA [sniffing disgustedly] Oh! Youve been 
smoking. rises and goes to the chair on the 
hearth] Keep away, you wretch. 

THE GENERAL. But for that pipe, I could 
not have faced you without breaking down. 
It has soothed me and nerved me. 

LESBIA [sitting down with The Times in her 
hand] Well, it has nerved me to tell you why 
I’m going to be an old maid. 

THE GENERAL [impulsivcly approaching her] 
Dont say that, Lesbia. It’s not natural: it’s 
not right: it’s — 

LESBIA [fanning him off] No: no closer, 
Boxer, please. [He retreats, discouraged]. It 


may not be natural; but it happens all the 
same. Youll find plenty of women like me, if 
you care to look for them: women with lots 
of character and good looks and money and 
offers, who wont and dont get married. Cant 
you guess why? 

THE GENERAL. I can Understand when there 
is another. 

LESBIA. Yes; but there isnt another. Be- 
sides, do you suppose I think, at my time of 
life, that the difference between one decent 
sort of man and another is worth bothering 
about? 

THE GENERAL. The heart has its preferences, 
Lesbia. One image, and one only, gets in- 
delibly — 

LESBIA. Yes. Excuse my interrupting you 
so often; but your sentiments are so correct 
that I always know what you are going to 
say before you finish. You see, Boxer, every- 
body is not like you. You are a sentimental 
noodle: you dont see women as they really 
are. You dont see me as I really am. Now I 
do see men as they really are. I see you as 
you really are. 

THE GENERAL [murmuring] No: dont say 
that, Lesbia. 

LESBIA. I’m a regular old maid. I’m very 
particular about my belongings. I like to 
have my own house, and to have it to myself. 
I have a very keen sense of beauty and fit- 
ness and cleanliness and order. I am proud 
of my independence and jealous for it. I have 
a sufficiently well-stocked mind to be very 
good company for myself if I have plenty of 
books and music. The one thing I never could 
stand is a great lout of a man smoking all 
over my house and going to sleep in his chair 
after dinner, and untidying everything. Ugh! 

THE GENERAL. But loVC — 

LESBIA. Oh, love! Have you no imagination? 
Do you think I have never been in love with 
wonderful men? heroes! archangels! princes! 
sages! even fascinating rascals! and had the 
strangest adventures with them? Do you 
know what it is to look at a mere real man 
after that? a man with his boots in every 
corner, and the smell of his tobacco in every 
curtain? 

THE GENERAL [somewkat dazed] Well but — 
excuse my mentioning it — dont you want 
children? 

LESBIA. I ought to have children. I should 
be a good mother to children. I believe it 
would pay the country very well to pay me 
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very well to have children. But the country 
tells me that I cant have a child in my house 
without a man in it too; so I tell the country 
that it will have to do without my children. 
If I am to be a mother, I really cannot have 
a man bothering me to be a wife at the same 
time. 

THE GENERAL. My dear Lesbia; you know 
I dont wish to be impertinent; but these are 
not correct views for an English lady to 
express. 

LESBIA. That is why I dont express them, 
except to gentlemen who wont take any 
other answer. The difficulty, you see, is that 
I really am an English lady, and am particu- 
larly proud of being one. 

THE GENERAL. I’m surc of that, Lesbia: 
quite sure of it. I never meant — 

LESBIA [rising impatiently^ Oh, my dear 
Boxer, do please try to think of something 
else than whether you have offended me, 
and whether you are doing the correct thing 
as an English gentleman. You are faultless, 
and very dull. [She shakes her shoulders in- 
tolerantly and walks across to the other side of 
the kitchen\ 

THE GENERAL [moodUy"] Ha! thats whats the 
matter with me. Not clever. A poor silly 
soldier man. 

LESBIA. The whole matter is very simple. 
As I say, I am an English lady, by which I 
mean that I have been trained to do without 
what I cant have on honorable terms, no 
matter what it is. 

THE GENERAL. I really dont understand you, 
Lesbia. 

LESBIA [turning on him] Then why on earth 
do you want to marry a woman you dont 
understand? 

THE GENERAL. I dont know. I suppose I love 
you. 

LESBIA. Well, Boxer, you can love me as 
much as you like, provided you look happy 
about it and dont bore me. But you cant 
marry me; and thats all about it. 

THE GENERAL. It’s SO frightfully difficult to 
argue the matter fairly with you without 
wounding your delicacy by overstepping the 
bounds of good taste. But surely there are 
calls of nature — 

LESBIA. Dont be ridiculous, Boxer. 

THE GENERAL. Well how am I to express 
it? Hang it all, Lesbia, dont you want a 
husband? 

LESBIA. No. I want children; and I want to 


devote myself entirely to my children, and 
not to their father. The law will not allow me 
to do that; so I have made up my mind to 
have neither husband nor children. 

THE GENERAL. But, great Heavens, the 
natural appetites — 

LESBIA. As I said before, an English lady 
is not the slave of her appetites. That is what 
an English gentleman seems incapable of 
understanding. sits down at the end of the 
table, near the study door\ 

THE GENERAL [huffily^ Oh Well, if you refuse, 
you refuse. I shall not ask you again. I’m sorry 
I returned to the subject. [He retires to the 
hearth and plants himself there, wounded and 
lofiy]. 

LESBIA. Dont be cross. Boxer. 

THE GENERAL. I’m not cross, only wounded, 
Lesbia. And when you talk like that, I dont 
feel convinced: I only feel utterly at a loss. 

LESBIA. Well, you know our family rule. 
When at a loss consult the greengrocer. 
[Opportunely Collins comes in through the tower\ 
Here he is. 

COLLINS. Sorry to be so much in and out. 
Miss. I thought Mrs Bridgenorth was here. 
The table is ready now for the breakfast, if 
she would like to see it. 

LESBIA. If you are satisfied, Collins, I am 
sure she will be. 

THE GENERAL. By the Way, Collins: I thought 
theyd made you an alderman. 

COLLINS. So they have. General. 

THE GENERAL. Then wheres your gown? 

COLLINS. I dont wear it in private life. 
General. 

THE GENERAL. Why? Are you ashamed of it? 

COLLINS. No, General. To tell you the truth, 
I take a pride in it. I cant help it. 

THE GENERAL. Attention, Collins. Come 
here. [Collins comes to him\ Do you see my 
uniform — all my medals? 

COLLINS. Yes, General. They strike the eye, 
as it were. 

THE GENERAL. They are meant to. Very 
well. Now you know, dont you, that your 
services to the community as a greengrocer 
are as important and as dignified as mine as 
a soldier? 

COLLINS. I’m sure it’s very honorable of 
you to say so, General. 

THE GENERAL [emphatically^ You know also, 
dont you, that any man who can see anything 
ridiculous, or unmanly, or unbecoming in 
your work or in your civic robes is not a 
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gentleman, but a jumping, bounding, snort- 
ing cad? 

COLLINS. Well, strictly between ourselves, 
that is my opinion. General. 

THE GENERAL. Then why not dignify my 
niece’s wedding by wearing your robes? 

COLLINS. A bargain’s a bargain. General. 
Mrs Bridgenorth sent for the greengrocer, 
not for the alderman. It’s just as unpleasant 
to get more than you bargain for as to get 
less. 

THE GENERAL. I’m sure she will agree with 
me. I attach importance to this as an affirma- 
tion of solidarity in the service of the com- 
munity. The Bishop’s apron, my uniform, 
your robes: the Church, the Army, and the 
Municipality. 

COLLINS [retiring Very well. General. [lie 
turns dubiously to Leshia on his way to the tower\ 
I wonder what my wife will say, Miss? 

THE GENERAL. What! Is your wife ashamed 
of your robes? 

COLLINS. No, sir, not ashamed of them. But 
she grudged the money for them; and she 
will be afraid of my sleeves getting into the 
gravy. 

Mrs Bridgenorth^ her placidity quite upset, 
comes in with a letter; hurries past Collins; and 
comes between Leshia and the General, 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Lesbia*. Boxcr*. heres a 
pretty mess! 

Collins goes out discreetly, 

THE GENERAL. Whats the matter? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Reginald’s in London, 
and wants to come to the wedding. 

THE GENERAL [stupcnded] Well, dash my 
buttons! 

LESBIA. Oh, all right, let him come. 

THE GENERAL. Let him come! Why, the 
decree has not been made absolute yet. Is 
he to walk in here to Edith’s wedding, reek- 
ing from the Divorce Court? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [vcxedly sitting down in the 
middle chair"] It’s too bad. No: I cant forgive 
him, Lesbia, really. A man of Reginald’s age, 
with a young wife — the best of girls, and as 
pretty as she can be — to go off with a common 
woman from the streets! Ugh! 

LESBIA. You must make allowances. What 
can you expect? Reginald was always weak. 
He was brought up to be weak. The family 
property was all mortgaged when he in- 
herited it. He had to struggle along in 
constant money difficulties, hustled by his 
solicitors, morally bullied by the Barmecide, 


and physically bullied by Boxer, while they 
two were fighting their own way and getting 
well trained. You know very well he couldnt 
afford to marry until the mortgages were 
cleared and he was over fifty. And then of 
course he made a fool of himself marrying a 
child like Leo. 

THE GENERAL. But to hit her! Absolutely 
to hit her! He knocked her down — knocked 
her flat down on a flowerbed in the presence 
of his gardener. H e I the head of the family! 
the man that stands before the Barmecide 
and myself as Bridgenorth of Bridgenorth! 
to beat his wife and go off with a low woman 
and be divorced for it in the face of all Eng- 
land! in the face of my uniform and Alfred’s 
apron! I can never forget what I felt: it was 
only the King’s personal request — virtually 
a command — that stopped me from resigning 
my commission. I’d cut Reginald dead if I 
met him in the street. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Besides, Leo’s coming. 
Theyd meet. It’s impossible, Lesbia. 

LESBIA. Oh, I forgot that. That settles it. 
He mustnt come. 

THE GENERAL. Of coursc he mustnt. You 
tell him that if he enters this house. I’ll leave 
it; and so will every decent man and woman 
in it. 

COLLINS [returning for a moment to announce] 
Mr Reginald, maam. [lie withdraws when 
Reginald enters], 

THE GENERAL [beside hhnself] Well, dash my 
buttons!! 

Reginald is just the man Lesbia has described, 
lie is hardened and tough physically, and hasty 
and boyish in his manner and speech, belonging 
as he does to the large class of English gentle- 
men of property (solicitor-managed) 7vho have 
never developed intellectually since their school- 
days. He is a muddled, rebellious, hasty, untidy, 
forgetful, always late sort of man, who very evi- 
dently needs the care of a capable woman, and 
has never been lucky or attractive enough to get 
it. All the same, a likeable man, from whom 
nobody apprehends any malice nor expects any 
achievement. In everything hut years he is 
younger than his brother the General. 

REGINALD [coming forward between the 
General and Mrs Bridgenorth] Alice: it’s no 
use. I cant stay away from Edith’s wedding. 
Good morning, Lesbia. IIow are you, Boxer? 
[He offers the General his hand], 

THE GENERAL [fvith Crushing stiffness] I was 
just telling Alice, sir, that if you entered this 
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house, I should leave it. 

REGINALD. Well, dont let me detain you, 
old chap. When you start calling people Sir, 
youre not particularly good company. 

LESBIA. Dont you two begin to quarrel. 
That wont improve the situation. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. I think yoli might have 
waited until you got my answer, Kejjy. 

REGINALD. It’s SO jolly easy to say No in a 
letter. Wont you let me stay.^ 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. How Can I? Leo’s com- 
ing. 

REGINALD. Well, slie wont mind. 

THE GENERAL. Wont mind!!!!! 

LESBIA. Dont talk nonsense, Rejjy; and be 
off with you. 

THE GENERAL [with biting sarcas7n] At scliool 
you had a theory that women liked being 
knocked down, I remember. 

REGINALD. Youre a nice, chivalrous, 
brotherly sort of swine, you are. 

THE GENERAL. Mr Bridgcnorth*. are you 
going to leave this house or am I? 

REGINALD. You are, I hope. [He emphasises 
his intention to stay by sitting do7vn\ 

THE GENERAL. Alice*, will you allow me to 
be driven from Edith’s wedding by this — 

LESBIA [rvarningly^ Boxer! 

THE GENERAL. — by this Respondent? Is 
Edith to be given away by him? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Certainly not. Reginald: 
you were not asked to come; and 1 have 
asked you to go. You know how fond I am 
of Leo; and you know what she would feel 
if she came in and found you here. 

COLLINS [again appearing in the tower] Mrs 
Reginald, maam. 

LESBIA [No, no. Ask her^ 

MRS BRIDGE- Oh how uiifortun- three 

NORTH ate! ^clamonng 

THE GENERAL Wcll, dash my 
buttons! 

It is too late: Leo is already in the kitchen. 
Collins goes out, mutely abandonmg a situatio7i 
which he deplores but has been unable to save. 

Leo is very pretty, very youthful, very restless, 
and consequently very charming to people who 
are touched by youth and beauty, as well as to 
those who regard young women as more or less 
appetizing lollipops, and dont regard old women 
at all. Coldly studied, Leo's restlessness is much 
less lovable than the kittenishness which comes 
from a rich and fresh vitality. She is a born 
fusser about herself and everybody else for 


whom she feels responsible; and her vanity 
causes her to exaggerate her responsibilities 
officiously. All her fussing is about little things; 
but she often calls them by big names, such as 
Art, the Divhie Spark, the rvorld, motherhood, 
good breeding, the Universe, the Creator, or any- 
thing else that happens to strike her unagination 
as sounding intellectually hnportant. She has 
more than common imagination and no more than 
comrnon conception and penetration; so that she 
is always on the high horse about words a7id 
ahvays hi the perambulator about things. Con- 
sidering herself clever, thoughtful, and superior 
to ordinary weaknesses and prejudices, she reck- 
lessly attaches herself to clever men on that 
understanding, with the result that they are first 
delighted, then exasperated, and finally bored. 
When marrying Reginald she told her friends 
that there 7vas a great deal in him which needed 
bringing out. If she 7vere a middle-aged man she 
7vould be the terror of his club. Being a pretty 
you7ig W07nan, she is forgiven everything, prov- 
ing that “ Tout coinprendre, c'est tout par donner' 
is an error, the fact being that the secret of for- 
giving everything is to understand nothing. 

She runs in fussily, full of her own import- 
ance, and swoops on Lesbia, who is much less 
disposed to spoil her than Mrs Bridgenorth is. 
But Leo affects a special intimacy with Lesbia, 
as of t7VO thinkers a7nong the Philistines. 

LEO [to Lesbia, kissing her] Good morning. 
[Co77iing to Mrs Bridgenorth] How do, Alice? 
[Passing on toivards the hearth] Why so 
gloomy. General? [Reginald rises between her 
and the General] Oh, Rejjy! What will the 
King’s Proctor say? 

REGINALD. Damn the King’s Proctor! 

LEO. Naughty. Well, I suppose I must kiss 
you; but dont any of you tell. [-SAe kisses hhn. 
They can hardly believe their eyes]. Have you 
kept all your promises? 

REGINALD. Oil, dont begin bothering about 
those — 

LEO [insisting] Have? You? Kept? Your? 
Promises? Have you rubbed your head with 
the lotion every night. 

REGINALD. Ycs, ycs. Nearly every night. 

LEO. Nearly! I know what that means. 
Have you worn your liver pad? 

THE GENERAL [sole7n7dy] Leo: forgiveness is 
one of the most beautiful traits in a woman’s 
nature; but there are things that should not 
be forgiven to a man. When a man knocks 
a woman down [Leo gives a little shriek of 
laughter and collapses on a chair next Mrs 
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Bridgemrihy on her kfi \ — 

REGINALD [sardonically] The man that would 
raise his hand to a woman, save in the way 
of kindness, is unworthy the name of Bridge- 
north. [He sits down at the end of the table 
nearest the hearth]. 

THE GENERAL [muck huffed] Oh, well, if Leo 
does not mind, of course I have no more to 
say. But I think you might out of considera- 
tion for the family, beat your wife in private 
and not in the presence of the gardener. 

REGINALD [out of patience] Whats the good 
of beating your wife unless theres a witness 
to prove it afterwards? You dont suppose a 
man beats his wife for the fun of it, do you? 
How could she have got her divorce if I 
hadnt beaten her? Nice state of things, 
that! 

THE GENERAL [gasping Do you mean to 
tell me that you did it in cold blood? simply 
to get rid of your wife? 

REGINALD. No, I didnt: I did it to get her 
rid of me. What would you do if you were 
fool enough to marry a woman thirty years 
younger than yourself, and then found that 
she didnt care for you, and was in love 
with a young fellow with a face like a mush- 
room? 

LEO. He has not. [Bursting into tears] And 
you are most unkind to say I didnt care 
for you. Nobody could have been fonder of 
you. 

REGINALD. A nice way of shewing your 
fondness! I had to go out and dig that flower 
bed all over with my own hands to soften it. 
I had to pick all the stones out of it. And then 
she complained that I hadnt done it properly, 
because she got a worm down her neck. 1 
had to go to Brighton with a poor creature 
who took a fancy to me on the way down, and 
got conscientious scruples about committing 
perjury after dinner. I had to put her down 
in the hotel book as Mrs Reginald Bridge- 
north: Leo’s name! Do you know what that 
feels like to a decent man? Do you know 
what a decent man feels about his wife’s 
name? How would you like to go into a hotel 
before all the waiters and people with — 
with that on your arm? Not that it was the 
poor girl’s fault, of course; only she started 
crying because I couldnt stand her touching 
me; and now she keeps writing to me. And 
then I’m held up in the public court for 
cruelty and adultery, and turned away from 
Edith’s wedding by Alice, and lectured by 


you ! a bachelor, and a precious green one at 
that. What do you know about it? 

THE GENERAL. Am I to Understand that the 
whole case was one of collusion? 

REGINALD. Of course it was. Half the cases 
are collusions: what are people to do? [The 
General, passing his hand dazedly over his be- 
wildered brow, sinks into the railed chair]. And 
what do you take me for, that you should 
have the cheek to pretend to believe all that 
rot about my knocking Leo about and leav- 
ing her for — for a — a — Ugh! you should have 
seen her. 

THE GENERAL. Tliis is perfectly astonishing 
to me. Why did you do it? Why did Leo 
allow it? 

REGINALD. Youd better ask her. 

LEO [still in tears] I’m sure I never thought 
it would be so horrid for Rejjy. I offered 
honorably to do it myself, and let him 
divorce me; but he wouldnt. And he said 
himself that it was the only way to do it — 
that it was the law that he should do it that 
way. I never saw that hateful creature until 
that day in Court. If he had only shewn her 
to me before, I should never have allowed it. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. You did all this for Leo’s 
sake, Rejjy? 

REGINALD [with an unbearable sense of injury] 

I shouldnt mind a bit if it were for Leo’s 
sake. But to have to do it to make room for 
that mushroom-faced serpent — ! 

THE GENERAL [jumping up] What right had 
he to be made room for? Are you in your 
senses? What right? 4 

REGINALD. The right of being a young man, 
suitable to a young woman. I had no right 
at my age to marry Leo: she knew no more 
about life than a child. 

LEO. I knew a great deal more about it 
than a great baby like you. I’m sure I dont 
know how youll get on with no one to take 
care of you: I often lie awake at night think- 
ing about it. And now youve made me 
thoroughly miserable. 

REGINALD. Serve you right! [5^^ weeps]. 
There: dont get into a tantrum, Leo? 

LESBiA. May one ask who is the mushroom - 
faced serpent? 

LEO. He isnt. 

REGINALD. Sinjon Hotchkiss, of course. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Sinjon Hotchkiss! Why, 
he’s coming to the wedding! 

REGINALD. What! In that case I’m off [he 
makes for the tower]. 
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LEO 1 i^T' f [seizing him] No you 

shant. You promised 
to be nice to him. 

No, dont go, old 
chap. Not from Edith s 
wedding. 

Oh, do stay, Rejjy. 
I shall really be hurt 
if you desert us. 

Better stay, Regin- 
ald. You must meet 
\^him sooner or later. 
REGINALD. A moment ago, when I wanted 
to stay, you were all shoving me out of the 
house. Now that I want to go, you wont let 
me. 


MRS BRiDGENORTH. I shall scnd a note to 
Mr Hotchkiss not to come. 

LEO [weeping again] Oh, Alice! [-SAe comes 
back to her chair, heartbroken]. 

REGINALD [out of patience] Oh well, let her 
have her way. Let her have her mushroom. 
Let him come. Let them all come. 

He crosses the kitchen to the oak chest and 
sits sulkily on it. Mrs Bridgenorth shrugs her 
shoulders and sits at the table in Reginald's 
neighborhood listening in placid helplessness. 
Lesbia, out of patience with Leo's tears, goes into 
the garden and sits there near the door, snuffing 
up the open air in her relief from the domestic 
stuffiness of Reginald's affairs. 

LEO. It’s so cruel of you to go on pretend- 
ing that I dont care for you, Rejjy. 

REGINALD [bitterly] She explained to me 
that it was only that she had exhausted my 
conversation. 

THE GENERAL [coming paternally to Leo] My 
dear girl: all the conversation in the world, 
has been exhausted long ago. Heaven knows 
I have exhausted the conversation of the 
British Army these thirty years; but I dont 
leave it on that account. 

LEO. It’s not that Ive exhausted it; but he 
will keep on repeating it when I want to read 
or go to sleep. And Sinjon amuses me. He’s 
so clever. 

THE GENERAL [stung] Ha! The old complaint. 
You all want geniuses to marry. This demand 
for clever men is ridiculous. Somebody must 
marry the plain, honest, stupid fellows. Have 
you thought of that? 

LEO. But there are such lots of stupid 
women to marry. Why do they want to 
marry us? Besides, Rejjy knows that I’m 
quite fond of him. I like him because he 


wants me; and I like Sinjon because I want 
him. I feel that I have a duty to Rejjy. 

THE GENERAL. Precisely: you have. 

LEO. And, of course, Sinjon has the same 
duty to me. 

THE GENERAL. Tut, tut! 

LEO. Oh, how silly the law is! Why cant I 
marry them both? 

THE GENERAL [shocked] Leo! 

LEO. Well, I love them both. I should like 
to marry a lot of men. I should like to have 
Rejjy for every day, and Sinjon for concerts 
and theatres and going out in the evenings, 
and some great austere saint for about once 
a year at the end of the season, and some 
perfectly blithering idiot of a boy to be quite 
wicked with. I so seldom feel wicked; and, 
when I do, it’s such a pity to waste it merely 
because it’s too silly to confess to a real 
grown-up man. 

REGINALD. Tliis is the kind of thing, you 
know — [Helplessly] Well, there it is! 

THE GENERAL [decisively] Alice: this is a job 
for the Barmecide. He’s a Bishop: it’s his 
duty to talk to Leo. I can stand a good deal; 
but when it comes to flat polygamy and 
polyandry, we ought to do something. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [going to thc study door] 
Do come here a moment, Alfred. We’re in 
a difficulty. 

THE BISHOP [jvithin] Ask Collins. I’m busy. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. CollinS WOnt do. It’s 
something very serious. Do come just a 
moment, dear. [When she hears him coming 
she takes a chair at the nearest end of the table]. 

The Bishop comes out of his study. lie is still 
a slim active man, spare of flesh, and younger by 
temperament than his brothers. He has a delicate 
skin, fine hands, a salient nose with chin to 
match, a short heard which accentuates his sharp 
chin by bristling forward, clever humorous eyes, 
not without a glint of mischief in them, ready 
bright speech, and the frays of a successful man 
who is always interested in himself and generally 
rather well pleased fvith himself. When Lesbia 
hears his voice she turns her chair towards him, 
and presently rises and stands in the doorway 
listening to the conversation. 

THE BISHOP [going to Leo] Good morning, 
my dear. Hullo! Youve brought Reginald 
with you. Thats very nice of you. Have you 
reconciled them. Boxer? 

THE GENERAL. Reconciled them! Why, man, 
the whole divorce was a put-up job. She 
wants to marry some fellow named Hotch- 
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kiss. 

REGINALD. A fcllow with E facc like — 

LEO. You shant, Rejjy. He has a very fine 
face. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. And now she says she 
wants to marry both of them, and a lot of 
other people as well. 

LEO. I didnt say I wanted to marry them: 
I only said I should like to marry them. 

THE BISHOP. Quite a nice distinction, Leo. 

LEO. Just occasionally, you know. 

THE BISHOP [sitting down cosily beside her^ 
Quite so. Sometimes a poet, sometimes a 
Bishop, sometimes a fairy prince, sometimes 
somebody quite indescribable, and some- 
times nobody at all. 

LEO. Yes: thats just it. How did you know? 

THE BISHOP. Oh, I should say most imagina- 
tive and cultivated young women feel like 
that. I wouldnt give a rap for one who didnt. 
Shakespear pointed out long ago that a 
woman wanted a Sunday husband as well 
as a weekday one. But, as usual, he didnt 
follow up the idea. 

THE GENERAL [aghast\ Am I to under- 
stand — 

THE BISHOP [cutting Mm short] Now, Boxer, 
am I the Bishop or are you? 

THE GENERAL [sulkUy] YoU. 

THE BISHOP. Then dont ask me are you to 
understand. “Yours not to reason why: yours 
but to do and die” — 

THE GENERAL. Oh, Very well: go on. Tm not 
clever. Only a silly soldier man. Ha! Go on. 
[He throws himself into the railed chair, as one 
prepared for the worst], 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Alfred*, dont tease 
Boxer. 

THE BISHOP. If we are going to discuss 
ethical questions we must begin by giving 
the devil fair play. Boxer never does. Eng- 
land never does. We always assume that the 
devil is guilty: and we wont allow him to 
prove his innocence, because it would be 
against public morals if he succeeded. We 
used to do the same with prisoners accused 
of high treason. And the consequence is that 
we overreach ourselves; and the devil gets 
the better of us after all. Perhaps thats what 
most of us intend him to do. 

THE GENERAL. Alfred*, wc asked you here 
to preach to Leo. You are preaching at me 
instead. I am not conscious of having said 
or done anything that calls for that un- 
solicited attention. 


THE BISHOP. But poor little Leo has only 
told the simple truth; whilst you. Boxer, are 
striking moral attitudes. 

THE GENERAL. I suppose thats an epigram. 
I dont understand epigrams. Tm only a silly 
soldier man. Ha! But I can put a plain ques- 
tion. Is Leo to be encouraged to be a poly- 
gamist? 

THE BISHOP. Remember the British Em- 
pire, Boxer. Youre a British General, you 
know. 

THE GENERAL. What has that to do with 
polygamy? 

THE BISHOP. Well, the great majority of 
our fellow-subjects are polygamists. I cant 
as a British Bishop insult them by speak- 
ing disrespectfully of polygamy. It’s a very 
interesting question. Many very interest- 
ing men have been polygamists: Solomon, 
Mahomet, and our friend the Duke of — of — 
hm! I never can remember his name. 

THE GENERAL. It would bccomc you better, 
Alfred, to send that silly girl back to her 
husband and her duty than to talk clever and 
mock at your religion. “What God hath 
joined together let not man put asunder.” 
Remember that. 

THE BISHOP. Dont be afraid. Boxer. What 
God hath joined together no man ever shall 
put asunder: God will take care of that. [7b 
Leo] By the way, who was it that joined you 
and Reginald, my dear? 

LEO. It was that awful little curate that 
afterwards drank, and travelled first class 
with a third-class ticket, and then tried to 
go on the stage. But they wouldnt have him. 
He called himself Egerton Fotheringay. 

THE BISHOP. Well, whom Egerton Fother- 
ingay hath joined, let Sir Gorell Barnes put 
asunder by all means. 

THE GENERAL. I may bc a silly soldier man; 
but I call this blasphemy. 

THE BISHOP [gravely] Better for me to take 
the name of Mr Egerton Fotheringay in 
earnest than for you to take a higher name 
in vain. 

LESBiA. Cant you three brothers ever meet 
without quarrelling? 

THE BISHOP [mildly] This is not quarrelling, 
Lesbia: it*s only English family life. Good 
morning. 

LEO. You know. Bishop, it s very dear of 
you to take my part; but I’m not sure that 
Tm not a little shocked. 

THE BISHOP. Then I think Ive been a little 



GETTING MARRIED 


557 


more successful than Boxer in getting you 
into a proper frame of mind. 

THE GENERAL [snoriing] Ha! 

LEO. Not a bit; for now I’m going to shock 
you worse than ever. I think Solomon was an 
old beast. 

THE BISHOP. Precisely what you ought to 
think of him, my dear. Dont apologize. 

THE GENERAL [more shocked\ Well, but hang 
it! Solomon was in the Bible. And, after all, 
Solomon was Solomon. 

LEO. And I stick to it: I still want to have a 
lot of interesting men to know quite in- 
timately — to say everything I think of to 
them, and have them say everything they 
think of to me. 

THE BISHOP. So you shall, my dear, if you 
are lucky. But you know you neednt marry 
them all. Think of all the buttons you would 
have to sew on. Besides, nothing is more 
dreadful than a husband who keeps telling 
you everything he thinks, and always wants 
to know what you think. 

LEO [struck by ihis^ Well, thats very true 
of Rejjy: in fact, thats why I had to divorce 
him. 

THE BISHOP [condoling] Yes: he repeats 
himself dreadfully, doesnt he? 

REGINALD. Look here, Alfred. If I have my 
faults, let her find them out for herself with- 
out your help. 

THE BISHOP. She has found them all out 
already, Reginald. 

LEO [a little huffily] After all, there are 
worse men than Reginald. I daresay he’s not 
so clever as you; but still he’s not such a fool 
as you seem to think him! 

THE BISHOP. Quite right, dear: stand up 
for your husband. I hope you will always 
stand up for all your husbands. [He rises and 
goes to the hearth, where he stands complacently 
with his hack to the fireplace, beaming at them all 
as at a roomful of children]. 

LEO. Please dont talk as if I wanted to 
marry a whole regiment. For me there can 
never be more than two. I .shall never love 
anybody but Rejjy and Sinjon. 

REGINALD. A man with a face like a — 

LEO. I wont have it, Rejjy. It’s disgusting. 

THE BISHOP. You see, my dear, youll ex- 
haust Sinjon’s conversation too in a week or 
so. A man is Uke a phonograph with half-a- 
dozen records. You soon get tired of them 
all; and yet you have to sit at table whilst 
he reels them off to every new visitor. In the 


end you have to be content with his common 
humanity; and when you come down to that, 
you find out about men what a great English 
poet of my acquaintance used to say about 
women: that they all taste alike. Marry 
whom you please: at the end of a month he’ll 
be Reginald over again. It wasnt worth 
changing: indeed it wasnt. 

LEO. Then it’s a mistake to get married. 

THE BISHOP. It is, my dear; but it’s a much 
bigger mistake not to get married. 

THE GENERAL [rising] Ha! You hear that, 
Lesbia? [He joins her at the garden door], 

LESBiA. Thats only an epigram, Boxer. 

THE GENERAL. Sound scnse, Lesbia. When 
a man talks rot, thats epigram: when he 
talks sense, then I agree with him. 

REGINALD [coming off the oak chest and look- 
ing at his watch] It’s getting late. Wheres 
Edith? Hasnt she got into her veil and 
orange blossoms yet? 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. Do go and hurry her, 
Lesbia. 

LESBIA [going out through the toiver] Come 
with me, Leo. 

LEO [follojving Lesbia out] Yes, certainly. 

The Bishop goes over to his wife and sits 
down, taking her hand and kissing it by way of 
beginning a conversation with her. 

THE BISHOP. Alice: Ive had another letter 
from the mysterious lady who cant spell. I 
like that woman’s letters. Theres an intensity 
of passion in them that fascinates me. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do you mean Incognita 
Appassionata? 

THE BISHOP. Yes. 

THE GENERAL [turning abruptly: he has been 
looking out into the garden] Do you mean to 
say that women write love-letters to you? 

THE BISHOP. Of course. 

THE GENERAL. They never do to me. 

THE BISHOP. The Army doesnt attract 
women: the Church docs. 

REGINALD. Do you Consider it right to let 
them? They may be married women, you 
know. 

THE BISHOP. They always are. This one is. 
[7b Mrs Bridgenorth] Dont you think her 
letters are quite the best love-letters I get? 
[To the trvo men] Poor Alice has to read my 
love-letters aloud to me at breakfast, when 
they re worth it. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. There really is some- 
thing fascinating about Incognita. She never 
gives her address. Thats a good sign. 
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TH£ GENERAL. Mfl No assignations, you 
mean? 

THE BISHOP. Oh yes: she began the corre- 
spondence by making a very curious but very 
natural assignation. She wants me to meet 
her in heaven. I hope I shall. 

THE GENERAL. Well, I must say I hope not, 
Alfred. I hope not. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. She says she is happily 
married, and that love is a necessary of life 
to her, but that she must have, high above 
all her lovers — 

THE BISHOP. She has several apparently — 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. — somc great man who 
will never know her, never touch her, as she 
is on earth, but whom she can meet in 
heaven when she has risen above all the 
everyday vulgarities of earthly love. 

THE BISHOP [rising Excellent. Very good 
for her; and no trouble to me. Everybody 
ought to have one of these idealizations, like 
Dante’s Beatrice. [He clasps his hands behind 
him, and strolls to the hearth and hack, singing\ 

Leshia appears in the tower, rather perturbed, 

LESBiA. Alice: will you come upstairs? 
Edith is not dressed. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [rising] Not drcsscd! 
Does she know what hour it is? 

LESBIA. She has locked herself into her 
room, reading. 

The Bishop* s song ceases: he stops dead in his 
stroll. 

THE GENERAL. Reading! 

THE BISHOP. What is she reading? 

LESBIA. Some pamphlet that came by the 
eleven o’clock post. She wont come out. She 
wont open the door. And she says she doesnt 
know whether she’s going to be married or 
not til she’s finished the pamphlet. Did you 
ever hear such a thing? Do come and speak 
to her. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Alfred: you had better 
go. 

THE BISHOP. Try Collins. 

LESBIA. Weve tried Collins already. He got 
all that Ive told you out of her through the 
keyhole. Come, Alice [She vanishes. Mrs 
Bridgenorth hurries after her], 

THE BISHOP. This means a delay. I shall go 
back to my work [he makes for the study door], 

REGINALD. What are you working at now? 

THE BISHOP [stopping] A chapter in my 
history of marriage. I’m just at the Roman 
business, you know. 

THE GENERAL [coming from the garden door 


to the chair Mrs Bridgenorth has just left, and 
sitting dorwi] Not more Ritualism, I hope, 
Alfred? 

THE BISHOP. Oh no. I mean ancient Rome. 
[He seats himself on the edge of the table], Ive 
just come to the period when the propertied 
classes refused to get married and went in 
for marriage settlements instead. A few of 
the oldest families stuck to the marriage 
tradition so as to keep up the supply of 
vestal virgins, who had to be legitimate; but 
nobody else dreamt of getting married. It’s 
all very interesting, because we’re coming 
to that here in England; except that as we 
dont require any vestal virgins, nobody will 
get married at all, except the poor, perhaps. 

THE GENERAL. You take it devilishly coolly. 
Reginald: do you think the Barmecide’s 
quite sane? 

REGINALD. No worse than ever he was. 

THE GENERAL [to the Bishop] Do you mean 
to say you believe such a thing will ever 
happen in England as that respectable 
people will give up being married? 

THE BISHOP. In England especially they 
will. In other countries the introduction of 
reasonable divorce laws will save the situa- 
tion; but in England we always let an in- 
stitution strain itself until it breaks. Ive told 
our last four Prime Ministers that if they 
didnt make our marriage laws reasonable 
there would be a strike against marriage, 
and that it would begin among the pro- 
pertied classes, where no Government would 
dare to interfere with it. 

REGINALD. What did they say to that? 

THE BISHOP. The usual thing. Quite agreed 
with me, but were sure that they were the 
only sensible men in the world and that the 
least hint of marriage reform would lose 
them the next election. And then lost it all 
the same: on cordite, on drink, on Chinese 
labor in South Africa, on all sorts of trum- 
pery. 

REGINALD [lurching across the kitchen towards 
the hearth with his hands in his pockets] It’s no 
use: they wont listen to our sort. [Turning on 
them] Of course they have to make you a 
Bisliop and Boxer a General, because, after 
all, their blessed rabble of snobs and cads 
and half-starved shopkeepers cant do govern- 
ment work; and the bounders and week- 
enders are too lazy and vulgar. Theyd simply 
rot without us; but what do they ever do for 
us? what attention do they ever pay to what 
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we say and what we want? I take it that we 
Bridgenorths are a pretty typical English 
family of the sort that has always set things 
straight and stuck up for the right to think 
and believe according to our conscience. But 
nowadays we are expected to dress and eat 
as the week-end bounders do, and to think 
and believe as the converted cannibals of 
Central Africa do, and to lie down and let 
every snob and every cad and every half- 
penny journalist walk over us. Why, theres 
not a newspaper in England today that 
represents what I call solid Bridgenorth 
opinion and tradition. Half of them read as if 
they were published at the nearest mothers’ 
meeting, and the other half at the nearest 
motor garage. Do you call these chaps 
gentlemen? Do you call them Englishmen? 
I dont. [He throws himself disgustedly into the 
nearest chair\ 

THE GENERAL [excited by Reginald's eloquence^ 
Do you see my uniform? What did Collins 
say? It strikes the eye. It was meant to. I 
put it on expressly to give the modern army 
bounder a smack in the eye. Somebody has 
to set a right example by beginning. Well, 
let it be a Bridgenorth. I believe in family 
blood and tradition, by George. 

THE BISHOP [musing'\ I wonder who will 
begin the stand against marriage. It must 
come some day. I was married myself before 
I’d thought about it; and even if I had 
thought about it I was too much in love with 
Alice to let anything stand in the way. But, 
you know, Ive seen one of our daughters 
after another — Ethel, Jane, Fanny, and 
Christina and Florence — go out at that door 
in their veils and orange blossoms; and Ive 
always wondered whether theyd have gone 
quietly if theyd known what they were 
doing. Ive a horrible misgiving about that 
pamphlet. All progress means war with 
Society. Heaven forbid that Edith should be 
one of the combatants! 

St John Hotchkiss comes into the tower ushered 
by Collins, He is a very smart young gentleman 
of twenty-nine or thereabouts, correct in dress to 
the last thread of his collar, but too much pre- 
occupied with his ideas to be embarrassed by any 
comem as to his appearance. He talks about him- 
self with energetic gaiety , He talks to other people 
with a sweet forbearance {implying a kindly con- 
sideration for their stupidity) which infuriates 
those whom he does not succeed in amusing. They 
either lose their tempers with him or try in vain to 


snub him. 

COLLINS [announcing Mr Hotchkiss. [He 
withdraw^. 

HOTCHKISS [clapping Reginald gaily on the 
shoulder as he passes him] Tootle loo, Rejjy. 

REGINALD [curtly, witkout rising or turning 
his head] Morning. 

HOTCHKISS. Good moming, Bishop. 

THE BISHOP [coming off' the table] What on 
earth are you doing here, Sinjon? You belong 
to the bridegroom’s party: youve no business 
here until after the ceremony. 

HOTCHKISS. Yes, I know: thats just it. May 
I have a word with you in private? Rejjy 
or any of the family wont matter; but — [he 
glances at the General, who has risen rather 
stiffly, as he strongly disapproves of the part 
played by Hotchkiss in Reginald's domestic 
affairs]. 

THE BISHOP. All right, Sinjon. This is our 
brother. General Bridgenorth. [He goes to the 
hearth and posts himself there, with his hands 
clasped behind him]. 

HOTCHKISS. Oh, good! [He turns to the 
General, and takes out a card-case]. As you are 
in the service, allow me to introduce myself. 
Read my card, please. [He presents his card 
to the astonished General]. 

THE GENERAL [reading] “Mr St John Hotch- 
kiss, the Celebrated Coward, late Lieutenant 
in the lG5th Fusiliers.’’ 

REGINALD [tvith a cfiuckk] He was sent back 
from South Africa because he funked an 
order to attack, and spoiled his commanding 
officer’s plan. 

THE GENERAL [vcry gravcly] I remember the 
case now. I had forgotten the name. I’ll not 
refuse your acquaintance, Mr Hotchkiss; 
partly because youre my brother’s guest, 
and partly because Ive seen too much active 
service not to know that every man’s nerve 
plays him false at one time or another, and 
that some very honorable men should never 
go into action at all, because theyre not built 
that way. But if I were you I should not use 
that visiting card. No doubt it's an honorable 
trait in your character that you dont wish any 
man to give you his hand in ignorance of 
your disgrace; but you had better allow us to 
forget. We wish to forget. It isnt your dis- 
grace alone: it’s a disgrace to the army and 
to all of us. Pardon my plain speaking. 

HOTCHKISS [sunnily] My dear General, I 
dont know what fear means in the military 
sense of the word. Ive fought seven duels 
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with the sabre in Italy and Austria, and one 
with pistols in France, without turning a 
hair. There was no other way in which I 
could vindicate my motives in refusing to 
make that attack at Smutsfontein. I dont 
pretend to be a brave man. I’m afraid of 
wasps. I’m afraid of cats. In spite of the 
voice of reason, I ’m afraid of ghosts; and twice 
Ive fled across Europe from false alarms of 
cholera. But afraid to fight I am not. [He 
turns gaily to Reginald and slaps him on the 
shoulder]. Eh, Rejjy? [Reginald grunts], 

THE GENERAL. Then why did you not do 
your duty at Smutsfontein? 

HOTCHKISS. I did my duty — my higher 
duty. If I had made that attack, my com- 
manding officer’s plan would have been 
successful, and he would have been pro- 
moted. Now I happen to think that the 
British Army should be commanded by 
gentlemen, and by gentlemen alone. This 
man was not a gentleman. I sacrificed my 
military career — I faced disgrace and social 
ostracism — rather than give that man his 
chance. 

THE GENERAL [generously indignant] Your 
commanding officer, sir, was my friend 
Major Billiter. 

HOTCHKISS. Precisely. What a name! 

THE GENERAL. And pray, sir, on what 
ground do you dare allege that Major Billiter 
is not a gentleman? 

HOTCHKISS. By an infallible sign: one of 
those trifles that stamp a man. He eats rice 
pudding with a spoon. 

THE GENERAL [very angry] Confound you, I 
eat rice pudding with a spoon. Now! 

HOTCHKISS. Oh, SO do I, frequently. But 
there are ways of doing these things. 
Billiter ’s way was unmistakeable. 

THE GENERAL. Well, /’ll tell you something 
now. When I thought you were only a 
coward, I pitied you, and would have done 
what I could to help you back to your place 
in Society — 

HOTCHKISS [interrupting him] Thank you: I 
havnt lost it. My motives have been fully 
appreciated. I was made an honorary member 
of two of the smartest clubs in London when 
the truth came out. 

THE GENERAL. Well, sir, those clubs consist 
of snobs; and you are a jumping, bounding, 
prancing, snorting snob yourself. 

THE BISHOP [amused hut hospitably remon- 
strant] My dear Boxer! 


HOTCHKISS [delighted] How kind of you to 
say so, General! Youre quite right: I am a 
snob. Why not? The whole strength of Eng- 
land lies in the fact that the enormous 
majority of the English people are snobs. 
They insult poverty. They despise vulgarity. 
They love nobility. They admire exclusive- 
ness. They will not obey a man risen from 
the ranks. They never trust one of their own 
class. I agree with them. I share their 
instincts. In my undergraduate days I was 
a Republican — a Socialist. I tried hard to 
feel toward a common man as I do towards 
a duke. I couldnt. Neither can you. Well, 
why should we be ashamed of this aspira- 
tion towards what is above us? Why dont I 
say that an honest man’s the noblest work 
of God? Because I dont think so. If he’s not 
a gentleman, I dont care whether he’s 
honest or not: I shouldnt let his son marry 
my daughter. And thats the test, mind. 
Thats the test. You feel as I do. You are a 
snob in fact: I am a snob, not only in fact, 
but on principle. I shall go down in history, 
not as the first snob, but as the first avowed 
champion of English snobbery, and its first 
martyr in the army. The navy boasts two 
such martyrs in Captains Kirby and Wade, 
who were shot for refusing to fight under 
Admiral Benbow, a promoted cabin boy. I 
have always envied them their glory. 

THE GENERAL. As a British General, sir, I 
have to inform you that if any officer under 
my command violated the sacred equality 
of our profession by putting a single jot of 
his duty or his risk on the shoulders of the 
humblest drummer boy, I’d shoot him with 
my own hand. 

HOTCHKISS. That sentiment is not your 
equality, General, but your superiority. Ask 
the Bishop. [He seats himself on the edge of 
the table], 

THE BISHOP. I cant support you, Sinjon. 
My profession also compels me to turn my 
back on snobbery. You see, I have to do 
such a terribly democratic thing to every 
child that is brought to me. Without distinc- 
tion of class I have to confer on it a rank so 
high and awful that all the grades in Debrett 
and Burke seem like the medals they give 
children in Infant Schools in comparison. 
I’m not allowed to make any class distinction. 
They are all soldiers and servants, not officers 
and masters. 

HOTCHKISS. Ah, youre quoting the Baptism 
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service. Thats not a bit real, you know. If I 
may say so, you would both feel so much 
more at peace with yourselves if you would 
acknowledge and confess your real convic- 
tions. You know you dont really think a 
Bishop the equal of a curate, or a lieutenant 
in a line regiment the equal of a general. 

THE BISHOP. Of course I do. I was a curate 
myself. 

THE GENERAL. And I was a lieutenant in a 
line regiment. 

REGINALD. And I was nothing. But we're 
all our own and oneanother’s equals, arnt 
we? So perhaps when youve quite done talk- 
ing about yourselves, we shall get to what- 
ever business Sinjon came about. 

HOTCHKISS [coming off the table hastily^ Oh! 
true, my dear fellow. I beg a thousand 
pardons. It's about the wedding! 

THE GENERAL. What about the wedding? 

HOTCHKISS. Well, we cant get our man up 
to the scratch. Cecil has locked himself in 
his room and wont see or speak to anyone. 
I went up to his room and banged at the 
door. I told him I should look through the 
keyhole if he didnt answer. I looked through 
the keyhole. He wiis sitting on his bed, 
reading a book. [Reginald rises in consterna- 
tion. The General recoils\ I told him not to 
be an ass, and so forth. He said he was 
not going to budge until he had finished 
the book. I asked him did he know what 
time it was, and whether he happened to 
recollect that he had a rather important 
appointment to marry Edith. He said the 
sooner I stopped interrupting him, the 
sooner he’d be ready. Then he stuffed his 
fingers in his ears; turned over on his elbows; 
and buried himself in his beastly book. I 
couldnt get another word out of him; so I 
thought I’d better come here and warn you. 

REGINALD. This looks to me like a practical 
joke. Theyve arranged it between them. 

THE BISHOP. No. Edith has no sense of 
humor. And Ive never seen a man in a 
jocular mood on his wedding morning. 

Collins appears in the tower, ushering in the 
bridegroom, a young gentleman with good looks 
of the serious kind, somewhat careworn by an 
exacting conscience, and just now distracted by 
insoluble problems of conduct. 

COLLINS [announcing] Mr Cecil Sykes. [He 
retires]. 

HOTCHKISS. Look here, Cecil: this is all 
wrong. Youve no business here until after 


the wedding. Hang it, man! youre the bride- 
groom. 

SYKES [coming to the Bishop, and addressing 
him with dogged desperation] Ive come here to 
say this. When I proposed to Edith I was 
in utter ignorance of what I was letting my- 
self in for legally. Having given my word, I 
will stand to it. You have me at your mercy: 
marry me if you insist. But take notice that I 
protest. [He sits down distractedly in the railed 
chair.] 

What the devil 
do you mean 
by this? What 
the — 

Confound your 
impertinence, 
what do you — 
Rejjy. Easy, old 
man. Steady, steady, 
steady. [Regmald sub- 
sides into his chair. Hotch- 
kiss sits on his right, ap- 
peasing him]. 

THE BISHOP. I I No, please, Rej. Control 
yourself, Boxer, I beg 


THE GENERAL. 


REGINALD. 


HOTCHKISS. 


[Both 

highly 

incensed] 


(■Easy, 


) I you- 

THE GENERAL. I tcll you I Cant control my- 
self. Ive been controlling myself for the last 
half-hour until I feel like bursting. [He sits 
down furiously at the end of the table next the 
study]. 

SYKES [pointing to the simmering Regmald 
and the boiling General] Thats just it, Bishop. 
Edith is her uncles’ niece. She cant control 
herself any more than they can. And she’s a 
Bishop’s daughter. That means that she’s 
engaged in social work of all sorts: organiz- 
ing shop assistants and sweated work girls 
and all that. When her blood boils about it 
(and it boils at least once a week) she doesnt 
care what she says. 

REGINALD. Well: you knew that when you 
proposed to her. 

SYKES. Yes; but I didnt know that when 
we were married I should be legally respon- 
sible if she libelled anybody, though all her 
property is protected against me as if I were 
the lowest thief and cadger. This morning 
somebody sent me Belfort Bax’s essays on 
Men’s Wrongs; and they have been a perfect 
eye-opener to me. Bishop: I’m not thinking 
of myself: I would face anything for Edith. 
But my mother and sisters are wholly depen- 
dent on my property. I’d rather have to cut 
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off an inch from my right arm than a hundred 
a year from my mother's income. I owe every- 
thing to her care of me. 

Ediiky in dressing-jacket and petticoaty comes 
in through the tower y swiftly and determinedly y 
pamphlet in handy principles up in arms, more 
of a bishop than her father, yet as muck a 
gentlewoman as her mother. She is the typical 
spoilt child of a clerical household: almost as 
terrible a product as the typical spoilt child of a 
Bohemian household: that is, all her childish 
affectations of conscientious scruple and religious 
impulse have been applauded and deferred to 
until she has become an ethical snob of the first 
water. Her father* s sense of humor and her 
mother s placid balance have done something to 
save her humanity; but her impetuous temper and 
energetic will, unrestrained by any touch of 
humor or scepticism, carry everything before 
them. Imperious and dogmatic, she takes com- 
mand of the party at once, 

EDITH [standing behind Cecils chair^ Cecil: 
I heard your voice. I must speak to you very 
particularly. Papa: go away. Go away every- 
body. 

THE BISHOP [crossing to the study door'] I 
think there can be no doubt that Edith 
wishes us to retire. Come. [He stands in the 
doorway, waiting for them to follow], 

SYKES. Thats it, you see. It’s just this out- 
spokenness that makes my position hard, 
much as I admire her for it. 

EDITH. Do you want me to flatter and be 
untruthful? 

SYKES. No, not exactly that. 

EDITH. Does anybody want me to flatter 
and be untruthful? 

HOTCHKISS. Well, since you ask me, I do. 
Surely, it s the very first qualification for 
tolerable social intercourse. 

THE GENERAL [markedly] I hope you will 
always tell me the truth, my darling, at all 
events. 

EDITH [complacently coming to the fireplace] 
You can depend on me for that. Uncle Boxer. 

HOTCHKISS. Are you sure you have any 
adequate idea of what the truth about a 
military man really is? 

REGINALD [aggrcssivcly] Whats the truth 
about you, I wonder? 

HOTCHKISS. Oh, quite unfit for publication 
in its entirety. If Miss Bridgenorth begins 
telling it, I shall have to leave the room. 

REGINALD. I'm not at all surprised to hear 
it. [Rising] But whats it got to do with our 


business here today? Is it you thats going to 
be married or is it Edith? 

HOTCHKISS. I'm so sorry. I get so interested 
in myself that I thrust myself into the front 
of every discussion in the most insufferable 
way. [Reginald, with an exclamation of disgust, 
crosses the kitchen towards the study door]. But 
my dear Rejjy, are you quite sure that Miss 
Bridgenorth i s going to be married? Are you, 
Miss Bridgenorth? 

Before Edith has time to answer her mother 
returns with Leo and Leshia, 

LEO. Yes, here she is, of course. I told you 
I heard her dash downstairs. [5'Ae comes to the 
end of the table next the fireplace], 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [transfixed in the middle 
of the kitchen] And Cecil!! 

LESBiA. And Sinjon! 

THE BISHOP. Edith wishes to speak to Cecil. 
[Mrs Bridgenorth comes to him. Leshia goes into 
the garden, as before]. Let us go into my study. 

LEO. But she must come and dress. Look at 
the hour! 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Come, Lco dear. [Leo 
follows her reluctantly. They are about to go 
into the study with the Bishop], 

HOTCHKISS. Do you know. Miss Bridge- 
north, I should most awfully like to hear 
what you have to say to poor Cecil. 

REGINALD [scandttlized] Well! 

EDITH. Who is poor Cecil, pray? 

HOTCHKISS. One always calls a man that 
on his wedding morning: I dont know why. 
I’m his best man, you know. Dont you think 
it gives me a certain right to be present in 
Cecil's interest? 

THE GENERAL [gravely] There is such a 
thing as delicacy, Mr Hotchkiss. 

HOTCHKISS. There is such a thing as 
curiosity, General. 

THE GENERAL [furious] Dclicacy is thrown 
away here, Alfred. Edith: you had better 
take Sykes into the study. 

The group at the study door breaks up. The 
General fiings himself into the last chair on the 
long side of the table, near the garden door. Leo 
sits at the end, next him, and Mrs Bridgenorth 
next Leo, Reginald returns to the oak chest, to 
be near Leo\ and the Bishop goes to his wife 
and stands by her. 

HOTCHKISS [to Edith] Of course I’ll go if you 
wish me to. But Cecil’s objection to go 
through with it was so entirely on public 
grounds — 

EDITH [with quick suspicion] His objection? 
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SYKES. Sinjon: you have no right to say 
that. I expressly said that Fm ready to go 
through with it. 

EDITH. Cecil: do you mean to say that you 
have been raising difficulties about our 
marriage? 

SYKES. I raise no difficulty. But I do beg 
you to be careful what you say about people. 
You must remember, my dear, that when we 
are married I shall be responsible for every- 
thing you say. Only last week you said on a 
public platform that Slattox and Chinnery 
were scoundrels. They could have got a 
thousand pounds damages apiece from me 
for that if we*d been married at the time. 

EDITH [austerely^ I never said anything of 
the sort. I never stoop to mere vituperation: 
what would my girls say of me if I did? I 
chose my words most carefully. I said they 
were tyrants, liars, and thieves; and so they 
are. Slattox is even worse. 

HOTCHKISS. Fm afraid that would be at 
least five thousand pounds. 

SYKES. If it were only myself, I shouldnt 
care. But my mother and sisters! Ive no right 
to sacrifice them. 

EDITH. You neednt be alarmed. Fm not 
going to be married. 

ALL THE REST. Not! 

SYKES \in constemaiion\ Edith! Are you 
throwing me over? 

EDITH. How can I? you have been before- 
hand with me. 

SYKES. On my honor, no. All I said was that 
I didnt know the law when I asked you to be 
my wife. 

EDITH. And you wouldnt have asked me if 
you had. Is that it? 

SYKES. No. I should have asked you for my 
sake to be a little more careful — not to ruin 
me uselessly. 

EDITH. You think the truth useless? 

HOTCHKISS. Much worsc than useless, I 
assure you. Frequently most mischievous. 

EDITH. Sinjon: hold your tongue. You are 
a chatterbox and a fool! 


MRS BRIDGENORTH 
THE BISHOP 
HOTCHKISS [mildly'] 




I shall not take 

action, Cecil. 

EDITH [to Hotchkiss] Sorry; but you are old 
enough to know better. [To the others] And 
now since there is to be no wedding, we had 
better get back to our work. Mamma: will 
you tell Collins to cut up the wedding cake 


into thirty-three pieces for the club girls. My 
not getting married is no reason why they 
should be disappointed. [iSAe turns to go]. 

HOTCHKISS [gallantly] If youll allow me to 
take Cecil’s place. Miss Bridgenorth— 

LEO. Sinjon! 

HOTCHKISS. Oh, I forgot. I beg your pardon. 
[To Edith f apologetically] A prior engage- 
ment. 

EDITH. What! You and Leo! I thought so. 
Well, hadnt you two better get married at 
once? I dont approve of long engagements. 
The breakfast’s ready: the cake’s ready: 
every tiling’s ready. I’ll lend Leo my veil and 
things. 

THE BISHOP. Fm afraid they must wait 
until the decree is made absolute, my dear. 
And the license is not transferable. 

EDITH. Oh well, it cant be helped. Is there 
anything else before I go off to the Club? 

SYKES. You dont seem much disappointed, 
Edith. I cant help saying that much. 

EDITH. And you cant help looking enor- 
mously relieved, Cecil. We shant be any 
worse friends, shall we? 

SYKES [distractedly] Of course not. Still — 
Fm perfectly ready — at least — if it were not 
for my mother — Oh, I dont know what to 
do. Ive been so fond of you; and when the 
worry of the wedding was over I should have 
been so fond of you again — 

EDITH [petting him] Come, come! dont make 
a scene, dear. Youre quite right. I dont think 
a woman doing public work ought to get 
married unless her husband feels about it as 
she does. I dont blame you at all for throwing 
me over. 

REGINALD [houncing off the chesty and passing 
behind the General to the other end of the table] 
No: dash it! Fm not going to stand this. Why 
is the man always to be put in the wrong? 
Be honest, Edith. Why werent you dressed? 
Were you going to throw him over? If you 
were, take your fair share of the blame; and 
dont put it all on him. 

HOTCHKISS [sweetly] Would it not be 
better — 

REGINALD [violently] Now look here, Hotch- 
kiss. Who asked you to cut in? Is your name 
Edith? Am I your uncle? 

HOTCHKISS. I wish you were: I should like 
to have an uncle Reginald. 

REGINALD. Yah! Sykcs*. are you ready to 
marry Edith or are you not? 

SYKES. Ive already said that Fm quite 
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ready. A promise is a promise. 

REGINALD. We dont want to know whether 
a promise is a promise or not. Cant you 
answer yes or no without spoiling it and 
setting Hotchkiss here grinning like a Che- 
shire cat? If she puts on her veil and goes to 
Church, will you marry her? 

8VKES. Certainly. Yes. 

REGINALD. Thats all right. Now, Edie, put 
on your veil and off w ith you to Church. The 
bridegroom s w'aiting. [He sits down at the 
table], 

EDITH. Is it understood that Slattox and 
Chinnery are liars and thieves, and that I 
hope by next Wednesday to have in my 
hands conclusive evidence that Slattox is 
something much worse? 

SYKES. I made no conditions as to that 
when I proposed to you; and now I cant go 
back. I hope Providence will spare my poor 
mother. I say again I’m ready to marry you. 

EDITH. Then I think you shew great weak- 
ness of character; and instead of taking 
advantage of it I shall set you a better 
example. I want to know is this true. 
produces a pamphlet and takes it to the Bishop; 
then sits down between Hotchkiss and her 
mother]. 

THE BISHOP [reading the title] Do you know 
WHAT YOU ARE GOING TO DO? By A WOMAN WHO 
HAS DONE IT. May I ask, my dear, what she 

did? 

EDITH. She got married. When she had 
three children — the eldest only four years 
old — her husband committed a murder, and 
then attempted to commit suicide, but only 
succeeded in disfiguring himself. Instead of 
hanging him, they sent him to penal servi- 
tude for life, for the sake, they said, of his 
wife and infant children. And she could not 
get a divorce from that horrible murderer. 
They would not even keep him imprisoned 
for life. For twenty years she had to live 
singly, bringing up her children by her own 
work, and knowing that just when they were 
grown up and beginning life, this dreadful 
creature would be let out to disgrace them 
all, and prevent the two girls getting decently 
married, and drive the son out of the country 
perhaps. Is that really the law? Am I to 
understand that if Cecil commits a murder, 
or forges, or steals, or becomes an atheist, I 
cant get divorced from him? 

THE BISHOP. Yes, my dear. That is so. You 
must take liim for better for worse. 


EDITH. Then I most certainly refuse to 
enter into any such wicked contract. What 
sort of servants? what sort of friends? what 
sort of Prime Ministers should we have if we 
took them for better for worse for all their 
lives? We should simply encourage them in 
every sort of wickedness. Surely my husband’s 
conduct is of more importance to me than 
Mr Balfour’s or Mr Asquith’s. If I had known 
the law I would never have consented. I 
dont believe any woman would if she realized 
what she was doing. 

SYKES. But I’m not going to commit 
murder. 

EDITH. How do you know? Ive sometimes 
wanted to murder Slattox. Have you never 
wanted to murder somebody. Uncle Rejjy? 

REGINALD [at Hotchkiss, with intense expres- 
sion] Yes. 

LEO. Rejjy! 

REGINALD. I Said yes; and I mean yes. 
There was one night, Hotchkiss, when I jolly 
nearly shot you and Leo and finished up with 
myself; and thats the truth. 

LEO [suddenly whimpering Oh Rejjy [she 
runs to him and kisses him]. 

REGINALD [wrathfully] Be off. returns 

weeping to her seat]. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH [pettvig 1^0, but Speaking 
to the company at large] But isnt all this great 
nonsense? What likelihood is there of any of 
us committing a crime? 

HOTCHKISS. Oh yes, I assure you. I went 
into the matter once very carefully; and I 
found that things I have actually done — 
things that everybody docs, I imagine — 
would expose me, if I were found out and 
prosecuted, to ten years penal servitude, two 
years hard labor, and the loss of all civil 
rights. Not counting that I’m a private 
trustee, and, like all private trustees, a 
fraudulent one. Otherwise, the widow for 
whom I am trustee would starve occasionally, 
and the children get no education. And I’m 
probably as honest a man as any here. 

THE GENERAL [outraged] Do you imply that 
I have been guilty of conduct that would 
expose me to penal servitude? 

HOTCHKISS. I should think it quite likely. 
But of course I dont know. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. But bless me! marriage 
is not a question of law, is it? Have you chil- 
dren no affection for oneanother? Surely 
thats enough? 

HOTCHKISS. If it’s enough, why get married. 
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MRS BRiDGENORTH. Stuff, Sinjon! Of course 
people must get married. [Uneasily] Alfred: 
why dont you say something? Surely youre 
not going to let this go on? 

THE GENERAL. Ive been waiting for the last 
twenty minutes, Alfred, in amazement! in 
stupefaction! to hear you put a stop to all 
this. We look to you*, it’s your place, your 
office, your duty. Exert your authority at 
once. 

THE BISHOP. You must give the devil fair 
play. Boxer. Until you have heard and 
weighed his case you have no right to con- 
demn him. I’m sorry you have been kept 
waiting twenty minutes; but I myself have 
waited twenty years for this to happen. 
Ive often wrestled with the temptation to 
pray that it might not happen in my own 
household. Perhaps it was a presentiment 
that it might become a part of our old 
Bridgenorth burden that made me warn our 
Governments so earnestly that unless the 
law of marriage were first made human it 
could never become divine. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Oh, do be sensible about 
this. People must get married. What would 
you have said if Cecil’s parents had not been 
married? 

THE BISHOP. They were not, my dear. 

HOTCHKISS. 'I [ Hallo! 

REGINALD. What d’ye mean? 

THE GENERAL. M Eh? 

LEO. Not married! 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. I What! 

SYKES [rising in amazement] What on earth 
do you mean. Bishop? My parents were 
married. 

HOTCHKISS. You Cant remember, Cecil. 

SYKES. Well, I never asked my mother to 
shew me her marriage lines, if thats what 
you mean. What man ever has? I never sus- 
pected — I never knew — Are you joking? Or 
have we all gone mad? 

THE BISHOP. Dont be alarmed, Cecil. Let 
me explain. Your parents were not Angli- 
cans. You were not, I think, Anglican your- 
self until your second year at Oxford. They 
were Positivists. They went through the 
Positivist ceremony at Newton Hall in Fetter 
Lane after entering into the civil contract 
before the Registrar of the West Strand 
District. I ask you, as an Anglican Catholic, 
was that a marriage? 

SYKES [overwhelmed] Great Heavens, no! a 
thousand times no. I never thought of that. 


bU 

I’m a child of sin. [He collapses into the railed 
chair]. 

THE BISHOP. Oh, come, come! You are no 
more a child of sin than any Jew, or Maho- 
metan, or Nonconformist, or anyone else 
born outside the Church. But you see how it 
affects my view of the situation. To me there 
is only one marriage that is holy: the Church’s 
sacrament of marriage. Outside that, I can 
recognize no distinction between one civil 
contract and another. There was a time when 
all marriages were made in Heaven. But 
because the Church was unwise and would 
not make its ordinances reasonable, its 
power over men and women was taken away 
from it; and marriages gave place to contracts 
at a registry office. And now that our 
Governments refuse to make these con- 
tracts reasonable, those whom we in our 
blindness drove out of the Church will be 
driven out of the registry office; and we shall 
have the history of Ancient Rome repeated. 
We shall be joined by our solicitors for seven, 
fourteen, or twenty-one years — or perhaps 
months. Deeds of partnership will replace 
the old vows. 

THE GENERAL. Would you, a Bishop, 
approve of such partnerships? 

THE BISHOP. Do you think that I, a Bishop, 
approve of the Deceased Wife’s Sister Act? 
That did not prevent its becoming law. 

THE GENERAL. But whcii the Government 
sounded you as to whether youd marry a 
man to his deceased wife’s sister you very 
naturally and properly told them youd see 
tliem damned first. 

THE BISHOP [horrified] No, no, really. Boxer! 
You must not — 

THE GENERAL [impatiently] Oh, of course I 
dont mean that you used those words. But 
that was the meaning and the spirit of it. 

THE BISHOP. Not the spirit. Boxer, I pro- 
test. But never mind tliat. The point is that 
State marriage is already divorced from 
Church marriage. The relations between Leo 
and Rejjy and Sinjon are perfectly legal; 
but do you expect me, as a Bishop, to approve 
of them? 

THE GENERAL. I dont defend Reginald. He 
should have kicked you out of the house, 
Mr Hotchkiss. 

REGINALD [rising] How could I kick him 
out of the house? He’s stronger than me: 
he could have kicked me out if it came to 
that. He did kick me out: what else was it 
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but kicking out, to take my wife’s affections 
from me and establish himself in my place? 
[He comes to the hearth], 

HOTCHKISS. I protest, Reginald, I said all 
that a man could to prevent the smash. 

REGINALD. Oh, I know you did: I dont 
blame you; people dont do these things to 
one another: they happen and they cant be 
helped. What was I to do? I was old: she was 
young. I was dull: he was brilliant. I had a 
face like a walnut: he had a face like a mush- 
room. I was as glad to have him in the 
house as she was: he amused me. And we 
were a couple of fools: he gave us good advice 
— ^told us what to do when we didnt know. 
She found out that I wasnt any use to her 
and he was; so she nabbed him and gave me 
the chuck. 

LEO. If you dont stop talking in that dis- 
graceful way about our married life, I’ll 
leave the room and never speak to you again. 

REGINALD. Youre not going to speak to me 
again, anyhow, are you? Do you suppose I’m 
going to visit you when you marry him? 

HOTCHKISS. I hope so. Surely youre not 
going to be vindictive, Rejjy. Besides, youll 
have all the advantages I formerly enjoyed. 
Youll be the visitor, the relief, the new face, 
the fresh news, the hopeless attachment: / 
shall only be the husband. 

REGINALD [savagely^ Will you tell me this, 
any of you? how is it that we always get 
talking about Hotchkiss when our business 
is about Edith? [He fumes up the kitchen to the 
tower and hack to his chair], 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. Will somcbody tell me 
how the world is to get on if nobody is to get 
married? 

SYKES. Will somebody tell me what an 
honorable man and a sincere Anglican is to 
propose to a woman whom he loves and who 
loves him and wont marry him? 

LEO. Will somebody tell me how I’m to 
arrange to take care of Rejjy when I’m 
married to Sinjon. Rejjy must not be allowed 
to marry anyone else, especially that odious 
nasty creature that told all those wicked lies 
about him in Court. 

HOTCHKISS. Let us draw up the first English 
partnership deed. 

LEO. For shame, Sinjon! 

THE BISHOP. Somebody must begin, my 
dear. Ive a very strong suspicion that when 
it is drawn up it will be so much worse than 
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ting married. We shall therefore be doing 
the greatest possible service to morality by 
just trying how the new system would work. 

LESBiA [suddenly reminding them of her for- 
gotten presence as she stands thoughtfully in the 
garden doorway] Ive been thinking. 

THE BISHOP [to Hotchkiss] Nothing like mak- 
ing people think: is there, Sinjon? 

LESBIA [coming to the table, on the Generals 
left] A woman has no right to refuse mother- 
hood. That is clear, after the statistics given 
in The Times by Mr Sidney Webb. 

THE GENERAL. Mr Wcbb lias nothing to do 
with it. It is the Voice of Nature. 

LESBIA. But if she is an English lady it is 
her right and her duty to stand out for honor- 
able conditions. If we can agree on the con- 
ditions, I am willing to enter into an alliance 
with Boxer. 

The General staggers to his feet, momentarily 
stupent and speechless, 

EDITH [miVzg] And I with Cecil. 

LEO [rising] And I with Rejjy and St John. 

THE GENERAL [aghast] An alliance! Do you 
mean a — a — a — 

REGINALD. She Only means bigamy, as I 
understand her. 

THE GENERAL. Alfred: how long more are 
you going to stand there and countenance 
this lunacy? Is it a horrible dream or am I 
awake? In the name of common sense and 
sanity, let us get back to real life — 

Collins comes in through the tower, in aider- 
man s robes. The ladies n ho are standing sit 
down hastily, and look as unconcerned as 
possible, 

COLLINS. Sorry to hurry you, my lord; but 
the Church has been full this hour past; and 
the organist has played all the wedding 
music in Lohengrin three times over. 

THE GENERAL. The Very man we want. 
Alfred: I’m not equal to this crisis. You are 
not equal to it. The Army has failed. The 
Church has failed. I shall put aside all idle 
social distinctions and appeal to the Munici- 
pality. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do, Boxer. He is sure 


to get us out of this difficulty. 

Collins, a little puzzled, comes forward affably 
to Hotchkisses left, 

HOTCHKISS [rising, impressed by the alder- 
manic gowri] Ive not had the pleasure. Will 
you introduce me? 
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breakfast. Mr Alderman Collins, sir, when 
I'm in my gown. 

HOTCHKISS [staggered] Very pleased indeed 
[he sits down again], 

THE BISHOP. Personally I value the counsel 
of my old friend, Mr Alderman Collins, 
very highly. If Edith and Cecil will allow 
him — 

EDITH. Collins has known me from my 
childhood: I’m sure he will agree with me. 

COLLINS. Yes, miss: you may depend on me 
for that. Might I ask what the difficulty is? 

EDITH. Simply this. Do you expect me to 
get married in the existing state of the law? 

SYKES [rising and coming to Collins's left 
elbow] I put it to you as a sensible man: is it 
any worse for her than for me? 

REGINALD [leaving his place and thrusting 
himself between Collins and Sykes, who returns 
to his chair] Thats not the point. Let this be 
understood, Mr Collins. It’s not the man 
who is backing out: it’s the woman. [He 
posts himself on the hearth], 

LESBiA. We do not admit that, Collins. The 
women are perfectly ready to make a reason- 
able arrangement. 

LEO. With both men. 

THE GENERAL. The case is now before you, 
Mr Collins. And I put it to you as one man 
to another: did you ever hear such crazy 
nonsense? 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. The world must go on, 
mustnt it, Collins? 

COLLINS [snatching at this, the first intelligible 
proposition he has heard] Oh, the world will 
go on, maam: dont you be afraid of that. It 
aint so easy to stop it as the earnest kind of 
people think. 

EDITH. I knew you would agree with me, 
Collins. Thank you. 

HOTCHKISS. Have you the least idea of what 
they are talking about, Mr Alderman? 

COLLINS. Oh, thats all right, sir. The par- 
ticulars dont matter. I never read the report 
of a Committee: after all, what can they say 
that you dont know? You pick it up as they 
go on talking. [He goes to the comer of the table 
and speaks across it to the company]. Well, my 
Lord and Miss Edith and Madam and 
Gentlemen, it’s like this. Marriage is toler- 
able enough in its way if youre easygoing and 
dont expect too much from it. But it doesnt 
bear thinking about. The great thing is to 
get the young people tied up before they 
know what theyre letting themselves in for. 


Theres Miss Lesbia now. She waited til she 
started thinking about it; and then it was all 
over. If you once start arguing, Miss Edith 
and Mr Sykes, youll never get married. Go 
and get married first: youll have plenty of 
arguing afterwards, miss, believe me. 

HOTCHKISS. Your warning comes too late. 
Theyve started arguing already. 

THE GENERAL. But you dont take in the full 
— well, I dont wish to exaggerate; but the 
only word I can find is the full horror of the 
situation. These ladies not only refuse our 
honorable offers, but as I understand it — and 
I’m sure I beg your pardon most heartily, 
Lesbia, if I’m wrong, as I hope I am — they 
actually call on us to enter into — I’m sorry 
to use the expression; but what can I say? — 
into ALLIANCES with them under contracts to 
be drawn up by our confounded solicitors. 

COLLINS. Dear me. General: thats some- 
thing new when the parties belong to the 
same class. 

THE BISHOP. Not new, Collins. The Romans 
did it. 

COLLINS. Yes: they would, them Romans. 
When youre in Rome do as the Romans do, 
is an old saying. But we’re not in Rome at 
present, my lord. 

THE BISHOP. We have got into many of 
their ways. What do you think of the con- 
tract system, Collins? 

COLLINS. Well, my lord, when theres a 
question of a contract, I always say, shew it 
to me on paper. If it’s to be talk, let it be 
talk; but if it’s to be a contract, down with 
it in black and white; and then we shall know 
what we’re about. 

HOTCHKISS. Quite right, Mr Alderman. Let 
us draft it at once. May I go into the study 
for writing materials. Bishop? 

THE BISHOP. Do, Sinjon, 

Hotchkiss goes into the library, 

COLLINS. If I might point out a difficulty, 
my lord — 

THE BISHOP. Certainly. [He goes to the fourth 
chair from the General's left, hut before sitting 
down, courteously points to the chair at the end 
of the table next the hearth]. Wont you sit 
down, Mr Alderman? [Collins, very apprecia- 
tive of the Bishop's distinguished consideration, 
sits down. The Bishop then takes his seat], 

COLLINS. We are at present six men to four 
ladies. Thats not fair. 

REGINALD. Not fair to the men, you mean. 

LEO. Oh! Rejjy has said something clever! 
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Can I be mistaken in him? I 

Hotchkiss comes hack with a blotter and some I 
paper. He takes the vacant place in the 7niddle 
of the table between Lesbia and the Bishop. 

COLLINS. I tell you the truth, my lord and 
ladies and gentlemen: I dont trust my judg- 
ment on this subject. Theres a certain lady 
that I always consult on delicate points like 
this. She has a very exceptional experience, 
and a wonderful temperament and instinct 
in affairs of the heart. 

HOTCHKISS. Excuse me, Mr Alderman: Tm 
a snob, and I warn you that theres no use 
consulting anyone who will not advise us 
frankly on class lines. Marriage is good 
enough for the lower classes: they have 
facilities for desertion that are denied to us. 
What is the social position of this lady? 

COLLINS. The highest in the borough, sir. 
She is the Mayoress. But you need not stand 
in awe of her, sir. She is my sister-in-law. [To 
the Bishop^ Ive often spoken of her to your 
lady, my lord. [To Mrs Bndgenorth] Mrs 
George, inaam. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH [startled^ Do you mean 
to say, Collins, that Mrs George is a real 
person? 

COLLINS [equally startled'] Didnt you believe 
in her, maam? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Ncver for a moment. 

THE BISHOP. We always thought that Mrs 
George was too good to be true. I still dont 
believe in her, Collins. You must produce 
her if you are to convince me. 

COLLINS [overwhelmed] Well, I’m so taken 
aback by this that — Well I never!!! Why! 
she’s at the church at this moment, waiting 
to see the wedding. 

THE BISHOP. Then produce her. [Collins 
shakes his head]. Come, Collins! confess. 
Theres no such person. 

COLLINS. There is, my lord: there is, I 
assure you. You ask George. It’s true I cant 
produce her; but you can, my lord. 

THE BISHOP. I! 

COLLINS. Yes, my lord, you. For some reason 
that I never could make out, she has for- 
bidden me to talk about you, or to let her 
meet you. Ive asked her to come here of a 
wedding morning to help with the flowers 
or the like; and she has always refused. But 
if you order her to come as her Bishop, she’ll 
come. She has some very strange fancies, has 
Mrs George. Send your ring to her, my lord 
— ^the official ring — send it by some very 


stylish gentleman — perhaps Mr Hotchkiss 
here would be good enough to take it — and 
she’ll come. 

THE BISHOP [taking off his ring and handing 
it to Hotchkiss] Oblige me by undertaking the 
mission. 

HOTCHKISS. But how am I to know the lady? 

COLLINS. She has gone to the church in 
state, sir, and will be attended by a Beadle 
with a mace. He will point her out to you; 
and he will take the front seat of the carriage 
on the way back. 

HOTCHKISS. No, by heavens! Forgive me, 
Bishop; but you are asking too much. I ran 
away from the Boers because I was a snob. 

I run away from the Beadle for the same 
reason. I absolutely decline the mission. 

THE GENERAL [rising impressivelf] Be good 
enough to give me that ring, Mr Hotchkiss. 

HOTCHKISS. With pleasure. [He hands it to 
him]. 

THE GENERAL. I shall havc great pleasure, 
Mr Alderman, in waiting on the Mayoress 
with the Bishop’s orders; and I shall be proud 
to return with municipal honors. [He stalks 
out gallantly ^ Collins rising for a moment to bow 
to him with marked dignity], 

REGINALD. Boxcr is rather a fine old josser 
in his way. 

HOTCHKISS. His uniform gives him an un- 
fair advantage. He will take all the attention 
off the Beadle. 

COLLINS. I think it would be as well, my 
lord, to go on with the contract while we’re 
waiting. The truth is, we shall none of us 
have much of a look-in when Mrs George 
comes; so we had better finish the writing 
part of the business before she arrives. 

HOTCHKISS. I think I have the preliminaries 
down all right. [Reading] ‘Memorandum of 
Agreement made this day of blank blank 
between blank blank of blank blank in the 
County of blank, Esquire, hereinafter called 
the Gentleman, of the one part, and blank 
blank of blank in the County of blank, here* 
inafter called the Lady, of the other part, 
whereby it is declared and agreed as 
follows.’ 

LEO [rising You might remember your 
manners, Sinjon. The lady comes first. [AS/ie 
goes behind him and stoops to look at the drajf 
over his shoulder]. 

HOTCHKISS. To be sure. I beg your pardon. 
[He alters the draft]. 

! LEO. And you have got only one lady and 
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one gentleman. There ought to be two 
gentlemen. 

COLLINS. Oh, thats a mere matter of form, 
maam. Any number of ladies or gentlemen 
can be put in. 

LEO. Not any number of ladies. Only one 
lady. Besides, that creature wasnt a lady. 

REGINALD. You sliut your head, Leo. This 
is a general sort of contract for everybody: 
it's not your contract. 

LEO. Then what use is it to me? 

HOTCHKISS. You will get some hints from 
it for your own contract. 

EDITH. I hope there will be no hinting. Let 
us have the plain straightforward truth and 
nothing but the truth. 

COLLINS. Yes, yes, miss: it will be all right. 
Theres nothing underhand, I assure you. 
It's a model agreement, as it were. 

EDITH [unconvinced] I hope so. 

HOTCHKISS. What is the first clause in an 
agreement, usually? You know, Mr Aider- 
man. 

COLLINS [at a Well, sir, the Town 

Clerk always sees to that. Ive got out of the 
habit of thinking for myself in these little 
matters. Perhaps his lordship knows. 

THE BISHOP. I’m sorry to say I dont. But 
Soames will know. Alice: where is Soames? 

HOTCHKISS. He’s in there [^pointing to the 
study], 

THE BISHOP [to his tvifc] Coax him to join 
us, my love. [Mrs Bridgenorth goes into the 
study]. Soames is my chaplain, Mr Collins. 
The great difficulty about Bishops in the 
Church of England to-day is that the affairs 
of the diocese make it necessary that a Bishop 
should be before everything a man of busi- 
ness, capable of sticking to his desk for six- 
teen hours a day. But the result of having 
Bishops of this sort is that the spiritual 
interests of the Church, and its influence on 
the souls and imaginations of the people, 
very soon begin to go rapidly to the devil — 

EDITH [shocked] Papa! 

THE BISHOP. I am speaking technically, not 
in Boxer’s manner. Indeed the Bishops them- 
selves went so far in that direction that they 
gained a reputation for being spiritually the 
stupidest men in the country and commerci- 
ally the sharpest. I found a way out of this 
difficulty. Soames was my solicitor. I found 
that Soames, though a very capable man of 
business, had a romantic secret history. His 
father was an eminent Nonconformist divine 


who habitually spoke of the Church of Eng- 
land as The Scarlet Woman. Soames became 
secretly converted to Anglicanism at the age 
of fifteen. He longed to take holy orders, but 
didnt dare to, because his ffither had a weak 
heart and habitually threatened to drop dead 
if anybody hurt his feelings. You may have 
noticed that people with weak hearts are 
the tyrants of English family life. So poor 
Soames had to become a solicitor. When his 
father died — by a curious stroke of poetic 
justice he died of scarlet fever, and was found 
to have had a perfectly sound heart — I 
ordained Soames and made him my chaplain. 
He is now quite happy. He is a celibate; fasts 
strictly on Fridays and throughout Lent; 
wears a cassock and biretta; and has more 
legal business to do than ever he had in his 
old office in Ely Place. And he sets me free 
for the spiritual and scholarly pursuits proper 
to a Bishop. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [coming hack from the 
study 7vith a knitting basket] Here he is. [-SAe 
resumes her seaty and knits], 

Soames comes in in cassock and biretta. He 
salutes the company by blessing them with two 
fingers, 

HOTCHKISS. Take my place, Mr Soames. 
[He gives up his chair to him, and retires to the 
oak chest, on which he seats himself]. 

THE BISHOP. No longer Mr Soames, Sinjon. 
Father Anthony. 

SOAMES [taking his seat] I was christened 
Oliver Cromwell Soames. My father had no 
right to do it. I have taken the name of 
Anthony. When you become parents, young 
gentlemen, be very careful not to label a 
helpless child with views which it may come 
to hold in abhorrence. 

THE BISHOP. Has Alice explained to you 
the nature of the document we are drafting? 

SOAMES. She has indeed. 

LESBiA. That sounds as if you disapproved. 

SOAMES. It is not for me to approve or dis- 
approve. I do the work that comes to my 
hand from my ecclesiastical superior. 

THE BISHOP. Dont be uncharitable, An- 
thony. You must give us your best advice. 

SOAMES. My advice to you all is to do your 
duty by taking the Christian vows of celibacy 
and poverty. The Church was founded to 
put an end to marriage and to put an end to 
property. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Blit how could the world 
go on, Anthony? 
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SOAMES. Do your duty and see. Doing your 
duty is your business: keeping the world 
going is in higher hands. 

LESBiA. Anthony: youre impossible. 

SOAMES \iaJdng up his peri] You wont take 
my advice. I didnt expect you would. Well, 
I await your instructions. 

REGINALD. We got stuck on the first clause. 
What should we begin with? 

SOAMES. It is usual to begin with the term 
of the contract. 

EDITH. What does that mean? 

SOAMES. The term of years for which it is 
to hold good. 

LEO. But this is a marriage contract. 

SOAMES. Is the marriage to be for a year, 
a week, or a day? 

REGINALD. Comc, I say, Anthony! Youre 
worse than any of us. A day! 

SOAMES. Off the path is off the path. An 
inch or a mile: what does it matter? 

LEO. If the marriage is not to be for ever, 
ril have nothing to do with it. I call it im- 
moral to have a marriage for a term of years. 
If the people dont like it they can get 
divorced. 

REGINALD. It ouglit to bc for just as long 
as the two people like. Thats what I say. 

COLLINS. They may not agree on the point, 
sir. It’s often fast with one and loose with 
the other. 

LESBIA. I should say for as long as the man 
behaves himself. 

THE BISHOP. Suppose the woman doesnt 
behave herself? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. The woman may have 
lost all her chances of a good marriage with 
anybody else. She should not be cast adrift. 

REGINALD. So may the man! What about 
his home? 

LEO. The wife ought to keep an eye on him, 
and see that he is comfortable and takes care 
of himself properly. The other man wont 
want her all the time. 

LESBIA. There may not be another man. 

LEO. Then why on earth should she leave 
him? 

LESBIA. Because she wants to. 

LEO. Oh, if people are going to be let do 
what they want to, then I call it simple im- 
morality, [SAe goes indignantly to the. oak chest, 
and perches herself on it close beside Hotchkiss\ 

REGINALD \fvatchzng them sourly] You do it 
yourself, dont you? 

LEO. Oh, thats quite different. Dont make 


foolish witticisms, Rejjy. 

THE BISHOP. We dont seem to be getting 
on. What do you say, Mr Alderman? 

COLLINS. Well my lord, you see people do 
persist in talking as if marriages was all of 
one sort. But theres almost as many different 
sorts of marriages as theres different sorts of 
people. Theres the young things that marry 
for love, not knowing what theyre doing, and 
the old things that marry for money and 
comfort and companionship. Theres the 
people that marry for children. Theres the 
people that dont intend to have children and 
that arnt fit to have them. Theres the people 
that marry because theyre so much run 
after by the other sex that they have to put 
a stop to it somehow. Theres the people that 
want to try a new experience, and the people 
that want to have done with experiences. 
How are you to please them all? Why, youll 
want half a dozen different sorts of contract. 

THE BISHOP. Well, if so, let us draw them 
all up. Let us face it. 

REGINALD. Why should we be held together 
whether we like it or not? Thats the question 
thats at the bottom of it all. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Becausc of the children, 
Rejjy. 

COLLINS. But even then, maam, why should 
we be held together when thats all over — 
when the girls are married and the boys out 
in the world and in business for themselves? 
When thats done with, the real work of the 
marriage is done with. If the two like to stay 
together, let them stay together. But if not, 
let them part, as old people in the work- 
houses do. Theyve had enough of one 
another. Theyve found one another out. 
Why should they be tied together to sit 
there grudging and hating and spiting one 
another like so many do? Put it twenty years 
from the birth of the youngest child. 

SOAMES. How if there be no children? 

COLLINS. Let em take one another on liking. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Collins! 

LEO. You wicked old man! 

THE BISHOP \remonstratin^ My dear, my 
dear! 

LESBIA. And what is a woman to live on, 
pray, when she is no longer liked, as you 
call it? 

SOAMES [with sardonic formality] It is pro- 
posed that the term of the agreement be 
twenty years from the birth of the youngest 
child when there are children. Any amend- 
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merit? 

LEO. I protest. It must be for life. It would 
not be a marriage at all if it were not for life. 

SOAMES. Mrs Reginald Bridgenorth pro- 
poses life. Any seconder? 

LEO. Dont be soulless, Anthony. 

LESBiA. I have a very important amend- 
ment. If there are any children, the man 
must be cleared completely out of the house 
for two years on each occasion. At such 
times he is superfluous, importunate, and 
ridiculous. 

COLLINS. But where is he to go, miss? 

LESBIA. He can go where he likes as long 
as he does not bother the mother. 

REGINALD. And is she to be left lonely — 

LESBIA. Lonely! With her child. The poor 
woman would be only too glad to have a 
moment to herself. Dont be absurd, Rejjy. 

REGINALD. The father is to be a wandering 
wretched outcast, living at his club, and see- 
ing nobody but his friends* wives! 

LESBIA [ironically^ Poor fellow! 

HOTCHKISS. The friends’ wives are perhaps 
the solution of the problem. You see, their 
husbands will also be outcasts; and the poor 
ladies will occasionally pine for male society. 

LESBIA. There is no reason why a mother 
should not have male society. What she 
clearly should not have is a husband. 

soAMES. Anything else. Miss Grantham? 

LESBIA. Yes: I must have my own separate 
house, or my own separate part of a house. 
Boxer smokes: I cant endure tobacco. Boxer 
believes that an open window means death 
from cold and exposure to the night air: I 
must have fresh air always. We can be 
friends; but we cant live together; and that 
must be put in the agreement. 

EDITH. Ive no objection to smoking; and 
as to opening the windows, Cecil will of 
course have to do what is best for his health. 

THE BISHOP, Who is to be the judge of that, 
my dear? You or he? 

EDITH. Neither of us. We must do what the 
doctor orders. 

REGINALD. Doctor be — ! 

LEO [admonitorily^ R^jjy* 

REGINALD [to Soamcs^ You take my tip, 
Anthony. Put a clause into that agreement 
that the doctor is to have no say in the job. 
It’s bad enough for the two people to be 
married to one another without their both 
being married to the doctor as well. 

LESBIA. That reminds me of something 


very important. Boxer believes in vaccina- 
tion: I do not. There must be a clause that 
I am to decide on such questions as I think 
best. 

LEO [to the Bishop^ Baptism is nearly as im- 
portant as vaccination: isnt it? 

THE BISHOP. It used to be considered so, 
my dear. 

LEO. Well, Sinjon scoffs at it: he says that 
godfathers are ridiculous. I must be allowed 
to decide. 

REGINALD. Theyll be his children as well as 
yours, you know. 

LEO. Dont be indelicate, Rejjy. 

EDITH. You are forgetting the very im- 
portant matter of money. 

COLLINS. Ah! Money! Now we’re coming 
to it! 

EDITH. When I’m married I shall have 
practically no money except what I shall 
earn. 

THE BISHOP. I’m sorry, Cecil. A Bishop’s 
daughter is a poor man’s daughter. 

SYKES. But surely you dont imagine that 
I’m going to let Edith work when we’re 
married. I’m not a rich man; but Ive enough 
to spare her that; and when my mother 
dies — 

EDITH. What nonsense! Of course I shall 
w'ork when I’m married. I shall keep your 
house. 

SYKES. Oh, that! 

REGINALD. You Call that work? 

EDITH. Dont you? Leo used to do it for 
nothing; so no doubt you thought it wasnt 
work at all. Does your present housekeeper 
do it for nothing? 

REGINALD. But it will be part of your duty 
as a wife. 

EDITH. Not under this contract. I’ll not 
have it so. If I’m to keep the house, I shall 
expect Cecil to pay me at least as well as he 
would pay a hired housekeeper. I’ll not go 
begging to him every time I want a new 
dress or a cab fare, as so many women have 
to do. 

SYKES. You know very well I would grudge 
you nothing, Edie. 

EDITH. Then dont grudge me my self- 
respect and independence. I insist on it in 
fairness to you, Cecil, because in this way 
there will be a fund belonging solely to me; 
and if Slattox takes an action against you 
for anything I say, you can pay the damages 
and stop the interest out of my salary. 
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SOAMES. You forget that under this con- 
tract he will not be liable, because you will 
not be his wife in law. 

EDITH. Nonsense! Of course I shall be his 
wife. 

COLLINS [his curiosity roused] Is Slattox tak- 
ing an action against you, miss? Slattox is 
on the Council with me. Could I settle it? 

EDITH. He has not taken an action; but 
Cecil says he will. 

COLLINS. What for, miss, if I may ask? 

EDITH. Slattox is a liar and a thief; and it 
is my duty to expose him. 

COLLINS. You surprise me, miss. Of course 
Slattox is in a manner of speaking a liar. If 
I may say so without offence, we re all liars, 
if it was only to spare one another’s feelings. 
But I shouldnt call Slattox a thief. He’s not 
all that he should be, perhaps; but he pays 
his way. 

EDITH. If that is only your nice way of say- 
ing that Slattox is entirely unfit to have two 
hundred girls in his power as absolute slaves, 
then I shall say that too about him at the 
very next public meeting I address. He 
steals their wages under pretence of fining 
them. He steals their food under pretence 
of buying it for them. He lies when he denies 
having done it. And he does other things, as 
you evidently know, Collins. Therefore I 
give you notice that I shall expose him 
before all England without the least regard 
to the consequences to myself. 

SYKES. Or to me? 

EDITH. I take equal risks. Suppose you felt 
it to be your duty to shoot Slattox, what 
would become of me and the children? I’m 
sure I dont want anybody to be shot: not 
even Slattox; but if the public never will 
take any notice of even the most crying evil 
until somebody is shot, what are people to 
do but shoot somebody? 

SOAMES [inexorably] I’m waiting for my 
instructions as to the term of the agreement. 

REGINALD [impatiently^ leaving the hearth and 
going behind Soames] It’s no good talking all 
over the shop like this. We shall be here all 
day. I propose that the agreement holds 
good until the parties are divorced. 

SOAMES. They cant be divorced. They will 
not be married. 

REGINALD. But if they cant be divorced, 
then this will be worse than marriage. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Of COUrSC it will. Do 

stop this nonsense. Why, who are the 


children to belong to? 

LESBiA. We have already settled that they 
are to belong to the mother. 

REGINALD. Not I’m dashed if you have. I’ll 
fight for the ownership of my own children 
tooth and nail; and so will a good many other 
fellows, I can tell you. 

EDITH. It seems to me that they should be 
divided between the parents. If Cecil wishes 
any of the children to be his exclusively, he 
should pay me a certain sum for the risk and 
trouble of bringing them into the world: say 
a thousand pounds apiece. The interest on 
this could go towards the support of the 
child as long as we live together. But the 
principal would be my property. In that way, 
if Cecil took the child away from me, I 
should at least be paid for what it had cost 
me. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [putting down her knitting 
in amazement] Edith! Who ever heard of such 
a thing! ! 

EDITH. Well, how else do you propose to 
settle it? 

THE BISHOP. There is such a thing as a 
favorite child. What about the youngest 
child — the Benjamin — the child of its 
parents’ matured strength and charity, 
always better treated and better loved than 
the unfortunate eldest children of their 
youthful ignorance and wilfulness? Which 
parent is to own the youngest child, payment 
or no payment? 

COLLINS. Tlieres a third party, my lord. 
Thercs the child itself. My wife is so fond of 
her children that they cant call their lives 
their own. They all run away from home to 
escape from her. A child hasnt a grown-up 
person’s appetite for affection. A little of it 
goes a long way with them; and they like a 
good imitation of it better than the real 
thing, as every nurse knows. 

SOAMES. Are you sure that any of us, young 
or old, like the real thing as well as we like an 
artistic imitation of it? Is not the real thing 
accursed? Are not the best beloved always 
the good actors rather than the true sufferers? 
Is not love always falsified in novels and 
plays to make it endurable? I have noticed 
in myself a great delight in pictures of the 
Saints and of Our Lady; but when I fall under 
that most terrible curse of the priest’s lot, 
the curse of Joseph pursued by the wife of 
Potiphar, I am invariably repelled and terri- 
fied. 
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HOTCHKISS. Are you now speaking as a 
saint, Father Anthony, or as a solicitor? 

SOAMES. There is no difference. There is not 
one Christian rule for solicitors and another 
for saints. Their hearts are alike; and their 
way of salvation is along the same road. 

THE BISHOP. But “few there be that find 
it.“ Can you find it for us, Anthony? 

SOAMES. It lies broad before you. It is the 
way to destruction that is narrow and tor- 
tuous. Marriage is an abomination which 
the Church was founded to cast out and re- 
place by the communion of saints. I learnt 
that from every marriage settlement I drew 
up as a solicitor no less than from inspired 
revelation. You have set yourselves here to 
put your sin before you in black and white; 
and you cant agree upon or endure one 
article of it. 

SYKES. It*s certainly rather odd that the 
whole thing seems to fall to pieces the 
moment you touch it. 

THE BISHOP. You scc, wlien you give the 
devil fair play he loses his case. He has not 
been able to produce even the first clause 
of a working agreement; so I’m afraid we 
cant wait for him any longer. 

LESBiA. Then the community will have to 
do without my children. 

EDITH. And Cecil will have to do without me. 

LEO [getting off the chest] And I positively 
will not marry Sinjon if he is not clever 
enough to make some provision for my look- 
ing after Bejjy. [S'Ae leaves Hotchkiss, and goes 
hack to her chair at the end of the table behind 
Mrs Bridgenorth.] 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. And the world will come 
to an end with this generation, I suppose. 

COLLINS. Cant nothing be done, my lord? 

THE BISHOP. You can make divorce reason- 
able and decent: that is all. 

LESBIA. Thank you for nothing. If you will 
only make marriage reasonable and decent, 
you can do as you like about divorce. I have 
not stated my deepest objection to marriage; 
and I dont intend to. There are certain rights 
I will not give any person over me. 

REGINALD. Well, I think it jolly hard that a 
man should support his wife for years, and 
lose the chance of getting a really good wife, 
and then have her refuse to be a wife to him. 

LESBIA. I'm not going to discuss it with you, 
Rejjy. If your sense of personal honor doesnt 
make you understand, nothing will. 

SOAMES [implacMy] I’m still awaiting my 


instructions. 

They look at one another, each waiting for one 
of the others to suggest something. Silence. 

REGINALD [blankly] I suppose, after all, 
marriage is better than — well, than the usual 
alternative. 

SOAMES [turning fiercely on him] What right 
have you to say so? You know that the sins 
that are wasting and maddening this un- 
happy nation are those committed in wedlock. 

COLLINS. Well, the single ones cant afford 
to indulge their affections the same as married 
people. 

SOAMES. Away with it all, I say. You have 
your Master’s commandments. Obey them. 

HOTCHKISS [rising and leaning on the back of 
the chair left vacant by the General] I really 
must point out to you. Father Anthony, that 
the early Christian rules of life were not 
made to last, because the early Christians 
did not believe that the world itself was 
going to last. Now w e know that we shall have 
to go through with it. We have found that 
there are millions of years behind us; and we 
know that there are millions before us. Mrs 
Bridgenorth ’s question remains unanswered 
How is the world to go on? You say that that 
is not our business — that it is the business of 
Providence. But the modern Christian view 
is that we are here to do the business of Pro- 
vidence and nothing else. The question is, 
how? Am I not to use my reason to find out 
why? Isnt that what my reason is for? Well, 
all my reason tells me at present is that you 
are an impracticable lunatic. 

SOAMES. Does that help? 

HOTCHKISS. No. 

SOAMES. Then pray for light. 

HOTCHKISS. No: I am a snob, not a beggar. 
[He sits down in the General's chair]. 

COLLINS. We dont seem to be getting on, 
do we? Miss Edith: you and Mr Sykes had 
better go off to church and settle the right 
and wrong of it afterwards. Itll ease your 
minds, believe me: I speak from experience. 
You will burn your boats, as one might say. 

SOAMES. We should never burn our boats. 
It is death in life. 

COLLINS. Well, Father, I will say for you 
that you have views of your own and are not 
afraid to out with them. But some of us are 
of a more cheerful disposition. On the 
Borough Council now, you would be in a 
minority of one. You must take human 
nature as it is. 
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soAMES. Upon what compulsion must I? Til 
take divine nature as it is. Fll not hold a 
candle to the devil. 

THE BISHOP, Thats a very unchristian way 
of treating the devil. 

REGINALD. Well, wc dont seem to be getting 
any further, do we? 

THE BISHOP. Will you give it up and get 
married, Edith? 

EDITH. No. What I propose seems to me 
quite reasonable. 

THE BISHOP. And you, Lesbia? 

LESBiA. Never. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. Ncvcr is a long word, 
Lesbia. Dont say it. 

LESBIA [ivith a flash of temper] Dont pity me, 
Alice, please. As I said before, I am an Eng- 
lish lady, quite prepared to do without any- 
thing I cant have on honorable conditions. 

SOAMES [after a silence expressive of utter 
deadlock] I am still awaiting my instructions. 

REGINALD. Well, WC dont seem to be get- 
ting along, do we? 

LEO [out of patience] You said that before, 
Rejjy. Do not repeat yourself. 

REGINALD. Oh, bother! [He goes to the garden 
door and looks out gloomily]. 

SOAMES [rising with the paper in his hands] 
Psha! [He tears it in pieces]. So much for your 
contract! 

THE VOICE OF THE BEADLE. By your Icavc 
there, gentlemen. Make way for the Mayor- 
ess. Way for the worshipful the Mayoress, 
my lords and gentlemen. [He comes in through 
the tower, in cocked hat and gold-braided over- 
coat, bearing the borough mace, and posts him- 
self at the entrance]. By your leave, gentlemen, 
way for the worshipful the Mayoress. 

COLLINS [moving back towards the wall] Mrs 
George, my lord. 

Mrs George is every inch a Mayoress in point 
of stylish dressing; and she does it very well in- 
deed. There is nothing quiet about Mrs George; 
she is not afraid of colors, and knows how to 
make the most of them. Not at all a lady in 
Lesbia* s use of the term as a class label, she pro- 
claims herself to the first glance as the trium- 
phant, pampered, wilful, intensely alive woman 
who has always been rich among poor people. In 
a historical museum she would explain Edward 
the Fourth's taste for shopkeepers* wives. Her 
age, which is certainly 40, and might he 50, is 
carried off by her vitality, her resilient figure, and 
her confident carriage. So far, a remarkably well- 
preserved woman. But her beauty is wrecked, like 


an ageless landscape ravaged by long and fierce 
war. Her eyes are alive, arresting, and haunting; 
and there is still a turn of delicate beauty and 
pride in her indomitable chin; but her cheeks are 
wasted and lined, her mouth rvrithen and piteous. 
The whole face is a battle-field of the passions, 
quite deplorable until she speaks, when an alert 
sense of fun rejuvenates her in a moment, and 
makes her company irresistible. 

All rise except Soames, who sits down. Leo 
joins Reginald at the garden door. Mrs Bridge- 
north hurries to the tower to receive her guest, 
and gets as far as Soames* s chair when Mrs 
George appears. Hotchkiss, apparently recog- 
nizing her, recoils in consternation to the study 
door at the furthest corner of the room from her. 

MRS. GEORGE [coming straight to the Bishop 
ivith the ring in her hand] Here is your ring, my 
lord; and here am I. It’s your doing, remem- 
ber: not mine. 

THE BISHOP. Good of you to come. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. How do you do, Mrs 
Collins? 

MRS GEORGE [going to her past the Bishop, and 
gazing intently at her] Are you his wife? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. The Bishop’s wife? Yes. 

MRS GEORGE. What a destiny! And you look 
like any other woman! 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [introducing Lesbia] My 
sister, Miss Grantham. 

MRS GEORGE. So Strangely mixed up with 
the story of the General’s life? 

THE BISHOP. You know the story of his life, 
then? 

MRS GEORGE. Not all. We reached the house 
before he brought it up to the present day. 
But enough to know the part played in it by 
Miss Grantham. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [introducing Leo] Mrs 
Reginald Bridgenorth. 

REGINALD. The late Mrs Reginald Bridge- 
north. 

LEO. Hold your tongue, Rejjy. At least 
have the decency to wait until the decree is 
made absolute. 

MRS GEORGE [to Leo] Well, youve more time 
to get married again than he has, havnt you? 

I MRS BRIDGENORTH [introducing Hotchkiss] 
Mr St John Hotchkiss. 

Hotchkiss, still far ahof by the study door, 
bows. 

MRS GEORGE. What! That![ She makes a half 
tour of the kitchen and ends right in front of him] 
Young man: do you remember coming into 
my shop and telling me that my husband’s 



GETTING MARRIED 


575 


coals were out of place in your cellar, as 
Nature evidently intended them for the 
roof? 

HOTCHKISS. I remember that deplorable 
impertinence with shame and confusion. 
You were kind enough to answer that Mr 
Collins was looking out for a clever young 
man to write advertisements, and that I 
could take the job if I liked. 

MRS GEORGE. It s Still Open. [iSAe turns to 

Edith], 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. My daughter Edith. 
[5Ae comes towards the study door to make the 
introduction], 

MRS GEORGE. The bride! [Looking at Edith* s 
dressing jacket\ Youre not going to get married 
like that, are you? 

THE BISHOP [coming round the table to Edith* s 
left\ Thats just what we are discussing. Will 
you be so good as to join us and allow us the 
benefit of your wisdom and experience? 

MRS GEORGE. Do you Want the Beadle as 
well? He*s a married man. 

They all turn involuntarily and contemplate 
the Beadle, who sustains their gaze with digiiity, 

THE BISHOP. We think there are already 
too many men to be quite fair to the women. 

MRS GEORGE. Right, my lord. [-SAe goes hack 
to the tower and addresses the Beadle] Take 
away that bauble, Joseph. Wait for me 
wherever you find yourself most comfort- 
able in the neighbourhood. [The Beadle with- 
draws, She notices Collins for the first time]. 
Hullo, Bill: youve got em all on too. Go and 
hunt up a drink for Joseph: theres a dear. 
[Collins goes out. She looks at Soames*s cassock 
and biretta]. What! Another uniform! Are you 
the sexton? [He rises], 

THE BISHOP. My chaplain. Father Anthony. 

MRS GEORGE. Oh Lord! [To Soames, coax- 
ingly] You dont mind, do you? 

SOAMES. I mind nothing but my duties. 

THE BISHOP. You know everybody now, I 
think. 

MRS GEORGE [tuming to the railed chair] 
Who s this? 

THE BISHOP. Oh, I beg your pardon, Cecil. 
Mr Sykes. The bridegroom. 

MRS GEORGE [to Adorned for the 

sacrifice, arnt you? 

SYKES. It seems doubtful whether there is 
going to be any sacrifice. 

MRS GEORGE. Well, I Want to talk to the 
women first. Shall we go upstairs and look 
at the presents and dresses? 


MRS BRIDGENORTH. If you wish. Certainly. 

REGINALD. But the men want to hear what 
you have to say too. 

MRS GEORGE. I’ll talk to them afterwards: 
one by one. 

HOTCHKISS [to himself] Great heavens! 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. This Way, Mrs Collins. 
[She leads the way out through the tower, fol- 
lowed by Mrs George, Lesbia, Leo, and Edith], 

THE BISHOP. Shall we try to get through 
the last batch of letters whilst they are away, 
Soames? 

SOAMES. Yes, certainly. [7b Hotchkiss, who 
is in his way] Excuse me. 

The Bishop and Soames go into the study, 
disturbing Hotchkiss, who, plunged in a strange 
reverie, has forgotten where he is. Aivakened by 
Soames, he stares distractedly; then, with sudden 
resolution, goes swiftly to the middle of the 
kitchen, 

HOTCHKISS. Cecil. Rejjy. [Startled by his 
urgency, they hurry to him], I'm frightfully 
sorry to desert on this day; but I must bolt. 
This time it really is pure cowardice. I cant 
help it. 

REGINALD. What are you afraid of? 

HOTCHKISS. I dont know. Listen to me. I 
was a young fool living by myself in London. 
I ordered my first ton of coals from that 
woman's husband. At that time I did not 
know that it is not true economy to buy the 
lowest priced article: I thought all coals were 
alike, and tried the thirteen shilling kind 
because it seemed cheap. It proved unex- 
pectedly inferior to the family Silkstone; and 
in the irritation into which the first scuttle 
threw me, I called at the shop and made an 
idiot of myself as she described. 

SYKES. Well, suppose you did! Laugh at it, 
man. 

HOTCHKISS. At that, yes. But there was 
something worse. Judge of my horror when, 
calling on the coal merchant to make a trifl- 
ing complaint at finding my grate acting as a 
battery of quick-firing guns, and being con- 
fronted by his vulgar wife, I felt in her pre- 
sence an extraordinary sensation of unrest, 
of emotion, of unsatisfied need. I’ll not dis- 
gust you with details of the madness and 
folly that followed that meeting. But it went 
as far as this: that I actually found myself 
prowling past the shop at night under a sort 
of desperate necessity to be near some place 
where she had been. A hideous temptation 
to kiss the doorstep because her foot had 
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pressed it made me realize how mad I was. 
I tore myself away from London by a su- 
preme effort; but I was on the point of return- 
ing like a needle to the lodestone when the 
outbreak of the war saved me. On the field 
of battle the infatuation wore off. The Billiter 
affair made a new man of me: I felt that I 
had left the follies and puerilities of the old 
days behind me for ever. But half-an-hour 
ago — when the Bishop sent off that ring — 
a sudden grip at the base of my heart filled 
me with a nameless terror — me, the fearless! 
I recognized its cause when she walked into 
the room. Cecil; this woman is a harpy, a 
siren, a mermaid, a vampire. There is only 
one chance for me: flight, instant precipitate 
flight. Make my excuses. Forget me. Fare- 
well. [He makes for the door and is confronted 
hy Mrs George entering\ Too late: Fm lost. 
[He turns back and tkrorvs himself desperately 
into the chair nearest the study door; that being 
the furthest away from her']. 

MRS GEORGE [coming to the hearth and ad- 
dressing Reginald] Mr Bridgenorth: will you 
oblige me by leaving me with this young 
man. I want to talk to him like a mother, on 
your business. 

REGINALD. Do, maam. He needs it badly. 
Come along, Sykes. [He goes into the study]. 

SYKES [looks irresolutely at Hotchkiss] — } 

HOTCHKISS. Too late: you cant save me now, 
Cecil. Go. 

Sykes goes into the study. Mrs George strolls 
across to Hotchkiss and contemplates him 
curiously. 

HOTCHKISS. Useless to prolong this agony. 
[Rising] Fatal woman — if woman you are 
indeed and not a fiend in human form — 

MRS GEORGE. Is this out of a book? Or is it 
your usual society small talk? 

HOTCHKISS [recklessly] Jibes are useless: 
the force that is sweeping me away will not 
spare you. I must know the worst at once. 
What was your father? 

MRS GEORGE. A licensed victualler who 
married his barmaid. You would call him a 
publican, most likely. 

HOTCHKISS. Then you are a woman totally 
beneath me. Do you deny it? Do you set up 
any sort of pretence to be my equal in rank, 
in age, or in culture? 

MRS GEORGE. Have you eaten anything 
that has disagreed with you? 

HOTCHKISS [witheringly] Inferior! 

MRS GEORGE. Thank you. Anything else? 


HOTCHKISS. This. I love you. My intentions 
are not honorable. shews no dismay]. 
Scream. Ring the bell. Have me turned out 
of the house. 

MRS GEORGE [with sudden depth of feeling] 
Oh, if you could restore to this wasted ex- 
hausted heart one ray of the passion that once 
welled up at the glance — at the touch of a 
lover! It’s you who would scream then, young 
man. Do you see this face, once fresh and rosy 
like your own, now scarred and riven by a 
hundred burnt-out fires? 

HOTCHKISS [rvildly] Slate fires. Thirteen 
shillings a ton. Fires that shoot out destruc- 
tive meteors, blinding and burning, sending 
men into the streets to make fools of them- 
selves. 

MRS GEORGE. You seem to have got it pretty 
bad, Sinjon. 

HOTCHKISS. Dont dare call me Sinjon. 

MRS GEORGE. My name is Zenobia Alex- 
andrina. You may call me Polly for short. 

HOTCHKISS. Your name is Ashtoreth — 
Durga — there is no name yet invented 
malign enough for you. 

MRS GEORGE downcomfortably] Come! 

Do you really think youre better suited to 
that young saucebox than her husband? You 
enjoyed her company when you were only 
the friend of the family — when there was 
the husband there to shew off against and 
to take all the responsibility. Are you sure 
youll enjoy it as much when you are the 
husband? She isnt clever, you know. She’s 
only silly-clever. 

HOTCHKISS [uneasily leaning against the table 
and holding on to it to coyitrol his nervous move- 
ments] Need you tell me? fiend that you are! 

MRS GEORGE. You amuscd the husband, 
didnt you? 

HOTCHKISS. He has more real sense of 
humor than she. He’s better bred. That was 
not my fault. 

MRS GEORGE. My husband has a sense of 
humor too. 

HOTCHKISS. The coal merchant? — I mean 
the slate merchant. 

MRS GEORGE [appreciatively] He would just 
love to hear you talk. He’s been dull lately 
for want of a change of company and a bit 
of fresh fun. 

HOTCHKISS [flinging a chair opposite her and 
sitting down with an overdone attempt at studied 
insolence] And pray what is your wretched 
husband’s vulgar conviviality to me? 
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MRS QEOROE. YoU loVC mC? 

HOTCHKISS. I loathe you. 

MRS GEORGE. It*s the Same thing. 

HOTCHKISS. Then Tm lost. 

MRS GEORGE. You may come and see me if 
you promise to amuse George. 

HOTCHKISS, ril insult him, sneer at him, 
wipe my boots on him. 

MRS GEORGE. No you wont, dear boy. Youll 
be a perfect gentleman. 

HOTCHKISS \heaten; appealing to her mercy] 
Zenobia — 

MRS GEORGE. Polly, plcase. 

HOTCHKISS. Mrs Collins — 

MRS GEORGE. Sir? 

HOTCHKISS. Something stronger than my 
reason and common sense is holding my 
hands and tearing me along. I make no at- 
tempt to deny that it can drag me where you 
please and make me do what you like. But 
at least let me know your soul as you seem 
to know mine. Do you love this absurd coal 
merchant. 

MRS GEORGE. Call him George. 

HOTCHKISS. Do you love your Jorjy Porjy? 

MRS GEORGE. Oh, I dont know that I love 
him. He’s my husband, you know. But if I 
got anxious about George’s health, and I 
thought it would nourish him, I would fry 
you with onions for his breakfast and think 
nothing of it. George and I are good friends. 
George belongs to me. Other men may come 
and go; but George goes on for ever. 

HOTCHKISS. Yes: a husband soon becomes 
nothing but a habit. Listen: I suppose this 
detestable fascination you have for me is 
love. 

MRS GEORGE. Any sort of feeling for a 
woman is called love nowadays. 

HOTCHKISS. Do you love me? 

MRS GEORGE [promptly] My love is not quite 
so cheap an article as that, my lad. I wouldnt 
cross the street to have another look at you 
— not yet. /’m not starving for love like the 
robins in winter, as the good ladies youre 
accustomed to are. Youll have to be very 
clever, and very good, and very real, if you 
are to interest m e. If George takes a fancy 
to you, and you amuse him enough. I’ll just 
tolerate you coming in and out occasionally 
for — well, say a month. If you can make a 
friend of me in that time so much the better 
for you. If you can touch my poor dying 
heart even for an instant. I’ll bless you, and 
never forget you. You may try — if George 


takes to you. 

HOTCHKISS. I’m to come on liking for the 
month? 

MRS GEORGE. On Condition that you drop 
Mrs Reginald. 

HOTCHKISS. But she wont drop me. Do you 
suppose I ever wanted to marry her? I was a 
homeless bachelor; and I felt quite happy 
at their house as their friend. Leo was an 
amusing little devil; but I liked Reginald 
much more than I liked her. She didnt under- 
stand. One day she came to me and told me 
that the inevitable had happened. I had tact 
enough not to ask her what the inevitable 
was; and I gathered presently that she had 
told Reginald that their marriage was a 
mistake and that she loved me and could no 
longer see me breaking my heart for her in 
suffering silence. What could I say? What 
could I do? What can I say now? What can 
I do now? 

MRS GEORGE. Tell her that the habit of fall- 
ing in love with other men’s wives is growing 
on you; and that I’m your latest. 

HOTCHKISS. What! Throw her over when 
she has thrown Reginald over for me! 

MRS GEORGE [rising] You wont then? Very 
well. Sorry we shant meet again: I should 
have liked to see more of you for George’s 
sake. Goodbye [she m&ves away from him to- 
wards the hearth]. 

HOTCHKISS [appealing] Zenobia — 

MRS GEORGE. I thought I had made a diffi- 
cult conquest. Now I see you arc only one 
of those poor petticoat-hunting creatures 
that any woman can pick up. Not for me, 
thank you. [Inexorable ^ she turns towards the 
tower to go]. 

HOTCHKISS [follo7ving] Dont be an ass, 

Polly. 

MRS GEORGE [stopping] Tliats better. 

HOTCHKISS. Cant you see that I maynt 
throw Leo over just because I should be only 
too glad to. It would be dishonorable. 

MRS GEORGE. Will you be happy if you 
marry her? 

HOTCHKISS. No, great heavens, NO! 

MRS GEORGE. Will she be happy when she 
finds you out? 

HOTCHKISS. She’s incapable of happiness. 
But she’s not incapable of the pleasure of 
holding a man against his will. 

MRS GEORGE. Right, young man. You will 
tell her, please, that you love me: before 
everybody, mind, the very next time you 

U 
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see her. 

HOTCHKISS. But — 

MRS GEORGE. Thosc are my orders, Sinjon. 

I cant have you marry another woman until 
George is tired of you. 

HOTCHKISS. Oh, if only I didnt selfishly 
want to obey you! 

The General comes in from ike garden, Mrs 
George goes half way to the garden door to 
speak to him, Hotchkiss posts himself on the 
hearth, 

MRS GEORGE. Where have you been all this 
time? 

THE GENERAL. Tm afraid my nerves were 
a little upset by our conversation. I just went 
into the garden and had a smoke. Tm all 
right now [he strolls down to the study door and 
presently takes a chair at that end of the big 
tahle\ 

MRS GEORGE. A smoke! Why, you said she 
couldnt bear it. 

THE GENERAL. Good heavens! I forgot! It s 
such a natural thing to do, somehow. 

Lesbia comes in through the tower, 

MRS GEORGE. He’s been smoking again. 

LESBIA. So my nose tells me. [She goes to the 
end of the table nearest the hearth, and sits do7vn\ 

THE GENERAL. Lesbia*. I’m very sorry. But 
if I gave it up, I should become so melancholy 
and irritable that you would be the first to 
implore me to take to it again. 

MRS GEORGE. Thats true. Women drive 
their husbands into all sorts of wickedness 
to keep them in good humor. Sinjon: be off 
with you: this doesnt concern you. 

LESBIA. Please dont disturb yourself, Sinjon. 
Boxer’s broken heart has been worn on his 
sleeve too long for any pretence of privacy. 

THE GENERAL. You are cruel, Lesbia: devil- 
ishly cruel. [He sits down, 7vounded\ 

LESBIA. You are vulgar. Boxer. 

HOTCHKISS. In what way? I ask, as an ex- 
pert in vulgarity. 

LESBIA. In two ways. First, he talks as if 
the only thing of any importance in life was 
which particular woman he shall marry. 
Second, he has no self-control. 

THE GENERAL. Women are not all the same 
to me, Lesbia. 

MRS GEORGE. Why should they be, pray? 
Women are all different: it’s the men who 
are all the same. Besides, what does Miss 
Grantham know about either men or women? 
She’s got too much self-control. 

LESBIA [widening her eyes and lifting her chin 


haughtily^ And pray how does that prevent 
me from knowing as much about men and 
women as people who have no self-control? 

MRS GEORGE. Bccausc it frightens people 
into behaving themselves before you; and 
then how can you tell what they really are? 
Look at me! I was a spoilt child. My brothers 
and sisters were well brought up, like all 
children of respectable publicans. So should 
I have been if I hadnt been the youngest: 
ten years younger than my youngest brother. 
My parents were tired of doing their duty 
by their children by that time; and they 
spoilt me for all they were worth. I never 
knew what it was to want money or anything 
that money could buy. When I wanted my 
own way, I had nothing to do but scream for 
it til I got it. When I was annoyed I didnt 
control myself: I scratched and called names. 
Did you ever, after you were grown up, pull 
a grown-up woman’s hair? Did you ever bite 
a grown-up man? Did you ever call both of 
them every name you could lay your tongue 
to? 

LESBIA [shivering with disgust] No. 

MRS GEORGE. Well, I did. I know what a 
woman is like when her hair’s pulled. I know 
what a man is like when he’s bit. I know 
what theyre both like when you tell them 
what you really feel about them. And thats 
how I know more of the world than you. 

LESBIA. The Chinese know what a man is 
like when he is cut into a thousand pieces, or 
boiled in oil. That sort of knowledge is of no 
use to me. I’m afraid we shall never get on 
with one another, Mrs George. I live like a 
fencer, always on guard. I like to be con- 
fronted with people who are always on guard. 
I hate sloppy people, slovenly people, people 
who cant sit up straight, sentimental people! 

MRS GEORGE. Oh, sentimental your grand- 
mother! You dont learn to hold your own in 
the world by standing on guard, but by 
attacking, and getting well hammered your- 
self. 

LESBIA. I’m not a prize-fighter, Mrs Collins. 
If I cant get a thing without the indignity 
of fighting for it, I do without it. 

MRS GEORGE. Do you? Does it strike you 
that if we were all as clever as you at doing 
without, there wouldnt be much to live for, 
would there? 

THE GENERAL. I’m afraid, Lesbia, the things 
you do without are the things you dont want. 

LESBIA [surprised at his rvit] Thats not bad 
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for the silly soldier man. Yes, Boxer: the 
truth is, I dont want you enough to make 
the very unreasonable sacrifices required by 
marriage. And yet that is exactly why I 
ought to be married. Just because I have the 
qualities my country wants most I shall go 
barren to my grave; whilst the women who 
have neither the strength to resist marriage 
nor the intelligence to understand its infinite 
dishonor will make the England of the future. 
[She rises and walks towards the study\ 

THE GENERAL she is about to pass hirn] 
Well, I shall not ask you again, Lesbia. 

LESBiA. Thank you, Boxer. [5'A^ passes on to 
the study door]. 

MRS GEORGE. Youre quite done with him, 
are you? 

LESBIA. As far as marriage is concerned, 
yes. The field is clear for you, Mrs George. 
[She goes into the study]. 

The General buries his face in his hands. 
Mrs George comes round the table to him. 

MRS GEORGE [sympathetically] She s a nice 
woman, that. And a sort of beauty about her 
too, different from anyone else. 

THE GENERAL [overivkelmed] Oh Mrs Collins, 
thank you, thank you a thousand times. [He 
rises effusively]. You have thawed the long- 
frozen springs [he kisses her hand]^ forgive me; 
and thank you: bless you — [he again takes 
refuge in the garden, choked with emotion]. 

MRS GEORGE [looMug after him triumph ayitly] 
Just caught the dear old warrior on the 
bounce, eh? 

HOTCHKISS. Unfaithful to me already! 

MRS GEORGE. Tm not your property, young 
man: dont you think it. goes over to him 
and faces him]. You understand that? [He 
suddenly snatches her into his arms and kisses 
her]. Oh! You dare do that again, you young 
blackguard; and Til jab one of these chairs 
in your face [she seises one and holds it in readi- 
ness]. Now you shall not see me for another 
month. 

HOTCHKISS [deliberately] I shall pay my first 
visit to your husband this afternoon. 

MRS GEORGE. Youll scc what he’ll say to 
you when I tell him what youve just done. 

HOTCHKISS. What can he say? What dare 
he say? 

MRS GEORGE. Suppose he kicks you out of 
the house? 

HOTCHKISS. How Can he? Ive fought seven 
duels with sabres. Ive muscles of iron. Noth- 
ing hurts me: not even broken bones. Fight- 


ing is absolutely uninteresting to me because 
it doesnt frighten me or amuse me; and I 
always win. Your husband is in all these re- 
spects an average man, probably. He will be 
horribly afraid of me; and if under the stimu- 
lus of your presence, and for your sake, and 
because it is the right thing to do among 
vulgar people, he were to attack me, I should 
simply defeat him and humiliate him [he 
gradually gets his hands Ofi the chair and takes 
it from her, as his words go home phrase by 
phrase]. Sooner than expose him to that, you 
would suffer a thousand stolen kisses, wouldnt 
you? 

MRS GEORGE [in utter consternation] You 
young viper! 

HOTCHKISS. Ha ha! You are in my power. 
That is one of the oversights of your code of 
honor for husbands: the man who can bully 
them can insult their wives with impunity. 
Tell him if you dare. If I choose to take ten 
kisses, how will you prevent me? 

MRS GEORGE. You come within reach of me 
and ril not leave a hair on your head. 

HOTCHKISS [catching her wrists dexterously] 
Ive got your hands. 

MRS GEORGE. Youve not got my teeth. Let 
go; or ril bite. I will, I tell you. Let go. 

HOTCHKISS. Bite away: I shall taste quite 
as nice as George. 

MRS GEORGE. You beast. Let me go. Do you 
call yourself a gentleman, to use your brute 
strength against a woman? 

HOTCHKISS. You are stronger than me in 
every way but this. Do you think I will give 
up my one advantage? Promise youll receive 
me when I call this afternoon. 

MRS GEORGE. After what youve just done? 
Not if it was to save my life. 

HOTCHKISS. I’ll amuse George. 

MRS GEORGE. He wont be in. 

HOTCHKISS [taken aback] Do you mean that 
we should be alone? 

MRS GEORGE [snatcMng away her hands 
triumphantly as his grasp relaxes] Aha! Thats 
cooled you, has it? 

HOTCHKISS [anxiously] When will George 
be at home? 

MRS GEORGE. It wont matter to you whether 
he's at home or not. The door will be slammed 
in your face whenever you call. 

HOTCHKISS. No servant in London is strong 
enough to close a door that I mean to keep 
open. You cant escape me. If you persist. I’ll 
go into the coal trade; make George’s ac- 
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quaintance on the coal exchange: and coax 
him to take me home with him to make your 
acquaintance. 

MRS GEORGE. We have no use for you, young 
man: neither George nor I [she sails away 
from him and sits down at the end of the table 
near the study door\ 

HOTCHKISS [following her and taking the next 
chair round the comer of the tahle^ Yes you 
have. George cant fight for you: I can. 

MRS GEORGE [tuming to face him"] You bully. 
You low bully. 

HOTCHKISS. You havc courage and fascina- 
tion: I have courage and a pair of fists. WeVe 
both bullies, Polly. 

MRS GEORGE. You have a mischievous 
tongue. Thats enough to keep you out of my 
house. 

HOTCHKISS. It must be rather a house of 
cards. A word from me to George — ^just the 
right word, said in the right way — and down 
comes your house. 

MRS GEORGE. Thats why ril die sooner than 
let you into it. 

HOTCHKISS. Then as surely as you live, I 
enter the coal trade tomorrow. George’s 
taste for amusing company will deliver him 
into my hands. Before a month passes your 
home will be at my mercy. 

MRS GEORGE [risings at hay^ Do you think 
I’ll let myself be driven into a trap like this? 

HOTCHKISS. You are in it already. Marriage 
is a trap. You are married. Any man who has 
the power to spoil your marriage has the power 
to spoil your life. I have that power over you. 

MRS GEORGE [desperate^ You mean it? 

HOTCHKISS. I do. 

MRS GEORGE [resolutely^ Well, spoil my 
marriage and be — 

HOTCHKISS [springing wp] Polly! 

MRS GEORGE. Sooner than be your slave I’d 
face any unhappiness. 

HOTCHKISS. What! Even for George? 

MRS GEORGE. There must be honor between 
me and George, happiness or no happiness. 
Do your worst. 

HOTCHKISS [admiring Aer] Are you really 
game, Polly? Dare you defy me? 

MRS GEORGE. If you ask me another question 
I shant be able to keep my hands off you 
[she dashes distractedly past him to the other end 
of the table, herfngers crisping], 

HOTCHKISS. That settles it. Polly: I adore 
you: we were born for one another. As I 
happen to be a gentleman, I’ll never do 


anything to annoy or injure you except that 
I reserve the right to give you a black eye 
if you bite me; but youll never get rid of me 
now to the end of your life. 

MRS GEORGE. I shall get rid of you if the 
beadle has to brain you with the mace for 
it [she makes for the tower], 

HOTCHKISS [running between the table and the 
oak chest and across to the tower to cut her ojf] 
You shant. 

MRS GEORGE [panting Shant I though? 

HOTCHKISS. No you shant. I have one card 
left to play that youve forgotten. Why were 
you SO unlike yourself when you spoke to 
the Bishop? 

MRS GEORGE [agitated beyond measure] Stop. 
Not that. You shall respect that if you respect 
nothing else. I forbid you. [He Icneels at her 
feet]. What are you doing? Get up: dont be a 
fool. 

HOTCHKISS. Polly: I ask you on my knees 
to let me make George’s acquaintance in his 
home this afternoon; and I shall remain on 
my knees til the Bishop comes in and sees 
us. What will he think of you then? 

MRS GEORGE [besidc herself] Wheres the 
poker? 

She rushes to the fireplace; seizes the poker; 
and makes for Hotchkiss, 7vhofiies to the study 
door. The Bishop enters just then and finds 
himself between them, narrowly escaping a blow 
from the poker, 

THE BISHOP. Dont hit him, Mrs Collins. He 
is my guest. 

Mrs George throws down the poker; collapses 
into the nearest chair; and hursts into tears. The 
Bishop goes to her and pats her consolingly on 
the shoulder. She shudders all through at his 
touch, 

THE BISHOP. Come! you are in the house of 
your friends. Can we help you? 

MRS GEORGE [to Hotchkiss, pointing to the 
study] Go in there, you. Youre not wanted 
here. 

HOTCHKISS. You Understand, Bishop, that 
Mrs Collins is not to blame for this scene. 
I’m afraid Ive been rather irritating. 

THE BISHOP. I can quite believe it, Sinjon. 

Hotchkiss goes into the study, 

THE BISHOP [turning to Mrs George with great 
kindness of manner] I’m sorry you have been 
worried [he sits down on her left]. Never mind 
him. A httle pluck, a little gaiety of heart, 
a little prayer; and youll be laughing at him. 

MRS GEORGE. Never fear. I have all that. 
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It was as much my fault as his; and I should 
have put him in his place with a clip of that 
poker on the side of his head if you hadnt 
come in. 

THE BISHOP. You might have put him in 
his coffin that way, Mrs Collins. And I should 
have been very sorry; because we are all fond 
of Sinjon. 

MBS GEORGE. Yes: it's your duty to rebuke 
me. But do you think I dont know? 

THE BISHOP. I dont rebuke you. Who am I 
that I should rebuke you? Besides, I know 
there are discussions in which the poker is 
the only possible argument. 

MRS GEORGE. My lord: be earnest with me. 
I'm a very funny woman, I daresay; but I 
come from the same workshop as you. I 
heard you say that yourself years ago. 

THE BISHOP. Quite so; but then Fm a 
very funny Bishop. Since we are both funny 
people, let us not forget that humor is a 
divine attribute. 

MRS GEORGE. I know nothing about divine 
attributes or whatever you call them; but I 
can feel when I am being belittled. It was 
from you that I learnt first to respect myself. 
It was through you that I came to be able to 
walk safely through many wild and wilful 
paths. Dont go back on your own teaching. 

THE BISHOP. I'm not a teacher: only a 
fellow-traveller of whom you asked the way. 
I pointed ahead — ahead of myself as well 
as of you. 

MRS GEORGE [rising and standing over him 
almost threateningly^ As I’m a living woman 
this day, if I find you out to be a fraud. I'll 
kill myself. 

THE BISHOP. What! Kill yourself for finding 
out something! For becoming a wiser and 
therefore a better woman! What a bad 
reason! 

MRS GEORGE. I have sometimes thought of 
killing you, and then killing myself. 

THE BISHOP. Why on earth should you kill 
yourself — not to mention me? 

MBS GEORGE. So that we might keep our 
assignation in Heaven. 

THE BISHOP [rising and facing her, breathless'] 
Mrs Collins! You are Incognita Appassionata! 

MRS GEORGE. You read my letters, then? 
[With a sigh of grateful relief, she sits down 
quietly, and says] Thank you. 

THE BISHOP [remorsefully] And I have broken 
the spell by making you come here [sitting 
down again]. Can you ever forgive me? 


MRS GEORGE. You couldnt know that it was 
only the coal merchant's wife, could you? 

THE BISHOP. Why do you say only the coal 
merchant's wife? 

MRS GEORGE. Many people would laugh at it, 

THE BISHOP. Poor people! It's so hard to 
know the right place to laugh, isn't it? 

MRS GEORGE. I didnt mean to make you 
think the letters were from a fine lady. I 
wrote on cheap paper; and I never could 
spell. 

THE BISHOP. Neither could I. So that told 
me nothing. 

MRS GEORGE. One thing I should like you 
to know. 

THE BISHOP. Yes? 

MRS GEORGE. We didnt cheat your friend. 
They were as good as we could do at thirteen 
shillings a ton. 

THE BISHOP. Thats important. Thank you 
for telling me. 

MRS GEORGE. I have something else to say; 
but will you please ask somebody to come 
and stay here while we talk? [He rises and 
turns to the study door]. Not a woman, if you 
dont mind. [He nods under standingly and passes 
on]. Not a man either. 

THE BISHOP [stopping] Not a man and not 
a woman! We have no children left, Mrs 
Collins. They are all grown up and married. 

MRS GEORGE. That Other clergyman would 
do. 

THE BISHOP. What! The sexton? 

MRS GEORGE. Yes. He didnt mind my call- 
ing him that, did he? It was only my ignor- 
ance. 

THE BISHOP, Not at all. [He opens the study 
door and calls] Soames! Anthony! [To Mrs 
George] Call him Father: he likes it. [Soaynes 
appears at the study door]. Mrs Collins wishes 
you to join us, Anthony. 

Soames looks puzzled. 

MRS GEORGE. You dont mind. Dad, do you? 
[As this greeting visibly gives him a shock that 
hardly bears out the Bishop's advice, she says 
anxiously] That was what you told me to call 
him, wasnt it? 

SOAMES. I am called Father Anthony, 
Mrs Collins. But it does not matter what you 
call me. [He comes in, and walks past her to the 
hearth]. 

THE BISHOP. Mrs Collins has something to 
say to me that she wants you to hear. 

SOAMES. I am listening. 

THE BISHOP [going back to his seat next her] 
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Now. 

MRS GEORGE. My lord*, you should never 
have married. 

SOAMES. This woman is inspired. Listen to 
her, my lord. 

THE BISHOP [taken aback by the directness of 
the attack^ I married because I was so much 
in love with Alice that all the difficulties and 
doubts and dangers of marriage seemed to 
me the merest moonshine. 

MRS GEORGE. Ycs: it’s mean to let poor 
young things in for so much while theyre in 
that state. Would you marry now that you 
know better if you were a widower? 

THE BISHOP. Tm old now. It wouldnt 
matter. 

MRS GEORGE. But would you if it did matter? 

THE BISHOP. I think I should marry again 
lest anyone should imagine I had found 
marriage unhappy with Alice. 

SOAMES [sternly^ Are you fonder of your 
wife than of your salvation? 

THE BISHOP. Oh, very much. When you 
meet a man who is very particular about his 
salvation, look out for a woman who is very 
particular about her character; and marry 
them to one another: theyll make a perfect 
pair. I advise you to fall in love, Anthony. 

SOAMES [with horror^ I!! 

THE BISHOP. Yes, you! think of what it 
would do for you. For her sake you would 
come to care unselfishly and diligently for 
money instead of being selfishly and lazily 
indifferent to it. For her sake you would 
come to care in the same way for prefer- 
ment. For her sake you would come to care 
for your health, your appearance, the good 
opinion of your fellow creatures, and all the 
really important things that make men work 
and strive instead of mooning and nursing 
their salvation. 

SOAMES. In one word, for the sake of one 
deadly sin I should come to care for all the 
others. 

THE BISHOP. Saint Anthony! Tempt him, 
Mrs Collins; tempt him. 

MRS GEORGE [rising and looking strangely 
before Aer] Take care, my lord; you still have 
the power to make me obey your commands. 
And do you, Mr Sexton, beware of an empty 
heart. 

THE BISHOP. Yes. Nature abhors a vacuum, 
Anthony. I would not dare go about with an 
empty heart; why, the first girl I met would 
fly into it by mere atmospheric pressure. 


Alice keeps them out now. Mrs Collins 
knows. 

MRS GEORGE [a faint convulsion passing like a 
wave over her] I know more than either of 
you. One of you has not yet exhausted his 
first love: the other has not yet reached it. 
But I — I — [she reels and is again convulsed], 

THE BISHOP [saving her from falling Whats 
the matter? Are you ill, Mrs Collins? [He gets 
her back into her chair]. Soames: theres a glass 
of water in the study — quick. [Soames hurries 
to the study door]. 

MRS GEORGE. No. [Soames Dont call. 

Dont bring anyone. Cant you hear anything? 

THE BISHOP. Nothing unusual. [He sits by 
her^ watching her with intense surprise and 
interest]. 

MRS GEORGE. No mUSic? 

SOAMES. No. [He steals to the end of the table 
and sits on her right, equally interested]. 

MRS GEORGE. Do you SCO nothing — not a 
great light? 

THE BISHOP. We are still walking in dark- 
ness. 

MRS GEORGE. Put your hand on my fore- 
head; the hand with the ring. [He does so. 
Her eyes close], 

SOAMES [inspired to prophesy] There was a 
certain woman, the wife of a coal merchant, 
which had been a great sinner — 

The Bishop, startled, takes his hand away, 
Mrs George* s eyes open vividly as she interrupts 
Soames. 

MRS GEORGE. You proplicsy falsely, An- 
thony; never in all my life have I done any- 
thing that was not ordained for me. [More 
quietly] Ive been myself. Ive not been afraid 
of myself. And at last I have escaped from 
myself, and am become a voice for them that 
are afraid to speak, and a cry for the hearts 
that break in silence. 

SOAMES [fvhispering] Is she inspired? 

THE BISHOP. Marvellous. Hush. 

MRS GEORGE. I have earned the right to 
speak. I have dared; I have gone through; 
I have not fallen withered in the fire; I have 
come at last out beyond, to the back of God- 
speed. 

THE BISHOP. And what do you see there, 
at the back of Godspeed? 

SOAMES [hungrily] Give us your message. 

MRS GEORGE [fvith intensely sad reproacK] 
When you loved me I gave you the whole 
sun and stars to play with. I gave you eter- 
nity in a single moment, strength of the 
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mountains in one clasp of your arms, and the 
volume of all the seas in one impulse of your 
souls. A moment only; but was it not enough? 
Were you not paid then for all the rest of 
your struggle on earth? Must I mend your 
clothes and sweep your floors as well? Was it 
not enough? I paid the price without bargain- 
ing: I bore the children without flinching: was 
that a reason for heaping fresh burdens on 
me? I carried the child in my arms: must I 
carry the father too? When I opened the 
gates of paradise, were you blind? was it 
nothing to you? When all the stars sang in 
your ears and all the winds swept you into 
the heart of heaven, were you deaf? were 
you dull? was I no more to you than a bone 
to a dog? Was it not enough? We spent 
eternity together; and you ask me for a 
little lifetime more. We possessed all the 
universe together; and you ask me to give 
you my scanty wages as well. I have given 
you the greatest of all things; and you ask 
me to give you little things. I gave you your 
own soul: you ask me for my body as a play- 
thing. Was it not enough? Was it not enough? 

SOAMES. Do you understand this, my lord? 

THE BISHOP. I have that advantage over 
you, Anthony, thanks to Alice. [He takes Mrs 
George's hand]. Your hand is very cold. Can 
you come down to earth? Do you remember 
who I am, and who you are? 

MRS GEORGE. It was ciiough for me. I did 
not ask to meet you — to touch you — [the 
Bishop quickly releases her hand]. When you 
spoke to my soul years ago from your pulpit, 
you opened the doors of my salvation to me; 
and now they stand open for ever. It was 
enough. I have asked you for nothing since: 
I ask you for nothing now. I have lived: it is 
enough. I have had my wages; and I am 
ready for my work. I thank you and bless 
you and leave you. You are happier in that 
than I am; for when I do for men what you 
did for me, I have no thanks, and no blessing: 
I am their prey; and there is no rest from 
their loving and no mercy from their loathing. 

THE BISHOP. You must take us as we are, 
Mrs Collins. 

SOAMES. No. Take us as we are capable of 
becoming. 

MRS GEORGE. Take me as I am: I ask no 
more. turns her head to the study door and 
cries] Yes: come in, come in. 

Hotchkiss comes softly in from the study. 

HOTCHKISS. Will you be so kind as to tell 


me whether I am dreaming? In there I have 
heard Mrs Collins saying the strangest 
things, and not a syllable from you two. 

SOAMES. My lord: is this possession by the 
devil? 

THE BISHOP. Or the ecstasy of a saint? 

HOTCHKISS. Or the convulsion of the 
pythoness on the tripod? 

THE BISHOP. May not the three be one? 

MRS GEORGE [troubled] You are paining and 
tiring me with idle questions. You are drag- 
ging me back to myself. You are tormenting 
me with your evil dreams of saints and devils 
and — what was it? — [striving to fathom it] the 
pythoness — the pythoness — [giving it up] I 
dont understand. I am a woman: a human 
creature like yourselves. Will you not take 
me as I am? 

SOAMES. Yes; but shall we take you and 
burn you? 

THE BISHOP. Or take you and canonize you? 

HOTCHKISS [gaily] Or take you as a matter 
of course? [Syvifily to the Bishop] We must get 
her out of this: it’s dangerous. [Aloud to her] 
May I suggest that you shall be Anthony’s 
devil and the Bishop’s saint and my adored 
Polly? [Slipping behind her^ he picks up her 
hand from her lap and kisses it over her shoulder]. 

MRS GEORGE [ivaking] What was that? Who 
kissed my hand? [To the Bishop, eagerly] Was 
it you? [He shakes his head. She is mortified]. I 
beg your pardon. 

THE BISHOP. Not at all. Fm not repudiating 
that honor. Allow me [^e kisses her hand]. 

MRS GEORGE. Thank you for that. It was not 
the sexton, was it? 

SOAMES. I! 

HOTCHKISS. It was I, Polly, your ever 
faithful. 

MRS GEORGE [turning and seeing hirri] Let me 
catch you doing it again: thats all. How do 
you come there? I sent you away. [With great 
energy, becoming quite herself again] What the 
goodness gracious has been happening? 

HOTCHKISS. As far as I can make out, you 
have been having a very charming and elo- 
quent sort of fit. 

MRS GEORGE [delighted] What! My second 
sight! [To the Bishop] Oh, how I have prayed 
that it might come to me if ever I met you! 
And now it has come. How stunning! You 
may believe every word I said: I cant remem- 
ber it now; but it was something that was 
just bursting to be said; and so it laid hold 
of me and said itself. Thats how it is, you see. 



564 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


Edith and Cecil Sykes come in through the 
tower. She has her hat on, Leo follows. They 
have evidently been out together. Sykes, with an 
unnatural air, half foolish, half rakish, as if he 
had lost all his self-respect and were determined 
not to let it prey on his spirits, throws himself 
into a chair at the end of the table near the 
hearth and thrusts his hands into his pockets, 
like Hogarth's Rake, without waiting for Edith 
to sit down, She sits in the railed chair, Leo takes 
the chair nearest the tower on the long side of the 
table, brooding, with closed lips. 

THE BISHOP. Have you been out, my dear? 

EDITH. Yes. 

THE BISHOP. With Cecil? 

EDITH. Yes. 

THE BISHOP. Have you come to an under- 
standing? 

No reply. Blank silence. 

SYKES. You had better tell them, Edie. 

EDITH. Tell them yourself. 

The General comes in from the garden, 

THE GENERAL [coming forward to the tahle^ 
Can anybody oblige me with some tobacco? 
Ive finished mine; and my nerves are still far 
from settled. 

THE BISHOP. Wait a moment. Boxer. Cecil 
has something important to tell us. 

SYKES. Weve done it. Thats all. 

HOTCHKISS. Done what, Cecil? 

SYKES. Well, what do you suppose? 

EDITH. Got married, of course. 

THE GENERAL. Married! Who gave you 
away? 

SYKES [jerking his head towards the tower^ 
This gentleman did. [Seeing that they do not 
understand, he looks round and sees that there is 
no one there\ Oh! I thought he came in with 
us. He's gone downstairs, I suppose. The 
Beadle. 

THE GENERAL. The Beadle! What the devil 
did he do that for? 

SYKES. Oh, I dont know: I didnt make any 
bargain with him. [To Mrs George] How 
much ought I to give him, Mrs Collins? 

MRS GEORGE. Five shillings. [To the Bishop] 
I want to rest for a moment; there! in your 
study. I saw it here [she touches her forehead], 

THE BISHOP [opening the study door for her] 
By all means. Turn my brother out if he 
disturbs you. Soames: bring the letters out 
here. 

SYKES. He wont be offended at my offering 
it, will he? 

MUs GEORGE. Not he! He touches children 


with the mace to cure them of ringworm for 
fourpence apiece. [She goes into the study, 
Soames follows her], 

THE GENERAL. Well, Edith, Tm a little dis- 
appointed, I must say. However, Fm glad it 
was done by somebody in a public uniform. 

Mrs Bridgenorth and Lesbia come in through 
the tower, Mrs Bridgenorth makes for the Bishop, 
He goes to her, and they meet near the oak chest, 
Lesbia comes between Sykes and Edith. 

THE BISHOP. Alice, my love, theyre married. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH [jplacidly] Oh, well, thats 
all right. Better tell Collins. 

Soames comes back from the study with his 
writing materials. He seats himself at the nearest 
end of the table and goes on with his work, 
Hotchkiss sits dorvn in the next chair round the 
table corner, with his back to him. 

LESBIA. You have both given in, have you? 

EDITH. Not at all. We have provided for 
everything. 

SOAMES. How? 

EDITH. Before going to the church, we 
went to the office of that insurance company 
— whats its name, Cecil? 

SYKES. The British Family Insurance Cor- 
poration. It insures you against poor relations 
and all sorts of family contingencies. 

EDITH. It has consented to insure Cecil 
against libel actions brought against him on 
my account. It will give us specially low 
terms because I am a Bishop’s daughter. 

SYKES. And I have given Edie my solemn 
word that if I ever commit a crime I’ll knock 
her down before a witness and go off to 
Brighton with another lady. 

LESBIA. Thats what you call providing for 
everything! [She goes to the middle of the table 
on the garden side and sits down], 

LEO. Do make him see that there are no 
worms before he knocks you down, Edith. 
Wheres Rejjy? 

REGINALD [coming in from the study] Here. 
Whats the matter? 

LEO [springing up and flouncing round to him] 
Whats the matter! You may well ask. While 
Edie and Cecil were at the insurance office 
I took a taxy and went off to your lodgings; 
and a nice mess I found everything in. Your 
clothes are in a disgraceful state. Your liver- 
pad has been made into a kettle-holder. 
Youre no more fit to be left to yourself than 
a one-year-old baby. 

REGINALD. Oh, I cant be bothered looking 
after things like that. Fm all right. 
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LEO. Youre not: youre a disgrace. You never 
consider that youre a disgrace to me: you 
think only of yourself. You must come home 
with me and be taken proper care of: my 
conscience will not allow me to let you live 
like a pig. [iSAe arranges his neckiie\ You must 
stay with me until I marry Sin j on; and then 
we can adopt you or something. 

REGINALD [breaking loose from her and siump- 
ing off past Hotchkiss towards the hearth] No, 
I m dashed if I’ll be adopted by Sinjon. You 
can adopt him if you like. 

HOTCHKISS [rising] I suggest that that would 
really be the better plan, Leo. Ive a con- 
fession to make to you. I’m not the man you 
took me for. Your objection to Rejjy was 
that he had low tastes. 

REGINALD [turning] Was it? by George! 

LEO. I said slovenly habits. I never thought 
he had really low tastes until I saw that 
woman in court. How he could have chosen 
such a creature and let her write to him 
after — 

REGINALD. Is this fair? I never — 

HOTCHKISS. Of course you didnt, Rejjy. 
Dont be silly, Leo. It’s I who really have 
low tastes. 

LEO. You! 

HOTCHKISS. Ive fallen in love with a coal 
merchant’s wife. I adore her. I would rather 
have one of her boot-laces than a lock of your 
hair. [He folds his arms and stands like a rock], 

REGINALD. You damned scoundrel, how 
dare you throw my wife over like that before 
my face? [He seems on the point of assaulting 
Hotchkiss when Leo gets between them and draws 
Reginald away towards the study door], 

LEO. Dont take any notice of him, Rejjy. 
Go at once and get that odious decree 
demolished or annulled or whatever it is. 
Tell Sir Gorell Barnes that I have changed 
my mind. [7b Hotchkiss] I might have known 
that you were too clever to be really a 
gentleman. [iSAc takes Reginald away to the 
oak chest and seats him there. He chuckles, 
Hotchkiss resumes his seat, brooding], 

THE BISHOP. All the problems appear to be 
solving themselves. 

LESBiA. Except mine. 

THE GENERAL. But, my dear Lesbia, you 
see what has happened here today. [Coming 
a little nearer and bending his face towards hers] 
Now I put it to you, does it not shew you 
the folly of not marrying? 

LESBIA. No: I cant say it does. And [n«7ig] 


you have been smoking again, 

THE GENERAL. You drive me to it, Lesbia. 

I cant help it. 

LESBIA [standing behind her chair with her 
hands on the back of it and looking radiant] Well, 

I wont scold you today. I feel in particularly 
good humor just now. 

THE GENERAL. May I ask why, Lesbia? 

LESBIA [drawing a large breath] To think 
that after all the dangers of the morning I 
am still unmarried! still independent! still 
my own mistress! still a glorious strong- 
minded old maid of old England! 

Soames silently spriiigs up and makes a long 
stretch from his end of the table to shake her 
hand across it. 

THE GENERAL. Do you find any real happi- 
ness in being your own mistress? Would it 
not be more generous — would you not be 
happier as someone else’s mistress — 

LESBIA. Boxer! 

THE GENERAL [rising, horrified] No, no, you 
must know, my dear Lesbia, that I was not 
using the word in its improper sense. I am 
sometimes unfortunate in my choice of 
expressions; but you know what I mean. I 
feel sure you would be happier as my wife. 

LESBIA. I daresay I should, in a frowsty sort 
of way. But I prefer my dignity and my 
independence. I’m afraid I think this rage 
for happiness rather vulgar. 

THE GENERAL. Oh, vcry wcll, Lcsbia. I shall 
not ask you again. [He sits donm huffily], 

LESBIA. You will. Boxer; but it will be no 
use. also sits donm again and puts her 

hand almost affectionately on Aw]. Some day I 
hope to make a friend of you; and then we 
shall get on very nicely. 

THE GENERAL [starting up again] Ha! I 
think you are hard, Lesbia. I shall make a 
fool of myself if I remain here. Alice: I shall 
go into the garden for a while. 

COLLINS [appearing in the toiver] I think 
everything is in order now, maam. 

THE GENERAL [going to him] Oh, by the way, 
could you oblige me — [the rest of the sentence 
is lost in a fvhisper], 

COLLINS. Certainly, General. [He takes out a 
tobacco pouch and hands it to the General, who 
takes it and goes into the garden], 

LESBIA. I dont believe theres a man in 
England who really and truly loves his wife 
as much as he loves his pipe. 

THE BISHOP. By the way, what has happened 
to the wedding party? 

n 2 
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SYKES. I dont know. There wasnt a soul in 
the church when we were married except 
the pew opener and the curate who did the 
job. 

EDITH. They had all gone home. 

MRS BRiDGENORTH. But the bridesmaids? 

COLLINS. Me and the beadle have been all 
over the place in a couple of taxies, maam; 
and weve collected them all. They were a 
good deal disappointed on account of their 
dresses, and thought it all rather irregular; 
but theyve agreed to come to the breakfast. 
The truth is, theyre wild with curiosity to 
know how it all happened. The organist held 
on until the organ was nigh worn out, and 
himself worse than the organ. He asked me 
particularly to tell you, my lord, that he held 
back Mendelssohn til the very last; but when 
that was gone he thought he might as well 
go too. So he played God Save The King and 
cleared out the church. He’s coming to the 
breakfast to explain. 

LEO. Please remember, Collins, that there 
is no truth whatever in the rumor that I am 
separated from my husband, or that there is, 
or ever has been, anything between me and 
Mr Hotchkiss. 

COLLINS. Bless you, maam! one could always 
see that. [To Mrs Bridgenorth] Will you 
receive here or in the hall, maam? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. In the hall. Alfred: 
you and Boxer must go there and be ready 
to keep the first arrivals talking til we come. 
We have to dress Edith. Come, Lesbia: come, 
Leo: we must all help. Now, Edith. [Leshia, 
Leo, and Edith go out through the to7ver\ 
Collins: we shall want you when Miss Edith’s 
dressed to look over her veil and things and 
see that theyre all right. 

COLLINS. Yes, maam. Anything you would 
like mentioned about Miss Lesbia, maam? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. No. She wont have the 
General. I think you may take that as final. 

COLLINS. What a pity, maam! A fine lady 
wasted, maam. [They shake their heads sadly; 
and Mrs Bridgenorth goes out through the 
torver\ 

THE BISHOP. I’m going to the hall, Collins, 
to receive. Rejjy: go and tell Boxer; and come 
both of you to help with the small talk. 
Come, Cecil. [He goes out through the tower, 
followed by Sykes\ 

REGINALD [io Hotchkiss'] Youve always talked 
a precious lot about behaving like a gentle- 
man. Well, if you think youve behaved like 


a gentleman to Leo, youre mistaken. And I 
shall have to take her part, remember that. 

HOTCHKISS. I understand. Your doors are 
closed to me. 

REGINALD [quickly] Oh no. Dont be hasty. 

I think I should like you to drop in after a 
while, you know. She gets so cross and upset 
when theres nobody to liven up the house a 
bit. 

HOTCHKISS. I’ll do my best. 

REGINALD [relieved] Righto. You dont mind, 
old chap, do you? 

HOTCHKISS. It’s Fate. Ive touched coal; and 
my hands are black; but theyre clean. So 
long, Rejjy. [They shake hands; and Reginald 
goes into the garden to collect Boxer]. 

COLLINS. Excuse me, sir; but do you stay 
to breakfast? Your name is on one of the 
covers; and I should like to change it if youre 
not remaining. 

HOTCHKISS. How do I know? Is my destiny 
any longer in my own hands? Go: ask she 

WHO MUST BE OBEYED. 

COLLINS [awestruck] Has Mrs George taken 
a fancy to you, sir? 

HOTCHKISS. Would shc had! Worse, man, 
worse: Ive taken a fancy to Mrs George. 

COLLINS. Dont despair, sir: if George likes 
your conversation youll find their house a 
very pleasant one: livelier than Mr Reginald’s 
was, I daresay. 

HOTCHKISS [calling] Polly. 

COLLINS [pro7nptly] Oh, if it’s come to Polly 
already, sir, I should say you were all right. 

Mrs George appears at the door of the study. 

HOTCHKISS. Your brother-in-law wishes to 
know whether I’m to stay for the wedding 
breakfast. Tell him. 

MRS GEORGE. He stays. Bill, if he chooses 
to behave himself. 

HOTCHKISS [to Collins] May I, as a friend 
of the family, have the privilege of calling 
you Bill? 

COLLINS. With pleasure, sir. I’m sure, sir. 

HOTCHKISS. My own pet name in the bosom 
of my family is Sonny. 

MRS GEORGE. Why didnt you tell me that 
before? Sonny is just the name I wanted for 
you. [aSAc pats his cheek familiarly: he rises 
abruptly and goes to the hearth, where he throws 
himself moodily into the railed chair]. Bill: I’m 
not going into the hall until there are enough 
people there to make a proper little court 
for me. Send the Beadle for me when you 
think it looks good enough. 
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COLLINS. Right, maam. \He goes out through 
the tower'], 

Mrs George, left alone with Hotchkiss and 
Soames, suddenly puts her hands on Soames^s 
shoulders and bends over hirri], 

MRS OEOROE. The Bishop said I was to 
tempt you, Anthony. 

SOAMES [without looking round] Woman: go 
away. 

MRS GEORGE. Anthony: 

“When other lips and other hearts 
Their tale of love shall tell 

HOTCHKISS [sardonically] 

In language whose excess imparts 
The power they feel so well. 

MRS GEORGE. 

Though hollow hearts may wear a mask 
Twould break your own to see, 

In such a moment I but ask 
That youll remember me.” 

And you will, Anthony. I shall put my spell 
on you. 

SOAMES. Do you think that a man who has 
sung the Magnificat and adored the Queen 
of Heaven has any ears for such trash as that 
or any eyes for such trash as you — saving 
your poor little soul’s presence. Go home to 
your duties, woman. 

MRS GEORGE [highly approving his fortitude] 
Anthony: I adopt you as my father. Thats 
the talk! Give me a man whose whole life 
doesnt hang on some scrubby woman in the 
next street; and I’ll never let him go [she 
slaps him heartily on the hack]. 

SOAMES. Thats enough. You have another 
man to talk to. I’m busy. 

MRS GEORGE [leaving Soames and going a step 
or tivo nearer Hotchkiss] Why arnt you like 
him. Sonny? Why do you hang on to a scrubby 
woman in the next street? 

HOTCHKISS [thoughtfully] I must apologize 
to Billiter. 

MRS GEORGE. Who is Billiter? 

HOTCHKISS. A man who eats rice pudding 
with a spoon. Ive been eating rice pudding 
with a spoon ever since I saw you first. [He 
rises]. We all eat our rice pudding with a 
spoon, dont we, Soames? 

SOAMES. We are members of one another. 
There is no need to refer to me. In the first 
place. I’m busy: in the second, youll find it 
all in the Church Catechism, which contains 
most of the new discoveries with which the 
age is bursting. Of course you should apolo- 
gize to Billiter. He is your equal. He will go 


to the same heaven if he behaves himself 
and to the same hell if he doesnt. 

MRS GEORGE [sitting down] And so will my 
husband the coal merchant. 

HOTCHKISS. If I were your husband’s 
superior here I should be his superior in 
heaven or hell: equality lies deeper than 
that. The coal merchant and I are in love 
with the same woman. That settles the ques- 
tion for me for ever. [He prowls across the 
kitchen to the garden door, deep in thought], 

SOAMES. Psha! 

MRS GEORGE. You dont bclicve in women, 
do you, Anthony? He might as well say that 
he and George both like fried fish. 

HOTCHKISS. I do not like fried fish. Dont be 
low, Polly. 

SOAMES. Woman: do not presume to accuse 
me of unbelief. And do you, Hotchkiss, not 
despise this woman’s soul because she speaks 
of fried fish. Some of the victims of the Mira- 
culous Draught of Pishes were fried. And I 
eat fried fish every Friday and like it. You 
are as ingrained a snob as ever. 

HOTCHKISS [impatiently] My dear Anthony: 
I find you merely ridieulous as a preacher, 
because you keep referring me to places and 
documents and alleged occurrences in which, 
as a matter of fact, I dont believe. I dont 
believe in anything but my own will and my 
own pride and honor. Your fishes and your 
catechisms and all the rest of it make a 
charming poem which you call your faith. It 
fits you to perfection; but it doesnt fit me. I 
happen, like Napoleon, to prefer Mahomet- 
anism. [Mrs George, associating Mahomet- 
anism ivith polygamy, looks at him with quick 
suspicion]. I believe the whole British Empire 
will adopt a reformed Mahometanism before 
the end of the century. The character of 
Mahomet is congenial to me. I admire him, 
and share his views of life to a considerable 
extent. That beats you, you see, Soames. 
Religion is a great force: the only real motive 
force in the world; but what you fellows dont 
understand is that you must get at a man 
through his own religion and not through 
yours. Instead of facing that fact, you per- 
sist in trying to convert all men to your own 
little sect, so that you can use it against them 
afterwards. You are all missionaries and 
proselytizers trying to uproot the native 
religion from your neighbor’s flowerbeds 
and plant your own in its place. You would 
rather let a child perish in ignorance than 
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have it taught by a rival sectary. You talk to i 
me of the quintessential equality of coal 
merchants and British officers; and yet you 
cant see the quintessential equality of all the 
religions. Who are you, anyhow, that you 
should know better than Mahomet or Con- 
fucius or any of the other Johnnies who have 
been on this job since the world existed? 

MRS GEORGE [admiring his eloquence] George 
will like you, Sonny. You should hear him 
talking about the Church. 

soAMES. Very well, then: go to your doom, 
both of you. There is only one religion for 
me: that which my soul knows to be true; but 
even irreligion has one tenet; and that is the 
sacredness of marriage. You two are on the 
verge of deadly sin. Do you deny that? 

HOTCHKISS. You forget, Anthony: the 
marriage itself is the deadly sin according 
to you. 

soAMES. The question is not now what I 
believe, but what you believe. Take the vows 
with me; and give up that woman if you have 
the strength and the light. But if you are 
still in the grip of this world, at least respect 
its institutions. Do you believe in marriage 
or do you not? 

HOTCHKISS. My soul is utterly free from 
any such superstition. I solemnly declare 
that between this woman, as you impolitely 
call her, and me, I see no barrier that my 
conscience bids me respect. I loathe the 
whole marriage morality of the middle classes 
with all my instincts. If I were an eighteenth 
century marquis I could not feel more free 
with regard to a Parisian citizen s wife than 
I do with regard to Polly. I despise all this 
domestic purity business as the lowest depth 
of narrow, selfish, sensual, wife-grabbing 
vulgarity. 

MRS GEORGE [rising promptly] Oh, indeed. 
They youre not coming home with me, young 
man. Pm sorry; for it’s refreshing to have 
met once in my life a man who wasnt fright- 
ened by my wedding ring; but Pm looking 
out for a friend and not for a French marquis; 
so youre not coming home with me, 

HOTCHKISS [inexorably] Yes, I am. 

MRS GEORGE. No. 

HOTCHKISS. Yes. Think again. You know 
your set pretty well, I suppose, your petty 
tradesmen’s set. You know all its scandals 
and hypocrisies, its jealousies and squabbles, 
its hundreds of divorce cases that never come 
into courti as well as its tens that do. 


MRS GEORGE. Wc’re not angels. I know a 
few scandals; but most of us are too dull to 
be anything but good. 

HOTCHKISS. Then you must have noticed 
that just as all murderers, judging by their 
edifying remarks on the scaffold, seem to be 
devout Christians, so all libertines, both male 
and female, are invariably people overflowing 
with domestic sentimentality and professions 
of respect for the conventions they violate 
in secret. 

MRS GEORGE. Well, you dont expect them 
to give themselves away, do you? 

HOTCHKISS. They are people of sentiment, 
not of honor. Now, Pm not a man of senti- 
ment, but a man of honor. I know well what 
will happen to me when once I cross the 
threshold of your husband’s house and break 
bread with him. This marriage bond which 
I despise will bind me as it never seems to 
bind the people who believe in it, and whose 
chief amusement it is to go to the theatres 
where it is laughed at. Soames: youre a Com- 
munist, arnt you? 

SOAMES. I am a Christian. That obliges me 
to be a Communist. 

HOTCHKISS. And you believe that many of 
our landed estates were stolen from the 
Church by Henry the eighth? 

SOAMES. I do not merely believe that: I 
k n o w it as a lawyer. 

HOTCHKISS. Would you steal a turnip from 
one of the landlords of those stolen lands? 

SOAMES [fencing niih the question] They have 
no right to their lands. 

HOTCHKISS. Thats not what I ask you. 
Would you steal a turnip from one of the 
fields they have no right to? 

SOAMES. I do not like turnips. 

HOTCHKISS. As you are a lawyer, answer me. 

SOAMES. I admit that I should probably not 
do so. I should perhaps be wrong not to steal 
the turnip: I cant defend my reluctance to 
do so; but I think I should not do so. I know 
I should not do so. 

HOTCHKISS. Neither shall I be able to steal 
George’s wife. I have stretched out my hand 
for that forbidden fruit before; and I know 
that my hand will always come back empty. 
To disbelieve in marriage is easy: to love a 
j married woman is easy; but to betray a com- 
I rade, to be disloyal to a host, to break the 
covenant of bread and salt, is impossible. 
You may take me home with you, Polly: you 
have nothing to fear. 
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MRS OEOROE. And nothing to hope? 

HOTCHKISS. Since you put it in that more 
than kind way, Polly, absolutely nothing. 

MRS GEORGE. Hm! Like most men, you 
think you know everything a woman wants, 
dont you? But the thing one wants most has 
nothing to do with marriage at all. Perhaps 
Anthony here has a glimmering of it. Eh, 
Anthony? 

SOAMES. Christian fellowship? 

MRS GEORGE. You Call it that, do you? 

SOAMES. Wliat do you call it? 


COLLINS [appearing in the torver with the 
Beadle'] Now, Polly, the halPs full; and theyre 
waiting for you. 

THE BEADLE. Make Way there, gentlemen, 
please. Way for the worshipful the Mayoress. 
If you please, my lords and gentlemen. By 
your leave, ladies and gentlemen: way for the 
Mayoress. 

Mrs George takes Hotchkiss's arm, and goes 
out, preceded hy the Beadle. 

Soames resumes his writing tranquilly. 

THE END 


xvn 

THE SHEWING-UP OF BLANCO POSNET 

A SERMON IN CRUDE MELODRAMA (1909) 


A number of women are sitting together in a 
dig room not unlike an old English tithe barn in 
its timbered construction, but with tvindows high 
up next the roof. It is furnished as a courthouse, 
with the floor raised next the walls, and on this 
raised flooring a seat for the Sheriff, a rough 
jury box on his right, and a bar to put prisoners 
to on his left. In the well in the middle is a table 
with benches round it. A few other benches are in 
disorder round the room. The autumn sun is shin- 
ing warmly through the windows and the open 
door. The women, whose dress and speech are 
those of pioneers of civilization in a territory of 
the United States of America, are seated round 
the table and on the benches, shucking nuts. The 
conversation is at its height. 

BABSY [a bumptious young slattern, with some 
good looks] I say that a man that would steal 
a horse would do anything. 

LOTTIE [a sentimental girl, neat and clean] 
Well, I never should look at it in that way. 
I do think killing a man is worse any day than 
stealing a horse. 

HANNAH [elderly and wise] I dont say it*s 
right to kill a man. In a place like this, 
where every man has to have a revolver, and 
where theres so much to try people’s tem- 
pers, the men get to be a deal too free with 
one another in the way of shooting. God 
knows it’s hard enough to have to bring a boy 
into the world and nurse him up to be a man 
only to have him brought home to you on a 
shutter, perhaps for nothing, or only just to 
shew that the man that killed him wasnt 


afraid of him. But men are like children 
when they get a gun in their hands: theyre 
not content til theyve used it on somebody. 

JESSIE [a good-natured but sharp-tongued, 
hoity-toity young woman; Babsy's rival in good 
looks and her superior in tidiness] They shoot 
for the love of it. Look at them at a lynching. 
Theyre not content to hang the man; but 
directly the poor creature is swung up they 
all shoot him full of holes, w^asting their cart- 
ridges that cost solid money, and pretending 
they do it in horror of his wickedness, though 
half of them would have a rope round their 
owm necks if all they did was known. Let 
alone the mess it makes. 

LOTTIE. I wish w e could get more civilized. 
I dont like all this lynching and shooting. I 
dont believe any of us like it, if the truth 
w'ere known. 

BABSY. Our Sheriff is a real strong man. 
You want a strong man for a rough lot like 
our people here. He aint afraid to shoot and 
he aint afraid to hang. Lucky for us quiet 
ones, too. 

JESSIE. Oh, dont talk to me. I know what 
men are. Of course he aint afraid to shoot 
and he aint afraid to hang. Wheres the risk 
in that with the law on his side and the whole 
crowd at his back longing for the lynching as 
if it was a spree? Would one of them own to 
it or let him own to it if they lynched the 
wrong man? Not them. What they call justice 
in this place is nothing but a breaking out of 
the devil thats in all of us. What I want to 
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see is a Sheriff that aint afraid not to shoot i 
and not to hang. 

EMMA [a sneak who sides with Babsy or Jessie, 
according to the fortune of war'] Well, I must 
say it does sicken me to see Sheriff Kemp 
putting down his foot, as he calls it. Why 
dont he put it down on his wife? She wants 
it worse than half the men he lynches. He 
and his Vigilance Committee, indeed! 

BABSY {incensed] Oh, well! if people are 
eoinff to take the part of horse-thieves against 
the Sheriff — ? 

JESSIE. Who’s taking the part of horse- 
thieves against the Sheriff? 

BABSY. You are. Waitle your own horse is 
stolen, and youll know better. I had an uncle 
that died of thirst in the sage brush because 
a negro stole his horse. But they caught him 
and burned him; and serve him right, too. 

EMMA. I have known a child that was born 
crooked because its mother had to do a 
horse’s work that was stolen. 

BABSY. There! You hear that? I say stealing 
a horse is ten times worse than killing a man. 
And if the Vigilance Committee ever gets 
hold of you, youd better have killed twenty 
men than as much as stole a saddle or bridle, 
much less a horse. 

Elder Daniels comes in, 

ELDER DANIELS. Sorry to disturb you, ladies; 
but the Vigilance Committee has taken a 
prisoner; and they want the room to try 
him in. 

JESSIE. But they cant try him til Sheriff 
Kemp comes back from the wharf. 

ELDER DANIELS. Yes; but wc have to keep 
the prisoner here til he comes. 

BABSY. What do you want to put him here 
for? Cant you tie him up in the Sheriff’s 
stable? 

ELDER DANIELS. He has a soul to be saved, 
almost like the rest of us. I am bound to try 
to put some religion into him before he goes 
into his Maker’s presence after the trial. 

HANNAH. What has he done, Mr Daniels? 

ELDER DANIELS. Stole a horse. 

BABSY. And are we to be turned out of the 
town hall for a horse-thief? Aint a stable good 
enough for h i s religion? 

ELDER DANIELS. It may be good enough for 
his, Babsy; but, by your leave, it is not good 
enough for mine. While I am Elder here, I 
shall umbly endeavor to keep up the dignity of 
Him I serve to the best of my small ability. So I 
must ask you to be good enough to clear out. 


Allow me. [He takes the sack of husks and puts 
it out of the way against the panels of the jury 
box], 

THE WOMEN [murmuring] Thats always the 
way. Just as we’d settled down to work. 
What harm are we doing? Well, it is tiresome. 
Let them finish the job themselves. Oh dear, 
oh dear! We cant have a minute to ourselves. 
Shoving us out like that! 

HANNAH. Whose horse was it, Mr Daniels? 

ELDER DANIELS [returning to move the other 
sack] I am sorry to say it was the Sheriff’s 
horse — the one he loaned to young Strapper. 
Strapper loaned it to me; and the thief stole 
it, thinking it was mine. If it had been mine. 
I’d have forgiven him cheerfully. I’m sure I 
hoped he would get away; for he had two 
hours start of the Vigilance Committee. But 
they caught him. [He disposes of the other sack 
also], 

JESSIE. It cant have been much of a horse 
if they caught him with two hours start. 

ELDER DANIELS [coviing back to the centre of 
the group] The strange thing is that he wasnt 
on the horse when they took him. He was 
walking; and of course he denies that he ever 
had the horse. The Sheriff’s brother wanted 
to tie him up and lash him til he confessed 
what he’d done with it; but I couldnt allow 
that: it’s not the law. 

BABSY. Law! What right has a horse-thief 
to any law? Law is thrown away on a brute 
like that. 

ELDER DANIELS. Doiit say that, Babsy. No 
man should be made to confess by cruelty 
until religion has been tried and failed. 
Please God I’ll get the whereabouts of the 
horse from him if youll be so good as to clear 
out from this. [Disturbance], They are bring- 
ing him in. Now ladies! please, please. 

They rise reluctantly, Hannah, Jessie, and 
Lottie retreat to the Sheriff* s bench, shepherded 
by Daniels; but the other women crowd forward 
behind Babsy and Emma to see the prisoner, 

Blanco Posnet is brought in by Strapper Kemp, 
the Sheriff's brother, and a cross-eyed man called 
Squinty, Others follow. Blanco is evidently a 
blackguard. It would be necessary to clean him 
to make a close guess at his age; but he is under 
forty, and an upturned, red moustache, and the 
arrangement of his hair in a crest on his brow„ 
proclaim the dandy in spite of his intense disre- 
putableness. He carries his head high, and has a 
fairly resolute mouth, though the fire of incipient 
delirium tremens is in his eye. 
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His arms are bound with a rope with a long 
end, which Squinty holds. They release him 
when he enters; and he stretches himself and 
lounges across the courthouse in front of the 
women. Strapper and the men remain between 
him and the door. 

BABSY [spitting at him as he passes her^ Horse- 
thief! horse-thief! 

OTHERS. You will hang for it; do you hear? 
And serve you right. Serve you right. That 
will teach you. I wouldnt wait to try you. 
Lynch him straight off, the varmint. Yes, yes. 
Tell the boys. Lynch him. 

BLANCO [mocking “Angels ever bright and 
fair — ” 

BABSY. You call me an angel, and I’ll 
smack your dirty face for you. 

BLANCO. “Take, oh take me to your care.” 

EMMA. There wont be any angels where 
youre going to. 

OTHERS. Aha! Devils, more likely. And too 
good company for a horse-thief. 

ALL. Horse-thief! Horse-thief! Horse-thief! 

BLANCO. Do women make the law here, or 
men? Drive these heifers out. 

THE WOMEN. Oh! [They rush at him, vituper- 
ating, screaming passionately, tearing at him. 
Lottie puts her fingers in her ears and runs out. 
Hannah folloivs, shaking her head. Blanco is 
thrown down\ Oh, did you hear what he called 
us? You foul-mouthed brute! You liar! How 
dare you put such a name to a decent woman? 
Let me get at him. You coward! Oh, he 
struck me: did you see that? Lynch him! 
Pete, will you stand by and hear me called 
names by a skunk like that? Burn him: burn 
him! Thats what I’d do with him. Aye, burn 
him! 

THE MEN [pulling the women away from 
Blanco, and getting them out partly by violence 
and partly by coaxing] Here! come out of this. 
Let him alone. Clear the courthouse. Come 
on now. Out with you. Now, Sally: out you 
go. Let go my hair, or I’ll twist your arm out. 
Ah, would you? Now, then: get along. You 
know you must go. Whats the use of scratch- 
ing like that? Now, ladies, ladies, ladies. 
How would you like it if you were going to be 
hanged? 

At last the women are pushed out, leaving 
Elder Daniels, the Sheriff's brother Strapper 
Kemp, and a few others with Blanco. Strapper 
is a lad just turning into a man: strong, selfish, 
sulky, and determined. 

BLANCO [sitting up and tidying himself \ — 


Oh woman, in our hours of ease. 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please — 

Is my face scratched? I can feel their damned 
claws all over me still. Am I bleeding? [He 
sits on the nearest bench]. 

ELDER DANIELS. Nothing to hurt. Theyve 
drawn a drop or two under your left eye. 

STRAPPER. Lucky for you to have an eye 
left in your head. 

BLANCO [wiping the blood off ] — 

When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou. 

Go out to them. Strapper Kemp; and tell 
them about your big brother’s little horse 
that some wicked man stole. Go and cry in 
your mammy’s lap. 

STRAPPER [furious] You jounce me any 
more about that horse, Blanco Posnet; and 

BLANCO. Youll scratch my face, wont you? 
Yah! Your brother’s the Sheriff, aint he? 

STRAPPER. Yes, he is. He hangs horse- 
thieves. 

BLANCO [ivith calm conviction] He’s a rotten 
Sheriff. Oh, a rotten Sheriff. If he did his 
first duty he’d hang himself. This is a rotten 
town. Your fathers came here on a false 
alarm of gold-digging; and when the gold 
didnt pan out, they lived by licking their 
young into habits of honest industry. 

STRAPPER. If I hadnt promised Elder 
Daniels here to give him a chance to keep 
you out of Hell, I’d take the job of twisting 
your neck off the hands of the Vigilance 
Committee. 

BLANCO [with i? finite scorn] You and your 
rotten Elder, and your rotten Vigilance 
Committee! 

STRAPPER. Theyre sound enough to hang 
a horse-thief, anyhow. 

BLANCO. Any fool can hang the wisest man 
in the country. Nothing he likes better. But 
you cant hang me. 

STRAPPER. Cant we? 

BLANCO. No, you cant. I left the town this 
morning before sunrise, because it’s a rotten 
town, and I couldnt bear to see it in the hght. 
Your brother’s horse did the same, as any 
sensible horse would. Instead of going to 
look for the horse, you went looking for me. 
That was a rotten thing to do, because the 
horse belonged to your brother — or to the 
man he stole it from — and I dont belong to 
him. Well, you found me; but you didnt find 
i the horse. If I had took the horse, Td have 
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been on the horse. Would I have taken all 
that time to get to where I did if Td a horse 
to carry me? 

STRAPPER. I dont believe you started not 
for two hours after you say you did. 

BLANCO. Who cares what you believe or 
dont believe? Is a man worth six of you to be 
hanged because youve lost your big brother s 
horse, and youll want to kill somebody to 
relieve your rotten feelings when he licks 
you for it? Not likely. Til you can find a 
witness that saw me with that horse you 
cant touch me; and you know it. 

STRAPPER. Is that the law, Elder? 

ELDER DANIELS. The Sheriff knows the law. 
I wouldnt say for sure; but I think it would 
be more seemly to have a witness. Go and 
round one up, Strapper; and leave me here 
alone to wrestle with his poor blinded soul. 

STRAPPER, rilget a witness all right enough. 
I know the road he took; and I’ll ask at every 
house within sight of it for a mile out. Come, 
boys. 

Strapper goes out nith the others^ leaving 
Blanco and Elder Daniels together, Blanco 
rises and strolls over to the Elder, surveying him 
nntk extreme disparagement. 

BLANCO. Well, brother? Well, Boozy Posnet, 
alias Elder Daniels? Well, thief? Well, 
drunkard? 

ELDER DANIELS. It’s DO good, Blanco. They 11 
never believe we’re brothers. 

BLANCO. Never fear. Do you suppose I want 
to claim you? Do you suppose I’m proud of 
you? Youre a rotten brother, Boozy Posnet. 
All you ever did when I owned you was to 
borrow money from me to get drunk with. 
Now you lend money and sell drink to other 
people. I was ashamed of you before; and 
Tm worse ashamed of you now. I wont have 
you for a brother. Heaven gave you to me; 
but I return the blessing without thanks. 
So be easy: I shant blab. \}ie turns his hack on 
him and sits down\ 

ELDER DANIELS. I tell you they wouldnt 
believe you; so what does it matter to me 
whether you blab or not? Talk sense, Blanco: 
theres no time for your foolery now; for 
youll be a dead man an hour after the Sheriff 
comes back. What possessed you to steal that 
horse? 

BLANCO. I didnt steal it. I distrained on it 
for what you owed me. I thought it was yours. 
I was a fool to think that you owned any- 
thing but other people’s property. You laid 


your hands on everything father and mother 
had when they died. I never asked you for a 
fair share. I never asked you for all the 
money I’d lent you from time to time. I 
asked you for mother’s old necklace with the 
hair locket in it. You wouldnt give me that: 
you wouldnt give me anything. So as you 
refused me my due I took it, just to give you 
a lesson. 

ELDER DANIELS. Why didnt you take the 
necklace if you must steal something? They 
wouldnt have hanged you for that. 

BLANCO. Perhaps I’d rather be hanged for 
stealing a horse than let off for a damned 
piece of sentimentality. 

ELDER DANIELS. Oh, Blanco, Blanco: spirit- 
ual pride has been your ruin. If youd only 
done like me, youd be a free and respectable 
man this day instead of laying there with a 
rope round your neck. 

BLANCO [turning on hinri] Done like you! 
What do you mean? Drink like you, eh? 
Well, Ive done some of that lately. I see 
things. 

ELDER DANIELS. Too late, Blanco: too late. 
[Convulsively'] Oh, why didnt you drink as I 
used to? Why didnt you drink as I was led to 
by the Lord for my good, until the time came 
for me to give it up? It was drink that saved 
my character when I was a young man; and 
it was the want of it that spoiled yours. Tell 
me this. Did I ever get drunk when I was 
working? 

BLANCO. No; but then you never worked 
when you had money enough to get drunk. 

ELDER DANIELS. That just shcws the wisdom 
of Providence and the Lord’s mercy. God 
fulfils himself in many ways: ways we little 
think of when we try to set up our own short- 
sighted laws against his Word. When does 
the Devil catch hold of a man? Not when he’s 
working and not when he’s drunk; but when 
he’s idle and sober. Our own natures tell us 
to drink when we ^ave nothing else to do. 
Look at you and me! When we’d both earned 
a pocketful of money, what did we do? Went 
on the spree, naturally. But I was humble 
minded. I did as the rest did. I gave my 
money in at the drink-shop; and I said, “Fire 
me out when I have drunk it all up.” Did 
you ever see me sober while it lasted? 

BLANCO. No; and you looked so disgusting 
that I wonder it didnt set me against drink 
for the rest of my life. 

ELDER DANIELS. That was youT spiritual 



THE SHEWING-UP OF BLANCO POSNET 


593 


pride, Blanco. You never reflected that when 
I was drunk I was in a state of innocence. 
Temptations and bad company and evil 
thoughts passed by me like the summer wind 
as you might say: I was too drunk to notice 
them. When the money was gone, and they 
fired me out, I was fired out like gold out of 
the furnace, with my character unspoiled 
and unspotted; and when I went back to 
work, the work kept me steady. Can you say 
as much, Blanco? Did your holidays leave 
your character unspoiled? Oh, no, no. It was 
theatres: it was gambling: it was evil com- 
pany: it was reading vain romances: it was 
women, Blanco, women: it was wrong thoughts 
and gnawing discontent. It ended in your 
becoming a rambler and a gambler: it is 
going to end this evening on the gallows tree. 
Oh, what a lesson against spiritual pride! 
Oh, what a — [Blanco throws his hat at him\ 

BLANCO. Stow it, Boozy. Sling it. Cut it. 
Cheese it. Shut up. “Shake not the dying 
sinner’s sand.” 

ELDER DANIELS. Aye*, there you go, with 
your scraps of lustful poetry. But you cant 
deny what I tell you. Why, do you think I 
would put my soul in peril by selling drink 
if I thought it did no good, as them silly 
temperance reformers make out, flying in 
the face of the natural tastes implanted in us 
all for a good purpose? Not if I was to starve 
for it tomorrow. But I know better. I tell 
you, Blanco, what keeps America today the 
purest of the nations is that when she’s not 
working she’s too drunk to hear the voice of 
the tempter. 

BLANCO. Dont deceive yourself. Boozy. 
You sell drink because you make a bigger 
profit out of it than you can by selling tea. 
And you gave up drink yourself because 
when you got that fit at Edwardstown the 
doctor told you youd die the next time; and 
that frightened you off it. 

ELDER DANIELS [fervently] Oh thank God 
selling drink pays me! And thank God He 
sent me that fit as a warning that my drink- 
ing time was past and gone, and that He 
needed me for another service! 

BLANCO. Take care. Boozy. He hasnt 
finished with you yet. He always has a trick 
up His sleeve — 

ELDER DANIELS. Oh, is that the way to speak 
of the ruler of the universe — the great and 
almighty God? 

BLANCO. He’s a sly one. He’s a mean one. 


He lies low for you. He plays cat and mouse 
with you. He lets you run loose until you 
think youre shut of Him; and then, when you 
least expect it, He’s got you. 

ELDER DANIELS. Speak more respectful, 
Blanco — more reverent. 

BLANCO [springing up and coming at hirri] 
Reverent! Who taught you your reverent 
cant? Not your Bible. It says He cometh like 
a thief in the night — aye, like a thief — a 
horse-thief — 

ELDER DANIELS [shocked] Oh! 

BLANCO [overhearing him] And it’s true. 
Thats how He caught me and put my neck 
into the halter. To spite me because I had 
no use for Him — because I lived my own life 
in my own way, and would have no truck 
with His “Dont do this,” and “You mustnt 
do that,” and “Youll go to Hell if you do the 
other.” I gave Him the go-bye and did with- 
out Him all these years. But He caught me 
out at last. The laugh is with Him as far as 
hanging me goes. [He thrusts his hands into 
his pockets and lounges moodily away from 
Daniels y to the table ^ where he sits facing the 
jury hox\ 

ELDER DANIELS. Dont dare to put your theft 
on Him, man. It was the Devil tempted you 
to steal the horse. 

BLANCO. Not a bit of it. Neither God nor 
Devil tempted me to take the horse: I took it 
on my own. He had a cleverer trick than that 
ready for me. [He takes his hands out of his 
pockets and clenches his Jists], Gosh! When I 
think that I might have been safe and fifty 
miles away by now with that horse; and here 
I am waiting to be hung up and filled with 
lead! What came to me? What made me such 
a fool? Thats what I want to know. Thats the 
great secret. 

ELDER DANIELS [at the opposite side of the 
table] Blanco: the great secret now is, what 
did you do with the horse? 

BLANCO [striking the table with his fist] May 
my lips be blighted like my soul if ever I tell 
that to you or any mortal man! They may 
roast me alive or cut me to ribbons; but 
Strapper Kemp shall never have the laugh 
on me over that job. Let them hang me. Let 
them shoot. So long as they are shooting a 
man and not a snivelling skunk and softy, I 
can stand up to them and take all they can 
give me — game. 

ELDER DANIELS. Dont be hcadstrong, 
Blanco. Whats the use? [slyly] They might 



594 


THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF BERNARD SHAW 


let up on you if you put Strapper in the way 
of getting his brother’s horse back. 

BLANCO. Not they. Hanging’s too big a 
treat for them to give up a fair chance. Ive 
done it myself. Ive yelled with the dirtiest of 
them when a man no worse than myself was 
swung up. Ive emptied my revolver into him, 
and persuaded myself that he deserved it 
and that I was doing justiee with strong 
stern men. Well, my turn’s come now. Let 
the men I yelled at and shot at look up out 
of Hell and see the boys yelling and shooting 
at me as I swing up. 

ELDER DANIELS. Well, evcn if you want to 
be hanged, is that any reason why Strapper 
shouldnt have his horse? I tell you I’m re- 
sponsible to him for it. [Bending over the table 
and coaxing hirn\. Act like a brother, Blanco: 
tell me what you done with it. 

BLANCO [shortly, getting up and leaving the 
tahle^ Never you mind what I done with it. 
I was done out of it: let that be enough for 
you. 

ELDER DANIELS [following Mvi] Then why 
dont you put us on to the man that done you 
out of it? 

BLANCO. Because he’d be too clever for you, 
just as he was too clever for me. 

ELDER DANIELS. Make your mind easy about 
that, Blanco. He wont be too clever for the 
boys and Sheriff Kemp if you put them on 
his trail. 

BLANCO. Yes, he will. It wasnt a man. 

ELDER DANIELS. Then what was it? 

BLANCO [pointing upwardi\ Him. 

ELDER DANIELS. Oh what a way to utter 
His holy name! 

BLANCO. He done me out of it. He meant 
to pay off old scores by bringing me here. He 
means to win the deal and you cant stop Him. 
Well, He’s made a fool of me; but He cant 
frighten me. I’m not going to beg off. I’ll 
fight off if I get a chance. I’ll lie off if they 
cant get a witness against me. But back down 
I never will, not if all the hosts of heaven 
come to snivel at me in white surplices and 
offer me my life in exchange for an umble 
and a contrite heart. 

ELDER DANIELS. Youre not in your right 
mind, Blanco. I’ll tell em youre mad. I be- 
lieve theyll let you off on that. [He makes for 
the door\ 

BLANCO [seizing him, rvith horror in his eyes^ 
Dont go: dont leave me alone: do you hear? 

ELDER DANIELS. Has your conscience 


brought you to this that youre afraid to be 
left alone in broad daylight, like a child in 
the dark. 

BLANCO. I’m afraid of Him and His tricks. 
When I have you to raise the devil in me — 
when I have people to shew off before and 
keep me game. I’m all right; but Ive lost my 
nerve for being alone since this morning. It’s 
when youre alone that He takes His advan- 
tage. He might turn my head again. He 
might send people to me — not real people 
perhaps. [Shivering] By God, I dont believe 
that woman and the child were real. I dont. 
I never noticed them til they were at my 
elbow. 

ELDER DANIELS. What woman and what 
child? What are you talking about? Have you 
been drinking too hard? 

BLANCO. Never you mind. Youve got to stay 
with me: thats all; or else send someone else 
— someone rottener than yourself — to keep 
the devil in me. Strapper Kemp will do. Or 
a few of those scratching devils of women. 

Strapper Kemp comes hack, 

ELDER DANIELS [to Strapper] He’s gone off 
his head. 

STRAPPER. Foxing, more likely. [Going past 
Daniels and talking to Blanco nose to nose]. It’s 
no good: we hang madmen here; and a good 
job tool 

BLANCO. I feel safe with you. Strapper. 
Youre one of the rottenest. 

STRAPPER. You know youre done, and that 
you may as well be hanged for a sheep as a 
lamb. So talk away. Ive got my witness; and 
I’ll trouble you not to make a move towards 
her when she comes in to identify you. 

BLANCO [retreating in terror] A woman? She 
aint real: neither is the child. 

ELDER DANIELS. Hc’s raving about a woman 
and a child. I tell you he’s gone off his chump. 

STRAPPER [calling to those without] Shew the 
lady in there. 

Feemy Evans comes in. She is a young woman 
of 23 or 24, with impudent manners, battered 
good looks, and dirty fine dress, 

ELDER DANIELS. Moming, Fecmy. 

FEEMY. Morning, Elder. [She passes on and 
slips her arm familiarly through Strapper* s], 

STRAPPER. Ever see him before, Feemy? 

FEEMY. Thats the little lot that was on your 
horse this morning. Strapper. Not a doubt ofit. 

BLANCO [implacably contemptuous] Go home 
and wash yourself, you slut. 

FEEMY [reddening, and disengaging her arm 
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from Strapper s\ I’m clean enough to hang 
you, anyway. [Going over to him threateningly^. 
Youre no true American man, to insult a 
woman like that. 

BLANCO. A woman! Oh Lord! You saw me 
on a horse, did you? 

FEEMY. Yes, I did. 

BLANCO. Got up early on purpose to do it, 
didnt you? 

FEEMY. No I didnt: I stayed up late on a 
spree. 

BLANCO. I was on a horse, was I? 

FEEMY. Yes you were; and if you deny it 
youre a liar. 

BLANCO [to Strapper'^ She saw a man on a 
horse when she was too drunk to tell which 
was the man and which was the horse — 

FEEMY [breaking m] You lie. I wasnt drunk 
— at least not as drunk as that. 

BLANCO [ignoring the interruption^ — and you 
found a man without a horse. Is a man on a 
horse the same as a man on foot? Yah! Take 
your witness away. Who’s going to believe 
her? Throw her out on the dump. Youve got 
to find that horse before you get a rope round 
my neck. [Fie turns away from her comtemp- 
tuously, and sits at the table with his hack to the 
jury box^. 

FEEMY [following him^ I’ll hang you, you 
dirty horse-thief; or not a man in this camp 
will ever get a word or a look from me again. 
Youre just trash: thats what you are. White 
trash. 

BLANCO. And what are you, darling? What 
are you? Youre a worse danger to a town 
like this than ten horse-thieves. 

FEEMY. Mr Kemp: will you stand by and 
hear me insulted in that low way? [To Blanco, 
spitefully] I’ll see you swung up and I’ll see 
you cut down: I’ll see you high and I’ll see 
you low, as dangerous as I am. [He laughs]. 
Oh you neednt try to brazen it out. Youll 
look white enough before the boys are done 
with you. 

BLANCO. You do me good, Feemy. Stay by 
me to the end, wont you? Hold my hand to 
the last; and I’ll die game. [He puts out his 
hand: she strikes savagely at it; hut he withdraws 
it in time and laughs at her discomfiture], 

FEEMY. You — 

ELDER DANIELS. Ncver mind him, Feemy; 
he’s not right in his head today. receives 
the assurance with comtemptuous incredulity, 
and sits down on the step of the Sheriff'* s dais]. 

Sheriff Kemp comes in: a stout man, rvith large 


flat ears, and a neck thicker than his head. 

ELDER DANIELS. Moming. Sheriff. 

THE SHERIFF. Moming, Elder. [Passing on]. 
Morning, Strapper. [Passmg on]. Morning, 
Miss Evans. [Stopping between Strapper and 
Blanco]. Is this the prisoner? 

BLANCO [rising Thats so. Morning, Sheriff. 

THE SHERIFF. Moming. You know, 1 
suppose, that if youve stole a horse and the 
jury find against you, you wont have any 
time to settle your affairs. Consequently, if 
you feel guilty, youd better settle em now. 

BLANCO. Affairs be damned! Ive got none. 

THE SHERIFF. Well, are you in a proper 
state of mind? Has the Elder talked to you? 

BLANCO. He has. And I say it’s against the 
law. It’s torture: thats what it is. 

ELDER DANIELS. Hc’s not accountable. He’s 
out of his mind, Sheriff. He’s not fit to go 
into the presence of his Maker. 

THE SHERIFF. You are a merciful man, Elder; 
but you wont take the boys with you there. 
[To Blanco] If it comes to hanging you, youd 
better for your own sake be hanged in a 
proper state of mind than in an improper 
one. But it wont make any difference to us; 
make no mistake about that. 

BLANCO. Lord keep me wicked till I die! 
Now Ive said my little prayer. I’m ready. 
Not that I’m guilty, mind you; but this is a 
rotten town, dead certain to do the wrong 
thing. 

THE SHERIFF. You wont be asked to live 
long in it, I guess. [To Strapper] Got the 
witness all right, Strapper? 

STRAPPER. Yes, got everything. 

BLANCO. Except the horse. 

THE SHERIFF. Whats that? Aint you got 
the horse? 

STRAPPER. No. He traded it before we 
overtook him, I guess. But Feemy saw him 
on it. 

FEEMY. She did. 

STRAPPER. Shall I call in the boys? 

BLANCO. Just a moment. Sheriff. A good 
appearance is everything in a low-class place 
like this. [He takes out a pocket comb and mirror, 
and retires t07vards the dais to arrange his hair]. 

ELDER DANIELS. Oh, think of your immortal 
soul, man, not of your foolish face. 

BLANCO. I cant change my soul. Elder: it 
changes me — sometimes. Feemy: I’m too 
pale. Let me rub my cheek against yours, 
darling. 

FEEMY. You lie; my color’s my own, such 
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as it is. And a pretty color youll be when 
youre hung white and shot red. 

BLANCO. Aint she spiteful, Sheriff.^ 

THE SHERIFF. Time s wasted on you. [To 
Strapper] Go and see if the boys are ready. 
Some of them were short of cartridges, and 
went down to the store to buy them. They 
may as well have their fun; and itll be shorter 
for him. 

STRAPPER. Young Jack has brought a box- 
ful up. Theyre all ready. 

THE SHERIFF [going to ihc dats and- addressing 
Blanco] Your place is at the bar there. Take 
it. [Blanco hows ironically and goes to the har\ 
Miss Evans: youd best sit at the table. [She 
does so, at the comer nearest the bar. The Elder 
takes the opposite corner. The Sheriff takes his 
chair]. All ready. Strapper. 

STRAPPER [at the door] All in to begin. 

The crowd comes in and fills the court. Bahsy, 
Jessie, and Emma come to the Sheriff's right; 
Hannah and Lottie to his left. 

THE SHERIFF. Silence there. The jury will 
take their places as usual. [They do jo]. 

BLANCO. I challenge this jury. Sheriff. 

THE FOREMAN. Do you, by Gosh? 

THE SHERIFF. On what ground? 

BLANCO. On the general ground that it’s a 
rotten jury. [Laughter]. 

THE SHERIFF. Thats not a lawful ground of 
challenge. 

THE FOREMAN. It’s a lawful ground for me 
to shoot yonder skunk at sight, first time I 
meet him, if he survives this trial. 

BLANCO. I challenge the Foreman because 
he’s prejudiced. 

THE FOREMAN. I say you lie. We mean to 
hang you, Blanco Posnet; but you will be 
hanged fair. 

THE JURY. Hear, hear! 

STRAPPER [to the Sheriff] George: this is rot. 
How can you get an unprejudiced jury if the 
prisoner starts by telling them theyre all 
rotten? If theres any prejudice against him 
he has himself to thank for it. 

THE BOYS. Thats so. Of course he has. 
Insulting the court! Challenge be jiggered! 
Gag him. 

NESTOR [a juryman mth a long white heard, 
drunk, the oldest man present] Besides, Sheriff, 
I go so far as to say that the man that is not 
prejudiced against a horse-thief is not fit to 
sit on a jury in this town. 

THE BOYS. Right. Bully for you, Nestor! 
Thats the straight truth. Of course he aint. 


Hear, hear! 

THE SHERIFF. That is no doubt true, old 
man. Still, you must get as unprejudiced as 
you can. The critter has a right to his chance, 
such as he is. So now go right ahead. If the 
prisoner dont like this jury, he should have 
stole a horse in another town; for this is all 
the jury he’ll get here. 

THE FOREMAN. Thats SO, Blanco Posnet. 

THE SHERIFF [To Blanco] Dont you be 
uneasy. You will get justice here. It may be 
rough justice; but it is justice. 

BLANCO. What is justice? 

THE SHERIFF. Hanging horse-thieves is 
justice; so now you know. Now then: weve 
wasted enough time. Hustle with your 
witness there, will you? 

BLANCO [indignantly bringing down his fist on 
the bar] Swear the jury. A rotten Sheriff you 
are not to know that the jury’s got to be 
sworn. 

THE FOREMAN [galled] Be swore for you! 
Not likely. What do you say, old son? 

NESTOR [deliberately and solemnly] I say: 
Guilty!!! 

THE BOYS [tumultuously rushing at Blanco] 
Thats it. Guilty, guilty. Take him out and 
hang him. He’s found guilty. Fetch a rope. 
Up with him. [They are about to drag him 
from the bar]. 

THE SHERIFF [rising, pistol in hand] Hands 
off that man. Hands off him, I say, Squinty, 
or I drop you, and would if you were my 
own son. [Dead silence]. I’m Sheriff here; and 
it’s for me to say when he may lawfully be 
hanged. [They release him]. 

BLANCO. As the actor says in the play, “a 
Daniel come to judgment.” Rotten actor he 
was, too. 

THE SHERIFF. Elder Daniels is come to 
judgment all right, my lad. Elder: the floor 
is yours. [The Elder mej]. Give your evidence. 
The truth and the whole truth and nothing 
but the truth, so help you God. 

ELDER DANIELS. Sheriff: let me off this. I 
didnt ought to swear away this man’s life. 
He and I are, in a manner of speaking, 
brothers. 

THE SHERIFF. It does you credit. Elder: 
every man here will acknowledge it. But 
religion is one thing: law is another. In 
religion we’re all brothers. In law we cut our 
brother off when he steals horses. 

THE FOREMAN. Besides, you neednt hang 
him, you know. Theres plenty of willing 
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hands to take that job off your conscience. 
So rip ahead, old son. 

STRAPPER. Youre accountable to me for the 
horse until you clear yourself, Elder: remem- 
ber that. 

BLANCO. Out with it, you fool. 

ELDER DANIELS. You might own up, Blanco, 
as far as my evidence goes. Everybody knows 
I borrowed one of the Sheriff s horses from 
Strapper because my own’s gone lame. Every- 
body knows you arrived in the town yester- 
day and put up in my house. Everybody 
knows that in the morning the horse was 
gone and you were gone. 

BLANCO [in a forensic manner] Sheriff: the 
Elder, though known to you and to all here 
as no brother of mine and the rottenest liar 
in this town, is speaking the truth for the 
first time in his life as far as what he says 
about me is concerned. As to the horse, I 
say nothing; except that it was the rottenest 
horse you ever tried to sell. 

THE SHERIFF. How do you know it was a 
rotten horse if you didnt steal it? 

BLANCO. I dont know of my own knowledge. 
I only argue that if the horse had been 
worth its keep you wouldnt have lent it to 
Strapper, and Strapper wouldnt have lent it 
to this eloquent and venerable ram. [Sup- 
pressed laughter]. And now I ask him this. 
[To the Elder] Did we or did we not have a 
quarrel last evening about a certain article 
that was left by my mother, and that I con- 
sidered I had a right to more than you? 
And did you say one word to me about the 
horse not belonging to you? 

ELDER DANIELS. Why should I? We never 
said a word about the horse at all. How was 
I to know what it was in your mind to do? 

BLANCO. Bear witness all that I had a right 
to take a horse from him without stealing to 
make up for what he denied me. I am no 
thief. But you havnt proved yet that I took 
the horse. Strapper Kemp: had I the horse 
when you took me or had I not? 

STRAPPER. No, nor you hadnt a railway 
train neither. But Feemy Evans saw you 
pass on the horse at four o’clock twenty-five 
miles from the spot where I took you at 
seven on the road to Pony Harbor. Did you 
walk twenty-five miles in three hours? That 
so, Feemy? eh? 

FEEMY. Thats so. At four I saw him. [7b 
Blanco] Thats done for you. 

THE SHERIFF. You say you saw him on my 


horse ? 

FEEMY. I did. 

BLANCO. And I ate it, I suppose, before 
Strapper fetched up with me. [Suddenly and 
dramatically] Sheriff: I accuse Feemy of im- 
moral relations with Strapper. 

FEEMY. Oh you liar! 

BLANCO. I accuse the fair Euphemia of im- 
moral relations with every man in this town, 
including yourself. Sheriff. I say this is a 
conspiracy to kill me between Feemy and 
Strapper because I wouldnt touch Feemy 
with a pair of tongs. I say you darent hang 
any white man on the word of a woman of 
bad character. I stand on the honor and 
virtue of my American manhood. I say that 
she’s not had the oath, and that you darent 
for the honor of the town give her the oath 
because her lips would blaspheme the holy 
Bible if they touched it. I say thats the law; 
and if you are a proper United States Sheriff 
and not a low-down lyncher, youll hold up 
the law and not let it be dragged in the mud 
by your brother’s kept woman. 

Great excitement among the women. The men 
much puzzled, 

JESSIE. Thats right. She didnt ought to be 
let kiss the Book. 

EMMA. How could the like of her tell the 
truth? 

BABSY. It would be an insult to every 
respectable woman here to believe her. 

FEEMY. It’s easy to be respectable with 
nobody ever offering you a chance to be 
anything else. 

THE WOMEN [clamoring all together] Shut up, 
you hussy. Youre a disgrace. How dare you 
open your lips to answer your betters? Hold 
your tongue and learn your place, miss. You 
painted slut! Whip her out of the town! 

THE SHERIFF. Silence. Do you hear. Silence. 
[The clamor ceases]. Did anyone else see the 
prisoner with the horse? 

FEEMY [passionately] Aint I good enough? 

BABSY. No. Youre dirt: thats what you are. 

FEEMY. And you — 

THE SHERIFF. Silencc. This trial is a man’s 
job; and if the women forget their sex they 
can go out or be put out. Strapper and Miss 
Evans: you cant have it two ways. You can 
run straight, or you can run gay, so to speak; 
but you cant run both ways together. There 
is also a strong feeling among the men of 
this tovm that a line should be drawn be- 
tween those that are straight wives and 
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mothers and those that are, in the words of 
the Book of Books, taking the primrose path. 
We dont wish to be hard on any woman; and 
most of us have a personal regard for Miss 
Evans for the sake of old times; but theres 
no getting out of the fact that she has 
private reasons for wishing to oblige Strapper, 
and that — if she will excuse my saying so — 
she is not what I might call morally particu- 
lar as to what she does to oblige him. There- 
fore I ask the prisoner not to drive us to give 
Miss Evans the oath. I ask him to tell us 
fair and square, as a man who has but a few 
moments between him and eternity, what he 
done with my horse. 

THE BOYS. Hear, hear! Thats right. Thats 
fair. That does it. Now Blanco. Own up. 

BLANCO. Sheriff: you touch me home. This 
is a rotten world; but there is still one thing 
in it that remains sacred even to the rottenest 
of us, and that is a horse. 

THE BOYS. Good. Well said, Blanco. Thats 
straight. 

BLANCO. You have a right to your horse, 
Sheriff; and if I could put you in the way of 
getting it back, I would. But if I had that 
horse I shouldnt be here. As I hope to be 
saved, Sheriff — or rather as I hope to be 
damned; for I have no taste for pious com- 
pany and no talent for playing the harp — I 
know no more of that horse s whereabouts 
than you do yourself. 

STRAPPER. Who did you trade him to? 

BLANCO. I did not trade him. I got nothing 
for him or by him. I stand here with a rope 
round my neck for the want of him. When 
you took me, did I fight like a thief or run 
like a thief; and was there any sign of a 
horse on me or near me? 

STRAPPER. You were looking at a rainbow 
like a damned silly fool instead of keeping 
your wits about you; and we stole up on you 
and had you tight before you could draw a 
bead on us. 

THE SHERIFF. That dont sound like good 
sense. What would he look at a rainbow 
for? 

BLANCO, ril tell you. Sheriff. I was looking 
at it because there was something written 
on it? 

SHERIFF. How do you mean written on it? 

BLANCO. The words were, ‘Tve got the 
cinch on you this time, Blanco Posnet.” Yes, 
Sheriff, I saw those words in green on the 
red streak of the rainbow; and as I saw them 


I felt Strapper’s grab on my arm and Squinty *s 
on my pistol. 

THE FOREMAN. He’s shammin mad: thats 
what he is. Aint it about time to give a ver- 
dict and have a bit of fun. Sheriff? 

THE BOYS. Yes, lets have a verdict. We’re 
wasting the whole afternoon. Cut it short. 

THE SHERIFF [making up his mind] Swear 
Feemy Evans, Elder. She dont need to 
touch the Book. Let her say the words. 

FEEMY. Worse people than me has kissed 
that Book. What wrong Ive done, most of 
you went shares in. Ive to live, havnt I? 
same as the rest of you. However, it makes 
no odds to me, I guess the truth is the truth 
and a lie is a lie, on the Book or off it. 

BABSY. Do as youre told. Who are you, to 
be let talk about it? 

THE SHERIFF. Silence there, I tell you. Sail 
ahead. Elder. 

ELDER DANIELS. Feemy Evans: do you swear 
to tell the truth and the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth, so help you God. 

FEEMY. I do, so help me — 

SHERIFF. Thats enough. Now, on your oath, 
did you see the prisoner on my horse this 
morning on the road to Pony Harbor? 

FEEMY. On my oath — [Disturbance and 
crowding at the door], 

AT THE DOOR. Now then, now then! Where 
are you shovin to? Whats up? Order in court. 
Chuck him out. Silence. You cant come in 
here. Keep back. 

Strapper rushes to the door and forces his way 
out 

SHERIFF [savagely] Whats this noise? Cant 
you keep quiet there? Is this a Sheriff s court 
or is it a saloon? 

BLANCO. Dont interrupt a lady in the act 
of hanging a gentleman. Wheres your 
manners? 

FEEMY. I’ll hang you, Blanco Posnet. I will. 
I wouldnt for fifty dollars I hadnt seen you 
this morning. I’ll teach you to be civil to me 
next time, for all I’m not good enough to 
kiss the Book. 

BLANCO. Lord keep me wicked till I die! 
I’m game for anything while youre spitting 
dirt at me, Feemy. 

RENEWED TUMULT AT THE DOOR. Here, whatS 

this? Fire them out. Not me.' Who are you 
that I should get out of your way? Oh, stow 
it. Well, she cant come in. What woman? 
What horse? Whats the good of shoving like 
that? Who says? No! you dont say! 
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THE SHERIFF. Gentlemen of the Vigilance 
Committee: clear that doorway. Out with 
with them in the name of the law. 

STRAPPER [without] Hold hard, George. [At 
the door] Theyve got the horse. [He comes in, 
followed by Waggoner Jo, an elderly carter, 
who crosses the court to the jury side. Strapper 
pushes his way to the Sheriff and speaks privately 
to hini], 

THE BOYS. What! No! Got the horse! Sheriff s 
horse! Who took it, then? Where? Get out. 
Yes it is, sure. I tell you it is. It’s the horse 
all right enough. Rot. Go and look. By 
Gum! 

THE SHERIFF [to Strapper] You dont say! 

STRAPPER. It’s here, I tell you. 

WAGGONER JO. It’s here all right enough. 
Sheriff. 

STRAPPER. And theyve got the thief too. 

ELDER DANIELS. Then it aint Blanco. 

STRAPPER. No: it’s a woman. [Blanco yells 
and covers his eyes with his hands]. 

THE WHOLE CROWD. A woman! 

THE SHERIFF. Well, fctch her in. [Strapper 
goes out. The Sheriff continues, to Feemy] And 
what do you mean, you lying jade, by put- 
ting up this story on us about Blanco? 

FEEMY. I aint put up no story on you. This 
is a plant: you see if it isnt. 

Strapper returns 7vith a noman. Her expres- 
sion of intense grief silences them as they crane 
over one another's heads to see her. Strapper takes 
her to the corner of the table. The Elder moves 
up to make room for her. 

BLANCO [terrified] Sheriff: that woman aint 
real. You take care. That woman will make 
you do what you never intended. Thats the 
rainbow woman. Thats the woman that 
brought me to this. 

THE SHERIFF. Shut your mouth, will you. 
Youve got the horrors. [To the ivoman] Now 
you. Who are you? and what are you doing 
with a horse that doesnt belong to you? 

THE WOMAN. I took it to save my child’s 
life. I thought it would get me to a doctor 
in time. The child was choking with croup. 

BLANCO [strangling, and trying to laugh] A 
little choker: thats the word for him. His 
choking wasnt real: wait and see mine. [He 
feels his neck with a ^oft]. 

THE SHERIFF. Wheres the child? 

STRAPPER. On Pug Jackson’s bench in his 
shed. He’s makin a coffin for it. 

BLANCO [rvith a horrible convulsion of the 
throat— frantically] Dead! The little Judas 


kid! The child I gave my life for! [He breaks 
into hideous laughter]. 

THE SHERIFF [jarred beyond endurance by the 
sound] Hold your noise, will you? Shove his 
neckerchief into his mouth if he dont stop. 
[To the woman] Dont you mind him, maam: 
he’s mad with drink and devilment. I sup- 
pose theres no fake about this. Strapper. 
Who found her? 

WAGGONER JO. I did, Sheriff. Theres no fake 
about it. I came on her on the track round 
by Red Mountain. She was settin on the 
ground with the dead body on her lap, 
stupid-like. The horse was grazin on the 
other side o the road. 

THE SHERIFF [puzzlcd] Well, this is blamed 
queer. [To the 7voman] What call had you to 
take the horse from Elder Daniels’ stable to 
find a doctor? Theres a doctor in the very 
next house. 

BLANCO [mopping his dabbled red crest and 
trying to be ironically gay] Story simply wont 
wash, my angel. You got it from the man 
that stole the horse. He gave it to you 
because he was a softy and went to bits 
when you played off the sick kid on him. 
Well, I guess that clears me. I’m not that 
sort. Catch me putting my neck in a noose 
for anybody’s kid! 

THE FOREMAN. Dont you go putting her up 
to what to say. She said she took it. 

THE WOMAN. Ycs: I took it from a man that 
met me. I thought God sent him to me. I 
rode here joyfully thinking so all the time to 
myself. Then I noticed that the child was 
like lead in my arms. God would never have 
been so cruel as to send me the horse to 
disappoint me like that. 

BLANCO. Just what He would do. 

STRAPPER. We aint got nothin to do with 
that. This is the man, aint he? [jpointing to 
Blanco], 

THE WOMAN [jpulling hcTself together after 
looking scaredly at Blanco, and then at the 
Sheriff and at the jury] No. 

THE FOREMAN. YoU lie. 

THE SHERIFF. Youve got to tell US the truth. 
Thats the law, you know. 

THE WOMAN. The man looked a bad man. 
He cursed me; and he cursed the child: God 
forgive him! But something came over him. 
I was desperate. I put the child in his arms; 
and it got its little fingers down his neck and 
called him Daddy and tried to kiss him; for 
it was not right in its head with the fever* 
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He said it was a little Judas kid, and that it 
was betraying him with a kiss, and that he*d 
swing for it. And then he gave me the horse, 
and went away crying and laughing and 
singing dreadful dirty wicked words to hymn 
tunes like as if he had seven devils in him. 

STRAPPER. She’s lying. Give her the oath, 
George. 

THE SHERIFF. Go easy there. Youre a smart 
boy. Strapper; but youre not Sheriff yet. 
This is my job. You just wait. I submit that 
we’re in a difficulty here. If Blanco was the 
man, the lady cant, as a white woman, give 
him away. She oughtnt to be put in the posi- 
tion of having either to give him away or 
commit perjury. On the other hand, we dont 
want a horse-thief to get off through a lady’s 
delicacy. 

THE FOREMAN. No we dont*, and we dont 
intend he shall. Not while I am foreman of 
this jury. 

BLANCO [with intense expressionl A rotten 
foreman! Oh, what a rotten foreman! 

THE SHERIFF. Shut up, will you. Providence 
shows us a way out here. Two women saw 
Blanco with a horse. One has a delicacy 
about saying so. The other will excuse me 
saying that delicacy is not her strongest holt. 
She can give the necessary witness. Feemy 
Evans: youve taken the oath. You saw the 
man that took the horse. 

FEEMY. I did. And he was a low-down 
rotten drunken lying hound that would go 
further to hurt a woman any day than to 
help her. And if he ever did a good action it 
was because he was too drunk to know what 
he was doing. So it’s no harm to hang him. 
She said he cursed her and went away 
blaspheming and singing things that were 
not fit for the child to hear. 

BLANCO [troubled] I didnt mean them for 
the child to hear, you venomous devil. 

THE SHERIFF. All thats got nothing to do 
with us. The question you have to answer is, 
was that man Blanco Posnet? 

THE WOMAN. No. I say no. I swear it. 
Sheriff: dont hang that man: oh dont. You 
may hang me instead if you like: Ive nothing 
to live for now. You darent take her word 
against mine. She never had a child: I can 
see it in her face. 

FEEMY [stung to the quick] I can hang him 
in spite of you, anyhow. Much good your 
child is to you now, lying there on Pug 
Jackson’s bench! 


BLANCO [rushing at her with a shriek] I’ll 
twist your heart out of you for that. [They 
seize him before he can reach her], 

FEEMY [mocking him as he struggles to get at 
her] Ha, ha, Blanco Posnet. You cant touch 
me; and I can hang you. Ha, ha! Oh, I’ll do 
for you. I’ll twist your heart and I’ll twist 
your neck [He is dragged hack to the bar and 
leans on it, gasping and exhausted]. Give me 
the oath again. Elder. I’ll settle him. And 
do you [to the womari] take your sickly face 
away from in front of me. 

STRAPPER. Just turn your back on her 
there, will you? 

THE WOMAN. God knows I dont want to see 
her commit murder. [She folds her shawl over 
her head], 

THE SHERIFF. Now, Miss Evans*. cut it 
short. Was the prisoner the man you saw 
this morning or was he not? Yes or no. 

FEEMY [a little hysterically] I’ll tell you fast 
enough. Dont think I’m a softy. 

THE SHERIFF [losing patience] Here: weve 
had enough of this. You tell the truth, Feemy 
Evans; and let us have no more of your lip. 
Was the prisoner the man or was he not? 
On your oath? 

FEEMY. On my oath as I’m a living woman 
— [fiinching] Oh God! he felt the little child’s 
hands on his neck — I cant [bursting into a 
flood of tears and scolding at the other woman] 
It’s you with your snivelling face that has 
put me off it. [Desperately] No: it wasnt him. 
I only said it out of spite because he insulted 
me. May I be struck dead if I ever saw him 
with the horse! 

Everybody draws a long breath. Dead silence, 

BLANCO [whispering at her] Softy! Cry-baby! 
Landed like me! Doing what you never 
intended! [Taking up his hat and speaking in 
his ordinary tone] I presume I may go now, 
Sheriff. 

STRAPPER. Here, hold hard. 

THE FOREMAN. Not if wc know it, you 
dont. 

THE BOYS [barring the way to the door] You 
stay where you are. Stop a bit, stop a bit. 
Dont you be in such a hurry. Dont let him 
go. Not much. 

Blanco stands motionless, his eye fixed, think- 
ing hard, and apparently deaf to what is going 
on, 

THE SHERIFF [rising solemnly] Silence there. 
Wait a bit. I take it that if the Sheriff is 
satisfied and the owner of the horse is satis- 
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fied, theres no more to be said. I have had to 
remark on former occasions that what is 
wrong with this court is that theres too 
many Sheriffs in it. Today there is going to 
be one, and only one; and that one is your 
humble servant. I call that to the notice of 
the Foreman of the jury, and also to the 
notice of young Strapper. I am also the 
owner of the horse. Does any man say I am 
not? [Sile7ice\ Very well, then. In my opinion, 
to commandeer a horse for the purpose of 
getting a dying child to a doctor is not steal- 
ing, provided, as in the present case, that the 
horse is returned safe and sound. I rule that 
there has been no theft. 

NESTOR. That aint the law. 

THE SHERIFF. I fine you a dollar for con- 
tempt of court, and will collect it myself off 
you as you leave the building. And as the 
boys have been disappointed of their natural 
sport, I shall give them a little fun by stand- 
ing outside the door and taking up a collec- 
tion for the bereaved mother of the late kid 
that shewed up Blanco Posnet. 

THE BOYS. A collection. Oh, I say! Calls 
that sport? Is this a mothers* meeting? Well, 
I’ll be jiggered! Where does the sport come 
in? 

THE SHERIFF [continuing] The sport comes 
in, my friends, not so much in contribut- 
ing as in seeing others fork out. Thus each 
contributes to the general enjoyment; and 
all contribute to his. Blanco Posnet: you go 
free under the protection of the Vigilance 
Committee for just long enough to get you 
out of this town, which is not a healthy place 
for you. As you are in a hurry. I’ll sell you 
the horse at a reasonable figure. Now, boys, 
let nobody go out till I get to the door. The 
court is adjourned. [He goes out], 

STRAPPER [to Feemy^ as he goes to the door] 
I’m done with you. Do you hear? I’m done 
with you. [He goes out sulldly]. 

FEEMY [calling after him] As if I cared about 
a stingy brat like you! Go back to the 
freckled maypole you left for me: youve 
been fretting for her long enough. 

THE FOREMAN [To Blauco, On his way out] 
A man like you makes me sick. Just sick. 
[Blanco makes no sign. The Foreman spits dis- 
gustedly y and follows Strapper out. The Jurymen 
leave the box, except Nestor^ who collapses in a 
drunken sleep], 

BLANCO [Suddenly rushing from the bar to the 
table and jumping up on it] Boys, I’m going to 


preach you a sermon on the moral of this 
day’s proceedings. 

THE BOYS [crowding round him] Yes: lets 
have a sermon. Go ahead, Blanco. Silence 
for Elder Blanco. Tune the organ. Let us 
pray. 

NESTOR [staggering out of his sleep] Never 
hold up your head in this town again. I’m 
done with you. 

BLANCO [^pointing inexorably to Nestor] 
Drunk in church. Disturbing the preacher. 
Hand him out. 

THE BOYS [chivying Nestor out] Now, Nestor, 
outside. Outside, Nestor. Out you go. Get 
your subscription ready for the Sheriff. Skid- 
doo, Nestor. 

NESTOR. Afraid to be hanged! Afraid to be 
hanged! [At the door] Coward! [He is thronm 
out], 

BLANCO. Dearly beloved brethren — 

A BOY. Same to you, Blanco. [Laughter], 

BLANCO. And many of them. Boys: this is a 
rotten world. 

ANOTHER BOY. Lord have mercy on us, 
miserable sinners. [More laughter], 

BLANCO [Forcibly] No: thats where youre 
wrong. Dont flatter yourselves that youre 
miserable sinners. Am I a miserable sinner? 
No: I’m a fraud and a failure. I started in to 
be a bad man like the rest of you. You all 
started in to be bad men or you wouldnt be 
in this j umped-up, j erked-off, hospital-tumed- 
out camp that calls itself a town. I took the 
broad path because I thought I was a man 
and not a snivelling canting tuming-the- 
other-cheek apprentice angel serving his 
time in a vale of tears. They talked Christi- 
anity to us on Sundays; but when they really 
meant business they told us never to take 
a blow without giving it back, and to get 
dollars. When they talked the golden rule 
to me, I just looked at them as if they werent 
there, and spat. But when they told me to 
try to live my life so that I could always look 
my fellowman straight in the eye and tell 
him to go to hell, that fetched me. 

THE BOYS. Quite right. Good. Bully for 
you, Blanco, old son. Right good sense too. 
Aha-a-ah! 

BLANCO. Yes; but whats come of it all? Am 
I a real bad man? a man of game and grit? a 
man that does what he likes and goes over 
or through other people to his own gain? or 
am I a snivelling cry-baby that let a horse 
his life depended on be took from him by a 
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woman, and then sat on the grass looking 
at the rainbow and let himself be took like a 
hare in a trap by Strapper Kemp: a lad whose 
back I or any grown man here could break 
against his knee? I’m a rottener fraud and 
failure than the Elder here. And youre all as 
rotten as me, or youd have lynched me. 

A BOY. Anything to oblige you, Blanco. 

ANOTHER. We can do it yet if you feel really 
bad about it. 

BLANCO. No: the devil’s gone out of you. 
We’re all frauds. Theres none of us real good 
and none of us real bad. 

ELDER DANIELS. There is One above, Blanco. 

BLANCO. What do you know about Him? 
you that always talk as if He never did any- 
thing without asking your rotten leave first? 
Why did the child die? Tell me that if you 
can. He cant have wanted to kill the child. 
Why did He make me go soft on the child if 
He was going hard on it Himself? Why should 
He go hard on the innocent kid and go soft 
on a rotten thing like me? Why did I go soft 
myself? Why did the Sheriff go soft? Why 
did Feemy go soft? Whats this game that 
upsets our game? For seems to me theres 
two games bein played. Our game is a rotten 
game that makes me feel I’m dirt and that 
youre all as rotten dirt as me. T’other game 
may be a silly game; but it aint rotten. When 
the Sheriff played it he stopped being rotten. 
When Feemy played it the paint nearly 
dropped off her face. When I played it I 
cursed myself for a fool; but I lost the rotten 
feel all the same. 

ELDER DANIELS. It was the Lord speaking 
to your soul, Blanco. 

BLANCO. Oh yes: you know all about the 
Lord, dont you? Youre in the Lord’s confi- 
dence. He wouldnt for the world do anything 
to shock you, would He, Boozy dear? Yah! 
What about the croup? It was early days 
when He made the croup, I guess. It was the 
best He could think of then; but when it 
turned out wrong on His hands He made you 
and me to fight the croup for him. You bet 
He didnt make us for nothing; and He 
wouldnt have made us at all if He could 
have done His work without us. By Gum, 
that must be what we’re for! He’d never 
have made us to be rotten drunken black- 
guards like me, and good-for-nothing rips 
like Feemy. He made me because He had a 
job for me. He let me run loose til the job 
was ready; and then I had to come along and 


do it, hanging or no hanging. And I tell you 
it didnt feel rotten: it felt bully, just bully. 
Anyhow, I got the rotten feel off me for a 
minute of my life; and I'll go through fire 
to get it off me again. Look here! which of 
you will marry Feemy Evans? 

THE BOYS [uproariously^ Who speaks first? 
Who’ll marry Feemy? Come along. Jack. 
Nows your chance, Peter. Pass along a 
husband for Feemy. Oh my! Feemy! 

FEEMY [shortly^ Keep your tongue off me, 
will you? 

BLANCO. Feemy was a rose of the broad 
path, wasnt she? You all thought her the 
champion bad woman of this district. Well, 
she’s a failure as a bad woman; and I’m a 
failure as a bad man. So let Brother Daniels 
marry us to keep all the rottenness in the 
family. What do you say, Feemy? 

FEEMY. Thank you; but when I marry I’ll 
marry a man that could do a decent action 
without surprising himself out of his senses. 
Youre like a child with a new toy: you and 
your bit of human kindness! 

THE WOMAN. How many would have done 
it with their life at stake? 

FEEMY. Oh well, if youre so much taken 
with him, marry him yourself. Youd be what 
people call a good wife to him, wouldnt 
you? 

THE WOMAN. I was a good wife to the child’s 
father. I dont think any woman wants to be 
a good wife twice in her life. I want some- 
body to be a good husband to me now. 

BLANCO. Any offer, gentlemen, on that 
understanding? [The hoys shake their heads\ 
Oh, it’s a rotten game, our game. Heres a 
real good woman; and she’s had enough of 
it, finding that it only led to being put 
upon. 

HANNAH. Well, if there was nothing wrong 
in the world there wouldnt be anything left 
for us to do, would there? 

ELDER DANIELS. Be of good checr, brothers. 
Seek the path. 

BLANCO. No. No more paths. No more 
broad and narrow. No more good and bad. 
Theres no good and bad; but by Jiminy, 
gents, theres a rotten game, and theres a 
great game. I played the rotten game; but 
the great game was played on me; and now 
I’m for the great game every time. Amen. 
Gentlemen: let us adjourn to the saloon. I 
stand the drinks. [He jumps down from the 
tahle\ 
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THE BOYS. Right you are, Blanco. Drinks 
round. Come along, boys. Blanco's standing. 
Right along to the Elder’s. Hurrah! \They 
rush out, dragging the Elder with them], 

BLANCO \to Feemy, offering his hand] Shake, 
Feemy. 


FEEMY. Get along, you blackguard. 

BLANCO. It’s come over me again, same as 
when the kid touched me, same as when you 
swore a lie to save my neck. 

FEEMY. Oh well, here. [They shake hands], 

THE END 


XVIII 

MISALLIANCE 

1910 


Johnny Tarleton, aji ordinary young business 
man of thirty or less, is taking his weekly Friday 
to Tuesday in the house of his father, John 
Tarleton, who has made a great deal of money 
out of Tarleton s Underwear. The house is in 
Surrey, on the slope of Ilindhead; and Johnny, 
reclining, novel in hand, in a srimging chair with 
a little awning above it, is enshrined in a spacious 
half hemisphere of glass rvhich forms a pavilion 
commanding the garden, and, beyond it, a barren 
but lovely landscape of hill profile with fir trees, 
commons of bracken and gorse, and wo?iderful 
cloud pictures. 

The glass pavilion springs from a bridgelike 
arch in the wall of the house, through which one 
comes into a big hall with tiled flooring, which 
suggests that the proprietor s notion of domestic 
luxury is founded on the lounges of week-end 
hotels. The arch is not quite in the centre of the 
wall. There is more wall to Johnny's right than 
to his left; and this space is occupied by a hat 
rack and umbrella stand in which tennis rackets, 
white parasols, caps, Panama hats, and other 
summery articles are bestorved. Just through the 
arch at this corner stands a ne7V portable Turkish 
bath, recently unpacked, with its crate beside it, 
and on the crate the drawn nails and the hammer 
used in unpacking. Near the crate are open boxes 
of garden games: howls and croquet. Nearly in 
the middle of the glass wall of the pavilion is a 
door giving on the garden, with a couple of steps 
to surmount the hot-waier pipes which skirt the 
glass. At intervals round the pavilion are marble 
pillars with specimens of Viennese pottery on 
them, very fiamboyaiit in colour and florid in 
design. Between them are folded garden chairs 
flung anyhow against the pipes. In the side walls 
are two doors: one near the hat stand, leading to 
the interior of the house, the other on the opposite 
side and at the other end, leading to the vestibule. 


There is no solid furniture except a sideboard 
which stands against the wall between the vesti- 
bule door and the pavilion, a small writing table 
nith blotter, rack for telegram forms and 
stationery, and a ivastepaper basket, standing 
out in the hall near the sideboard, and a lady's 
7vorktabl€, with two chairs at it, torvards the 
other side of the lounge. The 7vriting table has 
also t7vo chairs at it. O71 the sideboard there is a 
tantalus, liqueur bottles, a syphon, a glass jug 
of le7nonade, tu7nblers, a7id every convenience for 
casual drinking. Also a plate of sponge calces, 
and a highly or7iate punchbojvl in the same style 
as the kerainic display in the pavilion. Wicker 
chairs a7id little ba7nboo tables 7vith ash trays and 
boxes of matches on them are scattered in all 
directions. In the pavilion, 7vhich is flooded 7vith 
sunshine, is the elaborate patent S7iing seat and 
a7vning in which Johnny reclmes with his novel. 
There are two 7vicker chairs right and left of 
him. 

Bentley Summerhays, one of those smallish, 
thinskin7ied youths, 7vhofrom 17 to 70 retain un- 
altered the mental airs of the later and the 
physical appearance of the earlier age, appears 
in the garde7i and comes through the glass door 
into the pavilion. He is unmistakably a grade 
above Joh7iny socially; and though he looks sensi- 
tive enough, his assurance and his high voice are 
a little exasperating. 

JOHNNY. Hallo! Wheres your luggage? 

BENTLEY. I left it at the station. Ive walked 
up from Haslemere. [He goes to the hat stand 
and hangs up his hat]. 

JOHNNY [shortly] Oh! And whos to fetch it? 

BENTLEY. Dont know. Dont care. Provid- 
ence, probably. If not, your mother will have 
it fetched. 

JOHNNY. Not her business, exactly, is it? 

BENTLEY [returning to the pavilion] Of course 
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not. Thats why one loves her for doing it. 
Look here; chuck away your silly week-end 
novel, and talk to a chap. After a week in 
that filthy office my brain is simply blue- 
mouldy. Lets argue about something intel- 
lectual. [He throws himself inU) the wicker chair 
on Johnny's right], 

JOHNNY [straightening up in the swing with 
a yell of protest] No. Now seriously, Bunny, 
Ive come down here to have a pleasant week- 
end; and Tm not going to stand your con- 
founded arguments. If you want to argue, 
get out of this and go over to the Congrega- 
tionalist minister’s. Hes a nailer at arguing. 
He likes it. 

BENTLEY. You Cant argue with a person 
when his livelihood depends on his not letting 
you convert him. And would you mind not 
calling me Bunny? My name is Bentley 
Summerhays, which you please. 

JOHNNY. Whats the matter with Bunny? 

BENTLEY. It puts me in a false position. 
Have you ever considered the fact that I was 
an afterthought? 

JOHNNY. An afterthought? What do you 
mean by that? 

BENTLEY. I — 

JOHNNY. No, stop: I dont want to know. It’s 
only a dodge to start an argument. 

BENTLEY. Dont be afraid; it wont overtax 
your brain. My father was 44 when I was 
bom. My mother was 41. There was twelve 
years between me and the next eldest. I was 
unexpected. I was probably unintentional. 
My brothers and sisters are not the least 
like me. Theyre the regular thing that you 
always get in the first batch from young 
parents; quite pleasant, ordinary, do-the- 
regular-thing sort; all body and no brains, 
like you. 

JOHNNY. Thank you. 

BENTLEY. Dont mention it, old chap. Now 
I’m different. By the time I was born, the 
old couple knew something. So I came out 
all brains and no more body than is absolutely 
necessary. I am really a good deal older 
than you, though you were born ten years 
sooner. Everybody feels that when they hear 
us talk; consequently, though it’s quite 
natural to hear me calling you Johnny, it 
sounds ridiculous and unbecoming for you 
to call me Bunny. [He m^^]. 

JOHNNY. Does it, by George? You stop me 
doing it if you can; thats all. 

BENTLEY. If you go on doing it after Ive 


asked you not, youll feel an awful swine [He 
strolls away carelessly to the sideboard with his 
eye m the sponge-cakes]. At least I should; but 
I suppose youre not so particular. 

JOHNNY [rising vengefully and follomng 
Bentley i who is forced to turn and listeri] I’ll tell 
you what it is, my boy; you want a good 
talking to; and I’m going to give it to you. 
If you think that because your father’s a 
K.C.B., and you want to marry my sister, 
you can make yourself as nasty as you please 
and say what you like, youre mistaken. Let 
me tell you that except Hypatia, not one 
person in this house is in favor of her marry- 
ing you; and I dont believe shes happy about 
it herself. The match isnt settled yet; dont 
forget that. Youre on trial in the office be- 
cause the Governor isnt giving his daughter 
money for an idle man to live on her. Youre 
on trial here because my mother thinks a 
girl should know what a man is like in the 
house before she marries him. Thats been 
going on for two months now; and whats the 
result? Youve got yourself thoroughly dis- 
liked in the office; and youre getting your- 
self thoroughly disliked here, all through 
your bad manners and your conceit, and the 
damned impudence you think clever. 

BENTLEY [deeply wounded and trying hard to 
control himself] Thats enough, thank you. 
You dont suppose, I hope, that I should 
have come down if I had known that that 
was how you all feel about me. [He makes for 
the vestibule door]. 

JOHNNY [collaring hirn] No; you dont run 
away. I’m going to have this out with you. 
Sit down: d’y’ hear? [Bentley attempts to go 
with dignity. Johnny slings him into a chair at 
the writing tables where he sits, bitterly humili- 
ated, but afraid to speak lest he should burst into 
tears]. Thats the advantage of having more 
body than brains, you see: it enables me to 
teach you manners; and I’m going to do it 
too. Youre a spoilt young pup; and you need 
a jolly good licking. And if youre not careful 
youll get it; I’ll see to that next time you 
call me a swine. 

BENTLEY. I didnt call you a s^lne. But 
[bursting into a fury of tears] you are a swine; 
youre a beast: youre a brute; youre a cad; 
youre a liar; youre a bully; I should like to 
wring your damned neck for you. 

JOHNNY [with a derisive laugh] Try it, my 
son. [Bentley gives an inarticulate sob of rage]. 
Fighting isnt in your line. Youre too small; 
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and youre too childish. I always suspected 
that your cleverness wouldnt come to very 
much when it was brought up against some- 
thing solid: some decent chap’s fist, for in- 
stance. 

BENTLEY. I hope your beastly fist may 
come up against a mad bull or a prize- 
fighter’s nose, or something solider than me. 

I dont care about your fist; but if everybody 
here dislikes me — [he is checked hy a 506]. 
Well, I dont care. [Trying to recover hhnself] 
I’m sorry I intruded: I didnt know. [Breaking 
down again] Oh you beast! you pig! Swine, 
swine, swine, swine, swine! Now! 

JOHNNY. All right, my lad, all right. Sling 
your mud as hard as you please: it wont stick 
to me. What I want to know is this. How is 
it that your father, who I suppose is the 
strongest man England has produced in our 
time — 

BENTLEY. You got that out of your half- 
penny paper. A lot you know about him! 

JOHNNY. I dont set up to be able to do any- 
thing but admire him and appreciate him 
and be proud of him as an Englishman. If it 
wasnt for my respect for him, I wouldnt 
have stood your cheek for two days, let alone 
two months. But what I cant understand is 
why he didnt lick it out of you when you 
were a kid. For twenty-five years he kept a 
place twice as big as England in order: a 
place full of seditious coffee-colored heathens 
and pestilential white agitators in the middle 
of a lot of savage tribes. And yet he couldnt 
keep you in order. I dont set up to be half 
the man your father undoubtedly is; but, by 
George, it’s lucky for you you were not my 
son. I dont hold with my own father’s views 
about corporal punishment being wrong. It’s 
necessary for some people; and I’d have tried 
it on you until you first learnt to howl and 
then to behave yourself. 

BENTLEY [contemptuously] Yes: behavior 
wouldnt come naturally to your son, would 
it? 

JOHNNY [stung into sudden violence] Now you 
keep a civil tongue in your head. I’ll stand 
none of your snobbery. I’m just as proud of 
Tarleton’s Underwear as you are of your 
father’s title and his K.C.B., and all the rest 
of it. My father began in a little hole of a 
shop in Leeds no bigger than our pantry 
down the passage there. He — 

BENTLEY. Oh yes*. I know. Ive read it. 
“’The Romance of Business, or The Story of 


Tarleton’s Underwear. Please Take One!” 
I took one the day after I first met Hypatia. 

I went and bought half a dozen unshrinkable 
vests for her sake. 

JOHNNY. Well: did they shrink? 

BENTLEY. Oh, doiit be a fool. 

JOHNNY. Never mind whether I’m a fool 
or not. Did they shrink? Thats the point. 
Were they worth the money? 

BENTLEY. I couldnt Wear them: do you 
think my skin’s as thick as your customers’ 
hides? I’d as soon have dressed myself in a 
nutmeg grater. 

JOHNNY. Pity your father didnt give your 
thin skin a jolly good lacing with a cane! 

BENTLEY. Pity you havnt got more than one 
idea! If you want to know, they did try that 
on me once, when I was a small kid. A silly 
governess did it. I yelled fit to bring down 
the house, and went into convulsions and 
brain fever and that sort of thing for three 
weeks. So the old girl got the sack; and serve 
her right! After that, I was let do what I 
liked. My father didnt want me to grow up 
a broken-spirited spaniel, which is your idea 
of a man, I suppose. 

JOHNNY. Jolly good thing for you that my 
father made you come into the office and 
shew what you were made of. And it didnt 
come to much: let me tell you that. When 
the Governor asked me where I thought we 
ought to put you, I said “Make him the 
Office Boy.” The Governor said you were 
too green. And so you were. 

BENTLEY. I daresay. So would you be pretty 
green if you were shoved into my father’s set. 
I picked up your silly business in a fortnight. 
Youve been at it ten years; and you havnt 
picked it up yet. 

JOHNNY. Dont talk rot, child. You know 
you simply make me pity you. 

BENTLEY. ” Romancc of Business” indeed! 
The real romance of Tarleton’s business is 
the story that you understand anything 
about it. You never could explain any mortal 
thing about it to me when I asked you. “See 
what was done the last time”: that was the 
beginning and the end of your wisdom. 
Youre nothing but a turnspit. 

JOHNNY. A what! 

BENTLEY. A tumspit. If your father hadnt 
made a roasting jack for you to turn, youd 
be earning twenty-four shillings a week be- 
hind a counter. 

JOHNNY. If you dont take that back and 
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apologize for your bad manners, Til give you 
as good a hiding as ever — 

BENTLEY. Help! Johnny’s beating me! Oh! 
Murder! [lie throws himself on the ground^ 
uttering piercing yells\ 

JOHNNY. Dont be a fool. Stop that noise, 
will you? I’m not going to touch you. Sh — 
sh — 

Hypatia rushes in through the inner door, 
followed by Mrs Tarleton, and throws herself 
on her knees by Bentley, Mrs Tarleton^ whose 
knees are stiffer, bends over him and tries to lift 
him. Mrs Tarleton is a shrewd and motherly old 
lady who has been pretty in her time., and is still 
very pleasant and likeable and unaffected. Hy- 
patia is a typical English girl of a sort never 
called typical: that is, she has an opaque white 
skin, black hair, large dark eyes with black brows 
and lashes, curved lips, srvift glances and move- 
ments that fash out of a waiting stillness, 
boundless energy and audacity held in leash, 

HYPATIA [pouncing on Bentley with no very 
gentle hand] Bentley: whats the matter? 
Dont cry like that: whats the use? Whats 
happened? 

MRS TARLETON. Are you ill, child? [They get 
him up\ There, there, pet! It’s all right: dont 
cry [they put him into a chair]\ there! there! 
there! Johnny will go for the doctor; and he’ll 
give you something nice to make it well. 

HYPATIA. What has happened, Johnny? 

MRS TARLETON. Was it a wasp? 

BENTLEY [impatiently] Wasp be dashed! 

MRS TARLETON. Oh Bunny! that was a 
naughty word. 

BENTLEY. Ycs, I know. I beg your pardon. 
[He rises, and extricates himself from them], 
Thats all right. Johnny frightened me. You 
know how easy it is to hurt me; and I’m too 
small to defend myself against Johnny. 

MRS TARLETON. Johnny. how often have I 
told you that you must not bully the little 
ones. I thought youd outgrown all that. 

HYPATIA [angrily] I do declare, mamma, 
that Johnny’s brutality makes it impossible 
to live in the house with him. 

JOHNNY [deeply hurt] It’s fourteen years, 
mother, since you had that row with me for 
licking Robert and giving Hypatia a black 
eye because she bit me. I promised you then 
that I’d never raise my hand to one of them 
again; and Ive never broken my word. And 
now because this young whelp begins to cry 
out before he’s hurt, you treat me as if I were 
a brute and a savage. 


MRS TARLETON. No dear, not a savage; but 
you know you mustnt call our visitor naughty 
names. 

BENTLEY. Oh, let him alone — 

JOHNNY [fiercely] Dont you interfere be- 
tween my mother and me: d’y* hear? 

HYPATIA. Johnny’s lost his temper, mother. 
We’d better go. Come, Bentley. 

MRS TARLETON. Ycs: that will be best. [To 
Bentley] Johnny doesnt mean any harm, 
dear: he’ll be himself presently. Come. 

The two ladies go out through the inner door 
with Bentley, who turns derisively at the door to 
cock a snook at Johnny as he goes out. 

Johnny, left alone, clenches his fists and 
grinds his teeth, but can find no relief in that way 
for his rage. A fter choking and stamping for a 
moment, he makes for the vestibule door. It opens 
before he reaches it; and Lord Summerhays 
comes in. Johnny glares at him, speechless. Ixyrd 
Smnmerhays takes in the situation, and quickly 
takes the punchbowl from the sideboard and offers 
it to Johnny. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Smash it. Dont hesitate; 
it’s an ugly thing. Smash it: hard. [Johnny, 
with a stified yell, dashes it in pieces, and then 
sits down and mops his brow]. Feel better now? 
[Johnny nods]. I know only one person alive 
who could drive me to the point of having 
either to break china or commit murder; and 
that person is my son Bentley. Was it her 
[Johnny nods again, not yet able to speak]. As 
the car stopped I heard a yell which is only 
too familiar to me. It generally means that 
some infuriated person is trying to thrash 
Bentley. Nobody has ever succeeded, though 
almost everybody has tried. [He seats himselj 
comfortably close to the writing table, and sett 
to work to collect the fragments of the punchbotvi 
in the ?vastepaper basket 7vhilst Johnny, wit) 
diminishing difficulty, collects himself]. Bentlej 
is a problem which I confess I have nevei 
been able to solve. He was born to be a grea1 
success at the age of fifty. Most Englishmer 
of his class seem to be born to be grea1 
successes at the age of twenty-four at most 
The domestic problem for me is how to en 
dure Bentley until he is fifty. The problerr 
for the nation is how to get itself governec 
by men whose growth is arrested when the] 
are little more than college lads. Bentle] 
doesnt really mean to be offensive. You cai 
always make him cry by telling him you don^ 
like him. Only, he cries so loud that th< 
experiment should be made in the open air 
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in the middle of Salisbury Plain if possible. ‘ 
He has a hard and penetrating intelleet and 
a remarkable power of looking facts in the 
face; but unfortunately, being very young, 
he has no idea of how very little of that sort 
of thing most of us can stand. On the other 
hand, he is frightfully sensitive and even 
affectionate; so that he probably gets as 
much as he gives in the way of hurt feelings. 
Youll excuse me rambling on like this about 
my son. 

JOHNNY [who has pulled himself together^ You 
did it on purpose. I wasnt quite myself: I 
needed a moment to pull round. Thank you. 

LORD suMMERHAYS. Not at all. Is your 
father at home? 

JOHNNY. No: hes opening one of his free 
libraries. Thats another nice little penny 
gone. He’s mad on reading. He promised 
another free library last week. It’s ruinous. 
Itll hit you as well as me when Bunny 
marries Hypatia. When all Hypatia’s money 
is thrown away on libraries, where will 
Bunny come in? Cant you stop him? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I’m afraid not. Hes a 
perfect whirlwind. Indefatigable at public 
work. Wonderful man, I think. 

JOHNNY. Oh, public work! He does too 
much of it. It’s really a sort of laziness, get- 
ting away from your own serious business to 
amuse yourself with other people’s. Mind: I 
dont say there isnt another side to it. It has 
its value as an advertisement. It makes use- 
ful acquaintances and leads to valuable 
business connections. But it takes his mind 
off the main chance; and he overdoes it. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. The danger of public 
business is that it never ends. A man may 
kill himself at it. 

JOHNNY. Or he can spend more on it than 
it brings him in: thats how I look at it. What 
I say is that everybody’s business is nobody’s 
business. I hope I’m not a hard man, nor a 
narrow man, nor unwilling to pay reasonable 
taxes, and subscribe in reason to deserving 
charities, and even serve on a jury in my 
turn; and no man can say I ever refused to 
help a friend out of a difficulty when he was 
worth helping. But when you ask me to go 
beyond that, I tell you frankly I dont see it. 
I never did see it, even when I was only a 
boy, and had to pretend to take in all the 
ideas the Governor fed me up with. I didnt 
see it; and I dont see it. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. There is certainly no 


business reason why you should take more 
than your share of the world’s work. 

JOHNNY. So I say. It’s really a great en- 
couragement to me to find you agree with 
me. For of course if nobody agrees with you, 
how are you to know that youre not a fool? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Quite SO. 

JOHNNY. I wish youd talk to him about it. 
It’s no use my saying anything: I’m a child 
to him still: I have no influence. Besides, you 
know how to handle men. See how you 
handled me when I was making a fool of 
myself about Bunny! 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Not at all. 

JOHNNY. Oh yes I was: I know I was. Well, 
if my blessed father had come in he’d have 
told me to control myself. As if I was losing 
my temper on purpose! 

Bentley returns, ne7vly washed. He beams 
when he sees his father, and comes affection- 
ately behind him and pats him on the shoulders, 

BENTLEY. Hcl-lo, comniandcr! have you 
come? Ive been making a filthy silly ass of 
myself here. I’m awfully sorry, Johnny, old 
chap: I beg your pardon. Why dont you kick 
me when I go on like that? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. As wc camc through. 
Godaiming I thought I heard some yelling — 

BENTLEY. I sliould think you did. Johnny 
was rather rough on me, though. He told me 
nobody here liked me; and I was silly enough 
to believe him. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. And all the women have 
been kissing you and pitying you ever since 
to stop your crying, I suppose. Baby! 

BENTLEY. I did cry. But I always feel good 
after crying: it relieves my wretched nerves. 
I feel perfectly jolly now. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Not at all ashamcd of 
yourself, for instance? 

BENTLEY. If I Started being ashamed of 
myself I shouldnt have time for anything 
else all my life. I say: I feel very fit and spry. 
Lets all go down and meet the Grand Cham. 
\He goes to the hatstand and takes down his hat], 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Docs Mr Tarlcton like 
to be called the Grand Cham, do you think, 
Bentley? 

BENTLEY. Well, he thinks hes too modest 
for it. He calls himself Plain John. But you 
cant call him' that in his own office: besides, it 
doesnt suit him: it’s not flamboyant enough. 

JOHNNY. Flam what? 

BENTLEY. Flamboyant. Lets go and meet 
him. He’s telephoned from Guildford to say 
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hes on the road. The dear old son is always 
telephoning or telegraphing: he thinks hes 
hustling along like anything when hes only 
sending unnecessary messages. 

LORD suMMERHAYS. Thank you: I should 
prefer a quiet afternoon. 

BENTLEY. Right o! I shant press Johnny: 
hes had enough of me for one week-end. [He 
goes out through the pavilion into the grounds^ 

JOHNNY. Not a bad idea, that. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. What? 

JOHNNY. Going to meet the Governor. You 
know you wouldnt think it; but the Governor 
likes Bunny rather. And Bunny is cultivating 
it. I shouldnt be surprised if he thought he 
could squeeze me out one of these days. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You dont say so! Young 
rascal! I want to consult you about him, if 
you dont mind. Shall we stroll over to the 
Gibbet? Bentley is too fast for me as a walk- 
ing companion; but I should like a short turn. 

JOHNNY [rising eagerly, highly flattered] 
Right you are. Thatll suit me down to the 
ground. [He takes a Panama and stick from the 
hat stand], 

Mrs Tarleton and Hypatia come hack just as 
the two men are going out, Hypatia salutes 
Summer hays from a distance with an enigmatic 
Uft of her eyelids in his direction and a demure 
nod before she sits down at the worktable and 
busies herself with her needle, Mrs TarleU)n, 
hospitably fussy , goes over to him, 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, Lord Summerhays, I 
didnt know you were here. Wont you have 
some tea? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. No, thank you: I’m not 
allowed tea. And I’m ashamed to say Ive 
knocked over your beautiful punch-bowl. 
You must let me replace it. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, it docsnt matter: I’m 
only too glad to be rid of it. The shopman 
told me it was in the best taste; but when 
my poor old nurse Martha got cataract. 
Bunny said it was a merciful provision of 
Nature to prevent her seeing our china. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [gravely] That was ex- 
ceedingly rude of Bentley, Mrs Tarleton. I 
hope you told him so. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, blcss you! I dont care 
what he says; so long as he says it to me and 
not before visitors. 

JOHNNY. We re going out for a stroll, 
mother. 

MRS TARLETON. All right: dont let us keep 
you. Never mind about that crock: I’ll get 


the girl to come and take the pieces away. 
[Becollecting herself] There! Ive done it again! 

JOHNNY. Done what? 

MRS TARLETON. Called her the girl. You 
know, Lord Summerhays, it’s a funny thing; 
but now I’m getting old. I’m dropping back 
into all the ways John and I had when we 
had barely a hundred a year. You should 
have known me when I was forty! I talked 
like a duchess; and if Johnny or Hypatia let 
slip a word that was like old times, I was 
down on them like anything. And now I’m 
beginning to do it myself at every turn. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. There comes a time 
when all that seems to matter so little. Even 
queens drop the mask when they reach our 
time of life. 

MRS TARLETON. Let you alouc for giving a 
thing a pretty turn! Youre a humbug, you 
know, Lord Summerhays. John doesnt know 
it; and Johnny doesnt know it; but you and I 
know it, dont we? Now thats something that 
even you cant answer; so be off with you for 
your walk without another word. 

Lord Summerhays smiles; bows; and goes out 
through the vestibule door, followed by Johnny, 
Mrs Tarleton sits donm at the worktable and 
takes out her darning materials and one of her 
husband's socks, Hypatia is at the other side of 
the table, on her mother s right. They chat as 
they work, 

HYPATIA. I wonder whether they laugh at 
us when they are by themselves! 

MRS TARLETON. Who? 

HYPATIA. Bentley and his father and all 
the toffs in their set. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, thats Only their way. 
I used to think that the aristocracy were 
a nasty sneering lot, and that they were 
laughing at me and John. Theyre always 
giggling and pretending not to care much 
about anything. But you get used to it: 
theyre the same to one another and to every- 
body. Besides, what does it matter what they 
think? It’s far worse when theyre civil, be- 
cause that always means that they want you 
to lend them money; and you must never do 
that, Hypatia, because they never pay. How 
can they? They dont make anything, you 
see. Of course, if you can make up your inind 
to regard it as a gift, thats different; but then 
they generally ask you again; and you may 
as well say no first as last. You neednt be 
afraid of the aristocracy, dear: theyre only 
human creatures like ourselves idter ail; 
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and youll hold your own with them easy 
enough. 

HYPATIA. Oh, I’m not a bit afraid of them, 

I assure you. 

MRS TARLETON. Well, no, not afraid of 
them, exactly; but youve got to pick up their 
ways. You know, dear, I never quite agreed 
with your father’s notion of keeping clear of 
them, and sending you to a school that was 
so expensive that they couldnt afford to 
send their daughters there; so that all the 
girls belonged to big business families like 
ourselves. It takes all sorts to make a world; 
and I wanted you to see a little of all sorts. 
When you marry Bunny, and go among the 
women of his father’s set, theyll shock you 
at first. 

HYPATIA \incredulously^ How? 

MRS TARLETON. Well, the things they talk 
about. 

HYPATIA. Oh! scandalmongering? 

MRS TARLETON. Oh no*. we all do that: thats 
only human nature. But you know theyve 
no notion of decency. I shall never forget the 
first day I spent with a marchioness, two 
duchesses, and no end of Ladies This and 
That. Of course it was only a committee: 
theyd put me on to get a big subscription 
out of John. I’d never heard such talk in my 
life. The things they mentioned! And it was 
the marchioness that started it. 

HYPATIA. What sort of things? 

MRS TARLETON. Drainage!! She’d tried 
three systems in her castle; and she was 
going to do away with them all and try 
another. I didnt know which way to look 
when she began talking about it: I thought 
theyd all have got up and gone out of the 
room. But not a bit of it, if you please. They 
were all just as bad as she. They all had 
systems; and each of them swore by her own 
system. I sat there with my cheeks burning 
until one of the duchesses, thinking I looked 
out of it, I suppose, asked me what system 
I had. I said I was sure I knew nothing about 
such things, and hadnt we better change 
the subject. Then the fat was in the fire, I 
can tell you. There was a regular terror of a 
countess with an anaerobic system; and she 
told me, downright brutally, that I’d better 
learn something about them before my chil- 
dren died of diphtheria. That was just two 
months after I’d buried poor little Bobby; 
and that was the very thing he died of, poor 
little lamb! I burst out crying: I couldnt help 


it. It was as good as telling me I’d killed my 
own child. I had to go away; but before I 
was out of the door one of the duchesses — 
quite a young woman — began talking about 
what sour milk did in her inside and how she 
expected to live to be over a hundred if she 
took it regularly. And me listening to her, 
that had never dared to think that a duchess 
could have anything so common as an inside! 

I shouldnt have minded if it had been 
children’s insides: we have to talk about 
them. But grown-up people! I was glad to 
get away that time. 

HYPATIA. There was a physiology and 
hygiene class started at school; but of course 
none of our girls were let attend it. 

MRS TARLETON. If it had been an aristocratic 
school plenty would have attended it. Thats 
what they re like: theyve nasty minds. With 
really nice good women a thing is either 
decent or indecent; and if it’s indecent, we 
justdont mention it or pretend to know about 
it; and theres an end of it. But all the aristo- 
cracy cares about is whether it can get any 
good out of the thing. Theyre what Johnny 
calls cynical-like. And of course nobody can 
say a word to them for it. Theyre so high up 
that they can do and say what they like. 

HYPATIA. Well, I think they might leave 
the drains to their husbands, I shouldnt think 
much of a man that left such things to me. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, dont think that, dear, 
whatever you do. I never let on about it to 
you; but it’s me that takes care of the drain- 
age here. After what that countess said to me 
I wasnt going to lose another child nor trust 
John. And I dont want my grandchildren to 
die any more than my children. 

HYPATIA. Do you think Bentley will ever 
be as big a man as his father? I dont mean 
clever: I mean big and strong. 

MRS TARLETON. Not he. He’s overbred, like 
one of those expensive little dogs. I like a bit 
of a mongrel myself, whether it’s a man or a 
dog: theyre the best for everyday. But we all 
have our tastes: whats one woman’s meat 
is another woman’s poison. Bunny’s a dear 
little fellow; but I never could have fancied 
him for a husband when I was your age. 

HYPATIA. Yes; but he has some brains. He’s 
not like all the rest. One cant have every- 
thing. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, yourc quite right, dear: 
quite right. It’s a great thing to have brains: 
look what it’s done for your father! 'Thats the 

X 
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reason I never said a word when you jilted 
poor Jerry Mackintosh. 

HYPATIA \excusing herself] I really couldnt 
stick it out with Jerry, mother. I know you 
liked him; and nobody can deny that he’s a 
splendid animal — 

MRS TARLETON [skockcd] Hypatia! How can 
you! The things that girls say nowadays! 

HYPATIA. Well, what else can you call him? 
If I’d been deaf or he’d been dumb, I could 
have married him. But living with father, Ive 
got accustomed to cleverness. Jerry would 
drive me mad: you know very well he’s a fool: 
even Johnny thinks him a fool. 

MRS TARLETON \up 171 arms at once in defence 
of her hoy] Now dont begin about my Johnny. 
You know it annoys me. Johnny’s as clever 
as anybody else in his own way. I dont say 
he’s as clever as you in some ways; but he’s a 
man, at all events, and not a little squit of a 
thing like your Bunny. 

HYPATIA. Oh, I say nothing against your 
darling: we all know Johnny’s perfection. 

MRS TARLETON. Dont be cross, dearie. You 
let Johnny alone; and I’ll let Bunny alone. 
I’m just as bad as you. There! 

HYPATIA. Oh, I dont mind your saying that 
about Bentley. It’s true. He is a little squit 
of a thing. I wish he wasnt. But who else is 
there? Think of all the other chances Ive had! 
Not one of them has as much brains in his 
whole body as Pentley has in his little finger. 
Besides, they ve no distinction. It’sasmuch 
as I can do to tell one from the other. They 
wouldnt even have money if they wercnt the 
sons of their fathers, like Johnny. Whats a 
girl to do? I never met anybody like Bentley 
before. He may be small; but he’s the best of 
the bunch: you cant deny that. 

MRS TARLETON [with a sigh] Well, my pet, if 
you fancy him, theres no more to be said. 

A pause follows this remark: the two women 
serving silently, 

HYPATIA. Mother: do you think marriage 
is as much a question of fancy as it used to 
be in your time and father’s? 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, it wasnt much fancy 
with me, dear: your father just wouldnt take 
no for an answer; and I was only too glad to 
be his wife instead of his shop-girl. Still, it’s 
curious; but I had more choice than you in a 
way, because, you see, I was poor; and there 
are so many more poor men than rich ones 
that I might have had more of a pick, as you 
might say, if John hadnt suited me. 


HYPATIA. I can imagine all sorts of men I 
could fall in love with ; bu 1 1 never seem to meet 
them. The real ones are too small, like Bunny, 
or too silly, like Jerry. Of course one can get 
into a state about any man: fall in love with 
him if you like to call it that. But who would 
risk marrying a man for love? I shouldnt. I 
remember three girls at school who agreed 
that the one man you should never marry 
was the man you were in love with, because 
it would make a perfect slave of you. Theres 
a sort of instinct against it, I think, thats 
just as strong as the other instinct. One of 
them, to my certain knowledge, refused a 
man she was in love with, and married an- 
other who was in love with her; and it turned 
out very well. 

MRS TARLETON. Does all that mean that 
youre not in love with Bunny? 

HYPATIA. Oh, how could anybody be in 
love with Bunny? I like him to kiss me just 
as I like a baby to kiss me. I’m fond of him; 
and he never bores me; and I see that he’s 
very clever; but I’m not what you call gone 
about him, if thats what you mean. 

MRS TARLETON. Then why need you marry 
him? 

HYPATIA. What better can I do? I must 
marry somebody, I suppose. Ive realized 
that since I was twentythrec. I always used 
to take it as a matter of course that I should 
be married before I was twenty. 

BENTLEY ’s VOICE [in the garden] Youve got 
to keep yourself fresh: to look at these things 
with an open mind. 

JOHN TARLETON ’s VOICE. Quite right, quite 
right: I always say so. 

MRS TARLETON. Thercs your father, and 
Bunny with him. 

BENTLEY. Keep young. Keep your eye on 
me. Thats the tip for you. 

Bentley and Mr Tarleton {an immense and 
genial veteran of trade) come into view and enter 
the pavilion. 

JOHN TARLETON. You think youre young, 
do you? You think I’m old? [energetically 
shaking off his motoring coat and hanging it up 
with his cap], 

BENTLEY [helping him with the coat] Of course 
youre old. Look at your face and look at 
mine. What you call your youth is nothing 
but your levity. Why do we get on so well 
together? Because I’m a young cub and 
youre an old josser. [He throws a cushion at 
Hypatia* s feet and sits dorvn on it with his hack 
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against her knees']* 

TARLETON. Old! Thats all you know about 
it, my lad. How do, Patsy! [Hypatia kisses 
him]. How is my Chickabiddy? [He kisses Mrs 
Tarletons hand and poses expansively in the 
middle of the picture]. Look at me! Look at 
these wrinkles, these grey hairs, this repul- 
sive mask that you call old age! What is it? 
[Vehemently] I ask you, what is it? 

BENTLEY. Jolly nicc and venerable, old man. 
Dont be discouraged. 

TARLETON. Nice? Not a bit of it. Venerable? 
Venerable be blowed! Read your Darwin, 
my boy. Read your Weismann. [He goes to 
the sideboard for a drink of lemonade]. 

MRS TARLETON. For shame, John! Tell him 
to read his Bible. 

TARLETON [manipulating the syphon] Whats 
the use of telling children to read the Bible 
when you know they wont. I was kept away 
from the Bible for forty years by being told 
to read it when I was young. Then I picked 
it up one evening in a hotel in Sunderland 
when I had left all my papers in the train; 
and I found it wasnt half bad. [He drinks, 
and puts down the glass with a smack of enjoy- 
men(\. Better than most halfpenny papers, 
any how, if only you could make people believe 
it. [He sits down by the writing-table, near his 
wife]. But if you want to understand old age 
scientifically, read Darwin and Weismann. 
Of course if you want to understand it 
romantically, read about Solomon. 

MRS TARLETON. Have you had tea, John? 

TARLETON. Yes. Dont interrupt me when 
Fm improving the boy’s mind. Where was 
I? This repulsive mask — ^Yes. [Explosively] 
What is death? 

MRS TARLETON. John! 

HYPATIA. Death is a rather unpleasant 
subject, papa. 

TARLETON. Not a bit. Not scientifically. 
Scientifically it’s a delightful subject. You 
think death’s natural. Well, it isnt. You read 
Weismann. There wasnt any death to start 
with. You go look in any ditch outside and 
youll find swimming about there as fresh as 
paint some of the identical little live cells 
that Adam christened in the Garden of Eden. 
But if big things like us didnt die, we’d crowd 
one another off the face of the globe. Nothing 
survived, sir, except the sort of people that 
had the sense and good manners to die and 
make room for the fresh supplies. And so 
death was introduced by Natural Selection. 


You get it out of your head, my lad, that I’m 
going to die because I’m wearing out or de- 
caying. Theres no such thing as decay to a 
vital man. I shall clear out; but I shant decay. 

BENTLEY. And what about the wrinkles and 
the almond tree and the grasshopper that 
becomes a burden and the desire that fails? 

TARLETON. Does it? by George! No, sir: it 
spiritualizes. As to your grasshopper, I can 
carry an elephant. 

MRS TARLETON. You do say such things. 
Bunny! What does he mean by the almond 
tree? 

TARLETON. He means my white hairs: the 
repulsive mask. That, my boy, is another 
invention of Natural Selection to disgust 
young women with me, and give the lads a 
turn. 

MRS TARLETON. John*. I wont have it. Thats 
a forbidden subject. 

TARLETON. They talk of the wickedness and 
vanity of w'omen painting their faces and 
wearing auburn wigs at fifty. But why 
shouldnt they? Why should a woman allow 
Nature to put a false mask of age on her 
w'hcn she knows that she’s as young as ever? 
Why should she look in the glass and see a 
wrinkled lie w'hen a touch of fine art will 
shew her a glorious truth? The wrinkles are 
a dodge to repel young men. Suppose she 
doesnt want to repel young men! Suppose 
she likes them! 

MRS TARLETON. Bunny: take Hypatia out 
into the grounds for a walk: theres a good 
boy. John has got one of his naughty fits 
this evening. 

HYPATIA. Oh, never mind me. I’m used to 
him. 

BENTLEY. I’m not. I never heard such con- 
versation: I cant believe my ears. And mind 
you, this is the man who objected to my 
marrying his daughter on the ground that a 
marriage between a member of the great 
and good middle class with one of the vicious 
and corrupt aristocracy would be a misalli- 
ance. A misalliance, if you please! This is 
the man Ive adopted as a father! 

TARLETON. Eh? Whats that? Adopted me 
as a father, have you? 

BENTLEY. Yes. Thats an idea of mine. I 
knew a chap named Joey Percival at Oxford 
(you know I was two months at Balliol before 
I was sent down for telling the old woman 
who was head of that silly college what I 
jolly well thought of him. He would have 
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been glad to have me back, too, at the end i 
of six months; but I wouldnt go; I just let him ^ 
want; and serve him right!) Well, Joey was 
a most awfully clever fellow, and so nice! I 
asked him what made such a difference be- 
tween him and all the other pups — ^they 
were pups, if you like. He told me it was 
very simple: they had only one father apiece; 
and he had three. 

MRS TARLETON. Dont talk nonsense, child. 
How could that be? 

BENTLEY. Oh, Very simple. His father — 

TARLETON. Which father? 

BENTLEY. The first one; the regulation 
natural chap. He kept a tame philosopher in 
the house; a sort of Coleridge or Herbert 
Spencer kind of card, you know. That was 
the second father. Then his mother was an 
Italian princess; and she had an Italian priest 
always about. He was supposed to take 
charge of her conscience; but from what I 
could make out she jolly well took charge 
of his. The whole three of them took charge 
of Joey’s conscience. He used to hear them 
arguing like mad about everything. You see, 
the philosopher was a freethinker, and always 
believed the latest thing. The priest didnt’ 
believe anything, because it was sure to get 
him into trouble with someone or another. 
And the natural father kept an open mind 
and believed whatever paid him best. Be- 
tween the lot of them Joey got cultivated 
no end. He said if he could only have had 
three mothers as well, he’d have backed him- 
self against Napoleon. 

TARLETON [impressed] Thats an idea. Thats 
a most interesting idea; a most important 
idea. 

MRS TARLETON. You always were one for 
ideas, John. 

TARLETON. Yourc right. Chickabiddy. What 
do I tell Johnny when he brags about Tarle- 
ton’s Underwear? It’s not the underwear. 
The underwear be hanged! Anybody can 
make underwear. Anybody can sell under- 
wear. Tarleton’s Ideas: thats whats done it. 
Ive often thought of putting that up over 
the shop. 

BENTLEY. Take me into partnership when 
you do, old man. I’m wasted on the under- 
wear; but I shall come in strong on the ideas. 

TARLETON. You be a good boy; and perhaps 
I will. 

MRS TARLETON [scenting a plot against her 
beloved Johnnt/] Now, John; you promised — 


TARLETON. Yes,yes. All right. Chickabiddy: 
dont fuss. Your precious Johnny shant be 
interfered with. [Bouncing up^ too energetic to 
sit still] But I’m getting sick of that old shop. 
Thirty-five years Ive had of it; same blessed 
old stairs to go up and down every day; same 
old lot; same old game: sorry I ever started 
it now. I’ll chuck it and try something else; 
something that will give a scope to all my 
faculties. 

HYPATIA. Theres money in underwear: 
theres none in wild-cat ideas. 

TARLETON. Thcres money in me, madam, 
no matter what I go into. 

MRS TARLETON. Dont boast, John. Dont 
tempt Providence. 

TARLETON. Rats! You dont understand 
Providence. Providence likes to be tempted. 
Thats the secret of the successful man. Read 
Browning. Natural theology on an island, eh? 
Caliban was afraid to tempt Providence; that 
was why he was never able to get even with 
Prospero. What did Prospero do? Prospero 
didnt even tempt Providence: he was Provi- 
dence. Thats one of Tarleton’s ideas; and 
dont you forget it. 

BENTLEY. You are full of beef today, old 
man. 

TARLETON. Bcef be blowed! Joy of life. 
Read Ibsen. [He goes into the pavilion to re- 
lieve his restlessness, and stares out nith his 
hands thrust deep in his pockets]. 

HYPATIA [thoughtful] Bentley; couldnt you 
invite your friend Mr Percival down here? 

BENTLEY. Not if I know it. Youd throw me 
over the moment you set eyes on him. 

MRS TARLETON, Oh, Bunny! For shame! 

BENTLEY. Well, who’d marry me, dyou 
suppose, if they could get my brains with a 
full-sized body? No, thank you. I shall take 
jolly good care to keep Joey out of this until 
Hypatia is past praying for. 

Johnny and Lord Summerhays return through 
the pavilion from their stroll. 

TARLETON. Welcome! welcome! Why have 
you stayed away so long? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [shaking hands] Yes; I 
should have come sooner. But I’m still rather 
lost in England. [Johnny takes his hat and 
hangs it up beside his orvri\. Thank you, [Johnny 
returns to his swing and his novel. Lord Summer- 
hays comes to the writing table]. The fact is that 
as Ive nothing to do, I never have time to go 
anywhere. [He sits do7vn next Mrs Tarleton], 

TARLETON [following him and sitting down on 
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his left\ Paradox, paradox. Good. Paradoxes 
are the only truths. Read Chesterton. But 
theres lots for you to do here. You have a 
genius for government. You learnt your job 
out there in Jinghiskahn, Well, we want to 
be governed here in England. Govern us. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Ah yes, my friend; but 
in Jinghiskahn you have to govern the right 
way. If you dont, you go under and come 
home. Here everything has to be done the 
wrong way, to suit governors who understand 
nothing but partridge shooting (our English 
native princes, in fact) and voters who dont 
know what theyre voting about. I dont under- 
stand these democratic games; and I’m afraid 
Tm too old to learn. What can I do but sit in 
the window of my club, which consists mostly 
of retired Indian Civil servants? We look on 
at the muddle and the folly and amateurish- 
ness; and we ask each other where a single 
fortnight of it would have landed us. 

TARLETON. Very true. Still, Democracy’s 
all right, you know. Read Mill. Read 
Jefferson. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Ycs. Democracy reads 
well; but it doesnt act well, like some people’s 
plays. No, no, my friend Tarleton: to make 
Democracy work, you need an aristocratic 
democracy. To make Aristocracy work, you 
need a democratic aristocracy. Youve got 
neither; and theres an end of it. 

TARLETON. Still, you know, the superman 
may come. The superman’s an idea. I be- 
lieve in ideas. Read Whatshisname. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Reading is a dangerous 
amusement, Tarleton. I wish I could per- 
suade your free library people of that. 

TARLETON. Why, man, it’s the beginning 
of education. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. On the Contrary, it’s 
the end of it. How can you dare teach a man 
to read until youve taught him everything 
else first? 

JOHNNY [intercepting his father s reply by 
coming out of the swing and taking the floor^ 
Leave it at that. Thats good sense. Anybody 
on for a game of tennis? 

BENTLEY. Oh, lets havc some more im- 
proving conversation. Wouldnt you rather, 
Johnny? 

JOHNNY. If you ask me, no. 

TARLETON. Johnny. you dont cultivate 
your mind. You dont read. 

JOHNNY [coming between his mother and Lord 
Summerhays, book in hand] Yes I do. I bet you 


what you like that, page for page, I read 
more than you, though I dont talk about it so' 
much. Only, I dont read the same books. I 
like a book with a plot in it. You like a book 
with nothing in it but some idea that the 
chap that writes it keeps worrying, like a 
cat chasing its own tail. I can stand a little of 
it, just as I can stand watching the cat for 
two minutes, say, when Ive nothing better 
to do. But a man soon gets fed up with that 
sort of thing. The fact is, you look on an 
author as a sort of god. I look on him as a 
man that I pay to do a certain thing for me. 
I pay him to amuse me and to take me out 
of myself and make me forget. 

TARLETON. No. Wrong principle. You want 
to remember. Read Kipling. “Lest we for- 
get.’’ 

JOHNNY. If Kipling wants to remember, 
let him remember. If he had to runTarleton’s 
Underwear, he’d be jolly glad to forget. As 
he has a much softer job, and wants to keep 
himself before the public, his cry is, “Dont 
you forget the sort of things I'm rather clever 
at writing about.” Well, I dont blame him: 
it’s his business: I should do the same in his 
place. But what he wants and what I want 
are two different things. I want to forget; 
and I pay another man to make me forget. 
If I buy a book or go to the theatre, I want to 
forget the shop and forget myself from the 
moment I go in to the moment I come out. 
Thats what I pay my money for. And if I 
find that the author’s simply getting at me 
the whole time, I consider that he’s obtained 
my money under false pretences. I’m not a 
morbid crank: I’m a natural man; and, as 
such, I dont like being got at. If a man in my 
employment did it, I should sack him. If a 
member of my club did it, I should cut him. 
If he went too far with it, I should bring his 
conduct before the committee. I might even 
punch his head, if it came to that. Well, who 
and what is an author that he should be 
privileged to take liberties that are not 
allowed to other men? 

MRS TARLETON. You scc, John! What have 
I always told you? Johnny has as much to 
say for himself as anybody when he likes. 

JOHNNY. I’m no fool, mother, whatever 
some people may fancy. I dont set up to 
have as many ideas as the Governor; but 
what ideas I have are consecutive, at all 
events. I can think as well as talk. 

BENTLEY [to Tarleton^ chuckling] Had you 
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there, old man, hadnt he? You are rather all 
over the shop with your ideas, aint you? 

JOHNNY [handsomely^ I’m not saying any- 
thing against you, Governor. But I do say 
that the time has come for sane, healthy, un- 
pretending men like me to make a stand 
against this conspiracy of the writing and 
talking and artistic lot to put us in the back 
row. It isnt a fact that we’re inferior to them: 
it’s a put-up job; and it’s they that have put 
the job up. It’s we that run the country for 
them; and all the thanks we get is to be told 
we’re Philistines and vulgar tradesmen and 
sordid city men and so forth, and that theyre 
all angels of light and leading. The time has 
come to assert ourselves and put a stop to 
their stuck-up nonsense. Perhaps if we had 
nothing better to do than talking or writing, 
we could do it better than they. Anyhow, 
theyre the failures and refuse of business 
(hardly a man of them that didnt begin in 
an office) and we’re the successes of it. Thank 
God I havnt failed yet at anything; and I 
dont believe I should fail at literature if it 
would pay me to turn my hand to it. 

BENTLEY. Hear, hear! 

MRS TARLETON. Fancy you writing a book, 
Johnny! Do you think he could. Lord Sum- 
merhays? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Why not? As a matter 
of fact all the really prosperous authors I 
have met since my return to England have 
been very like him. 

TARLETON [again impressed^ Thats an idea. 
Thats a new idea. I believe I ought to have 
made Johnny an author. Ive never said so 
before for fear of hurting his feelings, be- 
cause, after all, the lad cant help it; but Ive 
never thought Johnny worth tuppence as a 
man of business. 

JOHNNY [sarcastic] Oh! You think youve 
always kept that to yourself, do you. Gover- 
nor? I know your opinion of me as well as you 
know it yourself. It takes one man of busi- 
ness to appreciate another; and you arnt, 
and you never have been, a real man of 
business. I know where Tarleton’s would 
have been three or four times if it hadnt been 
for me. [With a snort and a nod to emphasize the 
implied warnings he retreats to the Turkish hath, 
and lolls against it with an air of good-humored 
indifference], 

TARLETON. Well, who denies it? Youre quite 
right, my boy. I dont mind confessing to you 
all that the circumstances that condemned 


me to keep a shop are the biggest tragedy 
in modern life. I ought to have been a writer. 
I’m essentially a man of ideas. When I was 
a young man I sometimes used to pray that 
I might fail, so that I should be justified in 
giving up business and doing something: 
something first-class. But it was no good: I 
couldnt fail. I said to myself that if I could 
only once go to my Chickabiddy here and 
shew her a chartered accountant’s statement 
proving that I’d made £20 less than lastjfear, 

I could ask her to let me chance Johnny’s 
and Hypatia’s future by going into literature. 
But it was no good. First it was £250 more 
than last year. Then it was £700. Then it 
was £2000. Then I saw it was no use: Pro- 
metheus was chained to his rock: read Shelley: 
read Mrs Browning. Well, well, it was not to 
be. [lie rises solemnly]. Lord Summerhays: I 
ask you to excuse me for a few moments. 
There are times when a man needs to medi- 
tate in solitude on his destiny. A chord is 
touched; and he sees the drama of his life as 
a spectator sees a play. Laugh if you feel in- 
clined: no man sees the comic side of it more 
than I. In the theatre of life everyone may 
be amused except the actor. [Brightening] 
Theres an idea in this: an idea for a picture. 
What a pity young Bentley is not a painter! 
Tarleton meditating on his destiny. Not in a 
toga. Not in the trappings of the tragedian 
or the philosopher. In plain coatand trousers: 
a man like any other man. And beneath that 
coat and trousers a human soul. Tarleton’s 
Underwear! [He goes out gravely into the vesti- 
bule], 

MRS TARLETON [fmdly] I supposc it’s a 
wife’s partiality, Lord Summerhays; but I 
do think John is really great. I’m sure he 
was meant to be a king. My father looked 
down on John, because he was a rate collec- 
tor and John kept a shop. It hurt his pride 
to have to borrow money so often from John; 
and he used to console himself by saying, 
‘‘After all, he’s only a linendraper.” But at 
last one day he said to me, “John is a king.’’ 

BENTLEY. How much did he borrow on that 
occasion? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [sharply] Bentley! 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, dont scold the child: 
he’d have to say something like that if it 
was to be his last word on earth. Besides, he’s 
quite right: my poor father had asked for his 
usual five pounds; and John gave him a hun- 
dred in his big way. Just like a king. 
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LORD 8UMMERHAYS. Not at all. I had five 
kings to manage in Jinghiskahn; and I think 
you do your husband some injustice, Mrs 
Tarleton. They pretended to like me because 
I kept their brothers from murdering them; 
but I didnt like them. And I like Tarleton. 

MRS TARLETON. Everybody does. I really 
must go and make the cook do him a Welsh 
rabbit. He expects one on special occasions. 
[iSAe goes to the inner door^, Johnny; when he 
comes back ask him where we re to put that 
new Turkish bath. Turkish baths are his 
latest. [5Ae goes out], 

JOHNNY [coming forward again] Now that 
the Governor has given himself away, and 
the old lady’s gone, I’ll tell you something, 
Lord Summerhays. If you study men whove 
made an enormous pile in business without 
being keen on money, youll find that they 
all have a slate off. The Governor’s a wonder- 
ful man; but he’s not quite all there, you 
know. If you notice, he’s different from me; 
and whatever my failings may be, I’m a sane 
man. Erratic: thats what he is. And the 
danger is that some day he’ll give the whole 
show away. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Giving the show away 
is a method like any other method. Keeping 
it to yourself is only another method. I should 
keep an open mind about it. 

JOHNNY. Has it ever occurred to you that a 
man with an open mind must be a bit of a 
scoundrel? If you ask me, I like a man who 
makes up his mind once for all as to whats 
right and whats wrong and then sticks to it. 
At all events you know where to have him. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. That may not be his 
object. 

BENTLEY. He may want to have you, old 
chap. 

JOHNNY. Well, let him. If a member of my 
club wants to steal my umbrella, he knows 
where to find it. If a man put up for the club 
who had an open mind on the subject of 
property in umbrellas, I should blackball 
him. An open mind is all very well in clever 
talky-talky; but in conduct and in business 
give me solid ground. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Yes*. the quicksands 
make life difficult. Still, there they are. It’s 
no use pretending theyre rocks. 

JOHNNY. I dont know. You can draw a line 
and make other chaps toe it. Thats what I 
call morality. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Very true. But you 


dont make any progress when youre toeing 
a line. 

HYPATIA [suddenly i as if she could bear no 
more of it] Bentley: do go and play tennis 
with Johnny. You must take exercise. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Do, my boy, do. [To 
Johnny] Take him out and make him skip 
about. 

BENTLEY [rising reluctantly] I promised you 
twoinchesmore round my chest this summer. 

I tried exercises with an indiarubber ex- 
pander; but I wasnt strong enough: instead 
of my expanding it, it crumpled me up. 
Come along, Johnny. 

JOHNNY. Do you no end of good, young 
chap. [He goes out nith Bentley through the 
pavilion]. 

Hypatia throws aside her work with an 
enormous sigh of relief. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. At last! 

HYPATIA. At last. Oh, if I might only have 
a holiday in an asylum for the dumb. How I 
envy the animals! They cant talk. If Johnny 
could only put back his ears or wag his tail 
instead of laying down the law, how much 
better it would be! We should know when he 
was cross and when he was pleased; and thats 
all we know now, with all his talk. It never 
stops: talk, talk, talk, talk. Thats my life. 
All the day I listen to mamma talking; at 
dinner I listen to papa talking; and when 
papa stops for breath I listen to Johnny 
talking. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You make me feel very 
guilty. I talk too, I’m afraid. 

HYPATIA. Oh, I dont mind that, because 
your talk is a novelty. But it must have been 
dreadful for your daughters. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I SUppOSe SO. 

HYPATIA. If parents would only realize 
how they bore their children! Three or four 
times in the last half hour Ive been on the 
point of screaming. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Were we very dull? 

HYPATIA. Not at all: you were very clever. 
Thats whats so hard to bear, because it makes 
it so difficult to avoid listening. You see, I’m 
young; and I do so want something to happen. 
My mother tells me that when I’m her age, 
I shall be only too glad that nothing’s hap- 
pened; but I’m not her age; so what good is 
that to me? Theres my father in the garden, 
meditating on his destiny. All very well for 
him: he’s had a destiny to meditate on; but 
I havnt had any destiny yet. Everything’s 
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happened to him; nothing’s happened to me. 
Thats why this unending talk is so madden- 
ingly uninteresting to me. 

LORD suMMERHAYS. It would be worsc if we 
sat in silence. 

HYPATIA. No it wouldnt. If you all sat in 
silence, as if you were waiting for something 
to happen, then there would be hope even if 
nothing did happen. But this eternal cackle, 
cackle, cackle about things in general is only 
fit for old, old, OLD people. I suppose it 
means something to them; theyve had their 
fling. All I listen for is some sign of it ending 
in something; but just when it seems to be 
coming to a point, Johnny or papa just starts 
another hare; and it all begins over again; 
and I realize that it*s never going to lead 
anywhere and never going to stop. Thats 
when I want to scream. I wonder how you 
can stand it. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Well, I’m old and gar- 
rulous myself, you see. Besides, I’m not here 
of my own free will, exactly. I came because 
you ordered me to come. 

HYPATIA. Didnt you want to come? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. My dear: after thirty 
years of managing other people’s business, 
men lose the habit of considering what they 
want or dont want. 

HYPATIA. Oh, dont begin to talk about 
what men do, and about thirty years experi- 
ence. If you cant get off that subject, youd 
better send for Johnny and papa and begin 
it all over again. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I’m soriy. I beg your 
pardon. 

HYPATIA. I asked you didnt you want to 
come? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I did not stop to Con- 
sider whether I wanted or not, because when 
I read your letter I knew I had to come. 

HYPATIA. Why? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Oh come, Miss Tarleton! 
Really! really! Dont force me to call you a 
blackmailer to your face. You have me in 
your power; and I do what you tell me very 
obediently. Dont ask me to pretend I do it 
of my own free will. 

HYPATIA. I dont know what a blackmailer 
is. I havnt even that much experience. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. A blackmailer, my dear 
young lady, is a person who knows a dis- 
graceful secret in the life of another person, 
and extorts money from that other person 
by threatening to make his secret public 


unless the money is paid. 

HYPATIA. I havnt asked you for money. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. No*, but you asked me 
to come down here and talk to you; and you 
mentioned casually that if I didnt youd have 
nobody to talk about me to but Bentley. 
That was a threat, was it not? 

HYPATIA. Well, I wanted you to come. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. In spitc of my age and 
my unfortunate talkativeness? 

HYPATIA. I like talking to you. I can let 
myself go with you. I can say things to you 
I cant say to other people. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I wonder why? 

HYPATIA. Well, you are the only really 
clever, grown-up, high-class, experienced 
man I know who has given himself away to 
me by making an utter fool of himself with 
me. You cant wrap yourself up in your toga 
after that. You cant give yourself airs with 
me. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You mean you can tell 
Bentley about me if I do. 

HYPATIA. Even if there wasnt any Bentley; 
even if you didnt care (and I really dont see 
why you should care so much), still, we never 
could be on conventional terms with one 
another again. Besides, Ive got a feeling for 
you: almost a ghastly sort of love for you. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [shrinking I beg you — 
no, please. 

HYPATIA. Oh, it’s nothing at all flattering; 
and, of course, nothing wrong, as I suppose 
youd call it. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Please believe that I 
know that. When men of my age — 

HYPATIA \i7npatiently] Oh, do talk about 
yourself when you mean yourself, and not 
about men of your age. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I’ll put it as bluntly as 
I can. When, as you say, I made an utter 
fool of myself, believe me, I made a poetic 
fool of myself. I was seduced, not by appe- 
tites which, thank Heaven, Ive long out- 
lived: not even by the desire of second child- 
hood for a child companion, but by the 
innocent impulse to place the delicacy and 
wisdom and spirituality of my age at the 
affectionate service of your youth for a few 
years, at the end of which you would be a 
grown, strong, formed — widow. Alas, my 
dear, the delicacy oT age reckoned, as usual, 
without the derision and cruelty of youth. 
You told me that you didnt want to be an 
old man’s nurse, and that you didnt want 
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to have undersized children like Bentley. It 
served me right: I dont reproach you: I was 
an old fool. But how you can imagine, after 
that, that I can suspect you of the smallest 
feeling for me except the inevitable feeling 
of early youth for late age, or imagine that 
I have any feeling for you except one of 
shrinking humiliation, I cant understand. 

HYPATIA. I dont blame you for falling in 
love with me. I shall be grateful to you all my 
life for it, because that was the first time that 
anything really interesting happened to me. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Do you mean to tell me 
that nothing of that kind had ever happened 
before? that no man had ever — 

HYPATIA. Oh, lots. Thats part of the routine 
of life here: the very dullest part of it. The 
young man who comes a-courting is as 
familiar an incident in my life as coffee for 
breakfast. Of course, he’s too much of a 
gentleman to misbehave himself; and I’m 
too much of a lady to let him; and he’s shy 
and sheepish; and I’m correct and self- 
possessed; and at last, when I can bear it no 
longer, I either frighten him off or give him 
a chance of proposing, just to see how he’ll 
do it, and refuse him because he does it in 
the same silly way as all the rest. You dont 
call that an event in one’s life, do you? With 
you it was different. I should as soon have 
expected the North Pole to fall in love with 
me as you. You know I’m only a linen- 
draper’s daughter when all’s said. I was 
afraid of you: you, a great man! a lord! and 
older than my father. And then, what a 
situation it was! Just think of it! I was en- 
gaged to your son; and you knew nothing 
about it. He was afraid to tell you: he brought 
you down here because he thought if he 
could throw us together I could get round 
you because I was such a ripping girl. We 
arranged it all: he and I. We got Papa and 
Mamma and Johnny out of the way splen- 
didly; and then Bentley took himself off, and 
left us — ^you and me! — to take a walk through 
the heather and admire the scenery of Hind- 
head. You never dreamt that it was all a 
plan: that what made me so nice was the way 
I was playing up to my destiny as the sweet 
girl that was to make your boy happy. And 
then! and then! [5'Ae rises to dance and clap 
her hands in her glee"]. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [shuddering] Stop, stop. 
Can no woman understand a man’s delicacy? 

HYPATIA [revelling in the recollection] And 


then — ha, ha! — you proposed. You! A 
father! For your son’s girl! 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Stop, I tell you. Dont 
profane what you dont understand. 

HYPATIA. That was something happening 
at last with a vengeance. It was splendid. It 
was my first peep behind the scenes. If I’d 
been seventeen I should have fallen in love 
with you. Even as it is, I feel quite differently 
towards you from what I do towards other 
old men. So [offering her hand] you may 
kiss my hand if that will be any fun for 
you. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [rising and recoiling to the 
table, deeply revolted] No, no, no. How dare 
you? [She laughs mischievously]. How callous 
youth is! How coarse! How cynical! How 
ruthlessly cruel! 

HYPATIA. Stuff! It’s only that youre tired 
of a great many things Ive never tried. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. It’s not alone that. Ive 
not forgotten the brutality of my own boy- 
hood. But do try to learn, glorious young 
beast that you are, that age is squeamish, 
sentimental, fastidious. If you cant under- 
stand my holier feelings, at least you know 
the bodily infirmities of the old. You know 
that I darent eat all the rich things you 
gobble up at every meal; that I cant bear 
the noise and racket and clatter that affect 
you no more than they affect a stone. Well, 
my soul is like that too. Spare it: be gentle 
with it [he involuntarily puts out his hands to 
plead; she takes them nith a laugK]. If you 
could possibly think of me as half an angel 
and half an invalid, we should get on much 
better together. 

HYPATIA. We get on very well, I think. 
Nobody else ever called me a glorious young 
beast. I like that. Glorious young beast ex- 
presses exactly what I like to be. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [extricating his hands and 
sitting down] Where on earth did you get 
these morbid tastes? You seem to have been 
well brought up in a normal, healthy, re- 
spectable, middle-class family. Yet you go 
on like the most unwholesome product of 
the rankest Bohemianism. 

HYPATIA. Thats just it. I’m fed up with — 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Horrible expression. 
Dont. 

HYPATIA. Oh, I daresay it’s vulgar; but 
theres no other word for it. I’m fed up with 
nice things: with respectability, with pro- 
priety! When a woman has nothing to do, 

x2 
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money and respectability mean that nothing 
is ever allowed to happen to her. I dont want 
to be good; and I dont want to be bad: I just 
dont want to be bothered about either good 
or bad: I want to be an active verb. 

LORD suMMERHAYs. An active verb? Oh, I 
see. An active verb signifies to be, to do, or 
to suffer. 

HYPATIA. Just so: how clever of you! I want 
to be; I want to do; and Tm game to suffer 
if it costs that. But stick here doing nothing 
but being good and nice and ladylike I 
simply wont. Stay down here with us for a 
week; and I’ll shew you what it means: shew 
it to you going on day after day, year after 
year, lifetime after lifetime. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Shew me what? 

HYPATIA. Girls withering into ladies. 
Ladies withering into old maids. Nursing old 
women. Running errands for old men. Good 
for nothing else at last. Oh, you cant imagine 
the fiendish selfishness of the old people and 
the maudlin sacrifice of the young. It s more 
unbearable than any poverty: more horrible 
than any regular-right-down wickedness. 
Oh, home! home! parents! family! duty! how 
I loathe them! How I’d like to see them all 
blovm to bits! The poor escape. The wicked 
escape. Well, I cant be poor: we re rolling in 
money: it’s no use pretending we’re not. But 
I can be wicked; and I’m quite prepared to 
be. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You think that easy? 

HYPATIA. Well, isnt it? Being a man, you 
ought to know. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. It requires some natural 
talent, which can no doubt be cultivated. 
It’s not really easy to be anything out of the 
common. 

HYPATIA. Anyhow, I mean to make a fight 
for living. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Living your own life, 
I believe the Suffragist phrase is. 

HYPATIA. Living any life. Living, instead 
of withering without even a gardener to 
snip you off when youre rotten. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Ive lived an active life; 
but Ive withered all the same. 

HYPATIA. No: youve worn out: thats quite 
different. And youve some life in you yet or 
you wouldnt have fallen in love with me. You 
can never imagine how delighted I was to 
find that instead of being the correct sort of 
big panjandrum you were supposed to be, 
you were really an old rip like papa. 


LORD SUMMERHAYS. No, no*. not about your 
father: I really cant bear it. And if you must 
say these terrible things: these heart-wound- 
ing shameful things, at least find something 
prettier to call me than an old rip. 

HYPATIA. Well, what would you call a man 
proposing to a girl who might be — 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. His daughter*, yes, I 
know. 

HYPATIA. I was going to say his grand- 
daughter. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You always have one 
more blow to get in. 

HYPATIA. Youre too sensitive. Did you ever 
make mud pies when you were a kid — beg 
pardon: a child. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I hope not. 

HYPATIA. It’s a dirty job; but Johnny and 
I were vulgar enough to like it. I like young 
people because theyre not too afraid of dirt 
to live. Ive grown out of the mud pies; but I 
like slang; and I like bustling you up by say- 
ing things that shock you; and I’d rather put 
up with swearing and smoking than with 
dull respectability; and there are lots of 
things that would just shrivel you up that I 
think rather jolly. Now! 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Ivc not the slightest 

doubt of it. Dont insist. 

HYPATIA. It’s not your ideal, is it? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. No. 

HYPATIA. Shall I tell you why? Your ideal 
is an old woman. I daresay she’s got a young 
face; but she’s an old woman. Old, old, old. 
Squeamish. Cant stand up to things. Cant 
enjoy things: not real things. Always on the 
shrink. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. On the shrink! Detest- 
able expression. 

HYPATIA. Bah! you cant stand even a little 
thing like that. What good are you? Oh, 
what good are you? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Dont ask me. I dont 
know. I dont know. 

Tarleton returns from the vestibule. Hypatia 
sits down demurely. 

HYPATIA. Well, papa: have you meditated 
on your destiny? 

TARLETON [puzzUd] What? Oh! my destiny. 
Gad, I forgot all about it: Jock started a 
rabbit and put it clean out of my head. Be- 
sides, why should I give way to morbid intro- 
spection? It’s a sign of madness. Read Lom- 
broso. [To Lord Summerkays] Well, Summer- 
i hays, has my little girl been entertaining 
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you? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Ycs. She is a wonderful 
entertainer. 

TARLETON. I think my idea of bringing up 
a young girl has been rather a success. Dont 
you listen to this, Patsy; it might make you 
conceited. She*s never been treated like a 
child. I always said the same thing to her 
mother. Let her read what she likes. Let her 
do what she likes. Let her go where she 
likes. Eh, Patsy? 

HYPATIA. Oh yes, if there had only been 
anything for me to do, any place for me to 
go, anything I wanted to read. 

TARLETON. There, you see! She*s not satis- 
fied. Restless. Wants things to happen. 
Wants adventures to drop out of the sky. 

HYPATIA [^gathering up her work] If youre 
going to talk about me and my education, 
I’m off. 

TARLETON. Well, wcll, off with you. [7b 
Lord Summerhays] She’s active, like me. She 
actually wanted me to put her into the shop. 

HYPATIA. Well, they tell me that the girls 
there have adventures sometimes. goes 
out through the inner door], 

TARLETON. She had me there, though she 
doesnt know it, poor innocent lamb! Public 
scandal exaggerates enormously, of course; 
but moralize as you will, superabundant 
vitality is a physical fact that cant be talked 
away. \He sits down between the writing table 
and the sideboard]. Difficult question this, of 
bringing up children. Between ourselves, it 
has beaten me. I never was so surprised in 
my life as when I came to know Johnny as 
a man of business and found out what he was 
really like. How did you manage with your 
sons? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Well, I really hadnt 
time to be a father; thats the plain truth of 
the matter. Their poor dear mother did the 
usual thing while they were with us. Then 
of course Eton, Oxford, the usual routine of 
their class. I saw very little of them, and 
thought very little about them; how could 
I? with a whole province on my hands. They 
and I are — acquaintances. Not, perhaps, 
quite ordinary acquaintances; theres a sort 
of — er — I should almost call it a sort of re- 
morse about the way we shake hands (when 
we do shake hands) which means, I suppose, 
that we’re sorry we dont care more for one 
another; and I’m afraid we dont meet oftener 
than we can help. We put each other too 


much out of countenance. It’s really a very 
difficult relation. To my mind not altogether 
a natural one. 

TARLETON \impressed, as usual] Thats an 
idea, certainly. I dont think anybody has 
ever written about that. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Bentley is the only one 
who was really my son in any serious sense. 
He was completely spoilt. When he was sent 
to a preparatory school he simply yelled 
until he was sent home. Eton was out of the 
question; but we managed to tutor him into 
Oxford. No use; he was sent down. By that 
time my work was over; and I saw a good 
deal of him. But I could do nothing with 
him — except look on. I should have thought 
your case was quite different. You keep up 
the middle-class tradition; the day school 
and the business training instead of the 
university. I believe in the day school part 
of it. At all events, you know your own 
children. 

TARLETON. Do wc? I’m not so sure of it. 
Fact is, my dear Summerhays, once child- 
hood is over, once the little animal has got 
past the stage at which it acquires what you 
might call a sense of decency, it’s all up with 
the relation between parent and child. You 
cant get over the fearful shyness of it. 

IX>RD SUMMERHAYS. ShynCSS? 

TARLETON. Ycs, shyness. Read Dickens. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [surprised] Dickens!! Of 
all authors, Charles Dickens! Are you serious? 

TARLETON. I dont mean his books. Read his 
letters to his family. Read any man’s letters 
to his children. Theyre not human. Theyre 
not about himself or themselves. Theyre 
about hotels, scenery, about the weather, 
about getting wet and losing the train and 
what he saw on the road and all that. Not 
a word about himself. Forced. Shy. Duty 
letters. All fit to be published; that says 
everything. I tell you theres a wall ten feet 
thick and ten miles high between parent and 
child. I know what I’m talking about. Ive 
girls in my employment; girls and young 
men. I had ideas on the subject. I used to 
go to the parents and tell them not to let 
their children go out into the world without 
instruction in the dangers and temptations 
they were going to be thrown into. What did 
every one of the mothers say to me? “Oh, 
sir, how could I speak of such things to my 
own daughter?’’ The men said I was quite 
right; but they didnt do it, any more than 
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Fd been able to do it myself to Johnny. I 
had to leave books in his way; and I felt just 
awful when I did it. Believe me, Summerhays, 
the relation between the young and the old 
should be an innocent relation. It should be 
something they could talk about. Well, the 
relation between parent and child may be 
an affectionate relation. It may be a useful 
relation. It may be a necessary relation. But 
it can never be an innocent relation. Youd 
die rather than allude to it. Depend on it, 
in a thousand years itll be considered bad 
form to know who your father and mother 
are. Embarrassing. Better hand Bentley 
over to me. I can look him in the face and 
talk to him as man to man. You can have 
Johnny. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Thank you. Ive lived 
so long in a country where a man may have 
fifty sons, who are no more to him than a 
regiment of soldiers, that Fm afraid Ive lost 
the English feeling about it. 

TARLETON [restless again] You mean Jin- 
ghiskahn. Ah yes. Good thing the empire. 
Educates us. Opens our minds. Knocks the 
Bible out of us. And civilizes the other 
chaps. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Ycs*. it civilizcs them. 
And it uncivilizes us. Their gain. Our loss, 
Tarleton, believe me, our loss. 

TARLETON. Well, why not? Averages out 
the human race. Makes the nigger half an 
Englishman. Makes the Englishman half a 
nigger. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Speaking as the un- 
fortunate Englishman in question, I dont 
like the process. If I had my life to live over 
again, Fd stay at home and supercivilize 
myself. 

TARLETON. Nonsensc! dont be selfish. Think 
how youve improved the other chaps. Look 
at the Spanish empire! Bad job for Spain, but 
splendid for South America. Look at what 
the Romans did for Britain! They burst up 
and had to clear out; but think of all they 
taught us! They were the making of us: I 
believe there was a Roman camp on Hind- 
head: Fll shew it to you tomorrow. Thats the 
good side of Imperialism: it’s unselfish. I 
despise the Little Englanders: theyre always 
thinking about England. Smallminded. I’m 
for the Parliament of man, the federation 
of the world. Read Tennyson. \He settles 
dorm again]. Then theres the great food 
question. 


LORD SUMMERHAYS [apprehensively^ Need 
we go into that this afternoon? 

TARLETON. No; but I wish youd tell the 
Chickabiddy that the Jinghiskahns eat no 
end of toasted cheese, and that it’s the 
secret of their amazing health and long 
life! 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Unfortunately they are 

neither healthy nor long-lived. And they 
dont eat toasted cheese. 

TARLETON. There you are! They would be 
if they ate it. Anyhow, say what you like, 
provided the moral is a Welsh rabbit for my 
supper. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. British morality in a 
nutshell! 

TARLETON [hugcly amused] Yes. Ha ha! 
Awful hypocrites, aint we? 

They are interrupted by excited cries from the 
grounds. 

HYPATIA rPapa! Mamma! Come out as fast 
J as you can. Quick. Quick. 

BENTLEY I Hello, govcmor! Come out. An 
I aeroplane. Look, look. 

TARLETON [starting up] Aeroplane! Did he 
say an aeroplane? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Aeroplane! [A shadow 
falls on the pavilion; and some of the glass at the 
top is shattered and falls on thefioor], 

Tarleton and Lord Summerhays rush out 
through the pavilion into the garden, 

HYPATIA [Take care. Take care 

of the chimney. 

BENTLEY Comc tliis sidc: it’s 

coming right where 
^ youre standing. 

TARLETON Hallo! where the devil 

are you coming?youll 
have my roof off. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS (^Hc’s lost COntrol. 

MRS TARLETON. Look, look, Hypatia. There 
are two people in it. 

BENTLEY. They VC cleared it. Well steered! 

TARLETON [Yes; but theyre com- 

ing slam into the 
greenhouse. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS Look out for the glass. 

MRS TARLETON ) They 11 break all the 

I glass. Theyll spoil 
all the grapes. 

BENTLEY Mind where youre com- 

ing. He’ll save it. 
I No: theyre down. 

An appalling crash of breaking glass is heard. 
Everybody shrieks. 
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LORD SUMMERHAYS 


HYPATIA 


MRS TARLETON f Oh, are they killed? 

John: are they killed? 

I Are you hurt? Is any- 
thing broken? Can 
you stand? 

I Oh, you must be hurt. 
Are you sure? Shall 
I get you some 
water? Or some 
wine? 

TARLETON ] Are you all right? Sure 

you wont have some 
brandy just to take 
ofF the shock. 

THE AVIATOR. No, thank you. Quite right. 
Not a scratch. I assure you I’m all right. 

BENTLEY. What luck! And what a smash! 
You are a lucky chap, I can tell you. 

The Aviator and Tarleton come in through the 
pavilion^ follotved by I^rd Summer hays and 
Bentley^ the Aviator on Tarleton s right. Bentley 
passes the Aviator and turns to have an admiring 
look at him. Lord Summerhays overtakes Tarle- 
ton less pointedly on the opposite side with the 
same object. 

THE AVIATOR. I’m really very sorry. I’m 
afraid Ive knocked your vinery into a cocked 
hat. \Effusively'\ You dont mind, do you? 

TARLETON. Not a bit. Come in and have 
some tea. Stay to dinner. Stay over the week- 
end. All my life Ive wanted to fly. 

THE AVIATOR [taking off his goggles^ Youre 
really more than kind. 

BENTLEY. Why, it’s Joey Percival. 

PERCivAL. Hallo, Ben! That you? 

TARLETON. What! The man with three 
fathers! 

PERCIVAL. Oh! has Ben been talking about 
me? 

TARLETON. Consider yourself as one of the 
family — if you will do me the honor. And 
your friend too. Wheres your friend? 

PERCIVAL. Oh, by the way! before he comes 
in: let me explain. I dont know him. 

TARLETON. Ell? 

PERCIVAL. Havnt even looked at him. I’m 
trying to make a club record with a pas- 
senger. The club supplied the passenger. He 
just got in; and Ive been too busy handling 
the aeroplane to look at him. I havnt said a 
word to him; and I cant answer for him soci- 
ally; but he’s an ideal passenger for a flyer. 
He saved me from a smash. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I saw it. It was extra- 
ordinary. When you were thrown out he held 


on to the top bar with one hand. You came 
past him in the air, going straight for the 
glass. He caught you and turned you off into 
the flower bed, and then lighted beside you 
like a bird. 

PERCIVAL. How he kept his head I cant 
imagine. Frankly, 1 didnt. 

The Passenger, also begoggled, comes in 
through the pavilion with Johnny and the two 
ladies. The Passenger comes between Percival 
and Tarleton, Mrs Tarleton between Lord Sum- 
merhays and her husband, Hypatia between 
Percival and Bentley, and Johnny to Bentley's 
right. 

TARLETON. Just discussing your prowess, 
my dear sir. Magnificent. Youll stay to 
dinner. Youll stay the night. Stay over the 
week. The Chickabiddy will be delighted. 

MRS TARLETON. Wont you take off your 
goggles and have some tea? 

The passengei' begins to remove the goggles. 

TARLETON. Do. Have a wash. Johnny: take 
the gentleman to your room: I’ll look after 
Mr Percival. They must — 

By this time the passenger has got the goggles 
off, and stands revealed as a remarkably good- 
looking woman. 


MRS TARLETON 

rWell I never!!! ^ 


BENTLEY 

[in a whisper'] Oh, 



I say! 


JOHNNY 

By George! 


LORD SUMMERHAYS^ 
HYPATIA ' 

A lady! 

A woman! 


TARLETON 

[to Percival] You 



never told me — 


PERCIVAL 

I hadnt the least 
1 idea — J 



An embarrassed pause. 

PERCIVAL. I assure you if I’d had the 
faintest notion that my passenger was a lady 
I shouldnt have left you to shift for yourself 
in that selfish way. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. The lady seems to have 
shifted for both very effectually, sir. 

PERCIVAL. Saved my life. I admit it most 
gratefully. 

TARLETON. I must apologizc, madam, for 
having offered you the civilities appropriate 
to the opposite sex. And yet, why opposite? 
We are all human: males and females of the 
same species. When the dress is the same the 
distinction vanishes. I’m proud to receive in 
my house a lady of evident refinement and 
distinction. Allow me to introduce myself: 
Tarleton: John Tarleton {seeing conjecture in 
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the passenger's ey^ — yes, yes; Tarleton’s 
Underwear. My wife, Mrs Tarleton: youll 
excuse me for having in what I had taken 
to be a confidence between man and man 
alluded to her as the Chickabiddy. My 
daughter Hypatia, who has always wanted 
some adventure to drop out of the sky, and 
is now, I hope, satisfied at last. Lord Sum- 
merhays; a man known wherever the British 
flag waves. His son Bentley, engaged to 
Hypatia. Mr Joseph Percival, the promising 
son of three highly intellectual fathers. 

HYPATIA [startled] Bentley *s friend? [Bentley 
nods], 

TARLETON [continuing^ to the passenger] May 
I now ask to be allowed the pleasure of 
knowing your name? 

THE PASSENGER. My name is Lina Szczepan- 
owska [pronouncing it Sh-Chepanovska\ 

PERCIVAL. Sh — I beg your pardon? 

LINA. Szczepanowska. 

PERCIVAL [dubiously] Thank you. 

TARLETON [very politely] Would you mind 
saying it again? 

LINA. Say fish. 

TARLETON. Fish. 

LINA. Say church. 

TARLETON. Church. 

LINA. Say fish church. 

TARLETON [remonstrating] But it’s not good 
sense. 

LINA [inexorable] Say fish church. 

TARLETON. Fish church. 

LINA. Again. 

TARLETON. No, but — [resigning himself] fish 
church. 

LINA. Now say Szczepanowska. 

TARLETON. Szczcpanowska. Got it, by Gad. 
[A sibilant whispering becomes audible: they are 
all saying Sh-ch to themselves], Szczepanowska! 
Not an English name, is it? 

LINA. Polish. I’m a Pole. 

TARLETON [dithyramUcally] Ah yes. What 
other nation, madame, could have produced 
your magical personality? Your country- 
women have always appealed to our imagina- 
tion. Women of Destiny! beautiful! musical! 
passionate! tragic! You will be at home here: 
my own temperament is pre-eminently 
Polish. Wont you sit down? 

The group breaks up, Johnny and Bentley 
hurry to the pavilion and fetch the two wicker 
chairs, Johnny gives his to Lina, Hypatia and 
Percival take the chairs at the worktable. Lord 
Summerhays gives the chair at the vestibule end 


of the writing table to Mrs Tarleton; afidBentley 
replaces it with a wicker chair, which Lord Sum- 
merhays takes, Johnny remains standing behind 
the worktable, Bentley behind his father, 

MRS TARLETON [to Lind] Have some tea now, 
wont you? 

LINA. I never drink tea. 

TARLETON [sitting dorvu at the end of the 
writing table nearest Lina] Bad thing to aero- 
plane on, I should imagine. Too jumpy. Been 
up much? 

LINA. Not in an aeroplane. Ive parachuted; 
but thats child’s play. 

MRS TARLETON. But amt you very foolish 
to run such a dreadful risk? 

LINA. You cant live without running risks. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, what a thing to say! 
Didnt you know you might have been killed? 

LINA. That was why I went up. 

HYPATIA. Of course. Cant you understand 
the fascination of the thing? the novelty! the 
daring! the sense of something happening! 

LINA. Oh no. It’s too tame a business for 
that. I went up for family reasons. 

TARLETON. Eh? What? Family reasons? 

MRS TARLETON. I hope it wasnt to spite your 
mother? 

PERCIVAL [quickly] Or your husband? 

LINA. I’m not married. And why should I 
want to spite my mother? 

HYPATIA [aside to Percival] That was clever 
of you, Mr Percival. 

PERCIVAL. What? 

HYPATIA. To find out. 

TARLETON. I’m in a difficulty. I cant under- 
stand a lady going up in an aeroplane for 
family reasons. It’s rude to be curious and 
ask questions; but then it’s inhuman to be 
indifferent, as if you didnt care. 

LINA. I’ll tell you with pleasure. For the 
last hundred and fifty years, not a single day 
has passed without some member of my 
family risking his life — or her life. It’s a 
point of honor with us to keep up that tradi- 
tion. Usually several of us do it; but it hap- 
pens that just at this moment it is being kept 
up by one of my brothers only. Early this 
morning I got a telegram from him to say 
that there had been a fire, and that he could 
do nothing for the rest of the week. For- 
tunately I had an invitation from the Aerial 
League to see this gentleman try to break 
the passenger record. I appealed to the 
President of the League to let me save the 
honor of my family. He arranged it for me. 
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TARLETON. Oh, I must be dreaming. This 
is stark raving nonsense. 

LINA [quietly^ You are quite awake, sir. 

JOHNNY. We cant all be dreaming the same 
thing, Governor. 

TARLETON. Of course not, you duffer; but 
then I’m dreaming you as well as the lady. 

MRS TARLETON. Dont be silly, John. The 
lady is only joking, I’m sure. [7b Lina] I 
suppose your luggage is in the aeroplane. 

PERCiVAL. Luggage was out of the ques- 
tion. If I stay to dinner I’m afraid I cant 
change unless youll lend me some clothes. 

MRS TARLETON. Do you mean neither of 
you? 

PERCIVAL. I’m afraid so. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh Well, never mind: Hy- 
patia will lend the lady a gown. 

LINA. Thank you: I’m quite confortable as 
I am. I am not accustomed to gowns: they 
hamper me and make me feel ridiculous; so 
if you dont mind I shall not change. 

MRS TARLETON. Well, I’m beginning to 
think I’m doing a bit of dreaming myself. 

HYPATIA [imyatienily^ Oh, it’s all right, 
mamma. Johnny: look after Mr Percival. 
[To Lina, rising] Come with me. 

Lina follows her to the inner door. They all 
rise, 

JOHNNY [to Percival] I’ll shew you. 

PERCIVAL. Thank you. 

Lina goes out with Hypatia, and Percival with 
Johnny, 

MRS TARLETON. Well, this is a nice thing to 
happen! And look at the greenhouse! Itll 
cost thirty pounds to mend it. People have 
no right to do such things. And you invited 
them to dinner too! What sort of woman is 
that to have in our house when you know 
that all Hindhead will be calling on us to see 
that aeroplane? Bunny: come with me and 
help me to get all the people out of the 
grounds: I declare they came running as if 
theyd sprung up out of the earth [she makes 
for the inner door], 

TARLETON. No*. dont you trouble. Chicka- 
biddy: I’ll tackle em. 

MRS TARLETON. Indeed youll do nothing of 
the kind: youll stay here quietly with Lord 
Summerhays. Youd invite them all to dinner. 
Come, Bunny. [She goes out, followed by 
Bentley, Lord Summerhays sits down again], 

TARLETON. Singularly beautiful woman, 
Summerhays. What do you make of her? 
She must be a princess. Whats this family 


of warriors and statesmen that risk their 
lives every day? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. They are evidently not 
warriors and statesmen, or they wouldnt do 
that. 

TARLETON. Well, then, what the devil are 
they? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I think I know. The 
last time I saw that lady, she did something 
I should not have thought possible. 

TARLETON. What was that? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Well, she Walked back- 
wards along a taut wire without a balancing 
pole and turned a somersault in the middle. 

I remember that her name was Lina, and 
that the other name was foreign; though I 
dont recollect it. 

TARLETON. Szcz! You couldnt have forgotten 
that if youd heard it. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I didnt hear it: I only 
saw it on a program. But it’s clear she’s an 
acrobat. It explains how she saved Percival. 
And it accounts for her family pride. 

TARLETON. An acrobat, eh? Good! good! 
good! Summerhays: that brings her within 
reach. Thats better than a princess. I steeled 
this evergreen heart of mine when I thought 
she was a princess. Now I shall let it be 
touched. She is accessible. Good. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I hopc you are not 
serious. Remember: you have a family. You 
have a position. You are not in your first 
youth. 

TARLETON. No matter. 

Theres magic in the night 
When the heart is young. 

My heart is young. Besides, I’m a married 
man, not a widower like you. A married man 
can do anything he likes if his wife dont 
mind. A widower cant be too careful. Not 
that I would have you think me an un- 
principled man or a bad husband. I’m not. 
But Ive a superabundance of vitality. Read 
Pepys’ Diary. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. The woman is your 
guest, Tarleton. 

TARLETON. Well, is she? A woman I bring 
into my house is my guest. A woman you 
bring into my house is my guest. But a 
woman who drops bang down out of the 
sky into my greenhouse and smashes every 
blessed pane of glass in it must take her 
chance. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Still, you know that 
my name must not be associated with any 
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scandal. Youll be careful, wont you? 

TARLETON. Oh Lord, yes! Yes, yes, yes, 
yes, yes. I was only joking, of course. 

Mrs Tarhton comes hack through the inner 
door, 

MRS TARLETON. Well I never! John;I dont 
think that young woman’s right in her head. 
Do you know what she’s just asked for? 

TARLETON. Champagne? 

MRS TARLETON. No. She wants a Bible and 
six oranges. 

TARLETON. What? 

MRS TARLETON. A Bible and six oranges. 

TARLETON. I Understand the oranges: she’s 
doing an orange cure of some sort. But what 
on earth does she want the Bible for? 

MRS TARLETON. I’m sure I cant imagine. 
She cant be right in her head. 

LORD suMMERHAYs. Perhaps she wants to 
read it. 

MRS TARLETON. By why should she? on a 
weekday at all events. What would you 
advise me to do. Lord Summerhays? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Well, is there a Bible 
in the house? 

TARLETON. Stacks of em. Theres the family 
Bible, and the Dore Bible, and the parallel 
revised version Bible, and the Doves Press 
Bible, and Johnny’s Bible and Bobby’s Bible 
and Patsy’s Bible and the Chickabiddy’s 
Bible and my Bible; and 1 daresay the 
servants could raise a few more between 
them. Let her have the lot. 

MRS TARLETON. Dont talk like that before 
Lord Summerhays, John. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. It doesnt matter, Mrs 
Tarleton: in Jinghiskahn it was a punish- 
able offence to expose a Bible for sale. The 
empire has no religion. 

Lina comes in. She has left her cap in Hypatias 
room^ hut has made no other change. She stops 
just inside the door, holding it open, evidently not 
intending to stay, 

LINA. Oh, Mrs Tarleton, shall I be making 
myself very troublesome if I ask for a music- 
stand in my room as well? 

TARLETON. Not at all. You can have the 
piano if you like. Or the gramophone. Have 
the gramophone? 

LINA. No, thank you: no music. 

MRS TARLETON [golwg towards Aer] Do you 
think it*s good for you to eat so many oranges? 
Amt you afraid of getting jaundice? 

LINA. Not in the least. But billiard balls 

will do quite as well. 


MRS TARLETON. But you cant eat billiard 
balls, child! 

TARLETON. Get cm, Chickabiddy. I under- 
stand. \He imitates a juggler tossing up halls\ 
Eh? 

LINA [going to him, past his wife] Just so. 

TARLETON. Billiard balls and cues? Plates, 
knives, and forks? Two paraffin lamps and a 
hatstand? 

LINA. No: that is popular low-class business. 
In our family we touch nothing but classical 
work. Anybody can do lamps and hatstands. 
I can do silver bullets. That is really hard. 
[iSAe passes on to Lord Summerhays, and looks 
gravely down at him as he sits hy the writing 
iahle,] 

MRS TARLETON. Well, I’m sure I dont know 
what youre talking about; and I only hope 
you know yourselves. However, you shall 
have what you want, of course. goes out 
through the inner door], 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Will you forgive my 
curiosity? What is the Bible for? 

LINA. To quiet my soul. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [with a sigh] Ah, yes, yes. 
It no longer quiets mine, I am sorry to say. 

LINA. That is because you do not know how 
to read it. Put it up before you on a stand; 
and open it at the Psalms. When you can 
read them and understand them, quite 
quietly and happily, and keep six balls in 
the air all the time, you are in perfect con- 
dition; and youll never make a mistake that 
evening. If you find you cant do that, then 
go and pray until you can. And be very 
careful that evening. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Is that the usual form 
of test in your profession? 

LINA. Nothing that we Szczepanowskis do 
is usual, my lord. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Are you all so wonder- 
ful? 

LINA. It is our profession to be wonderful. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Do you never conde- 
scend to do as common people do? For 
instance, do you not pray as common people 
pray? 

LINA. Common people do not pray, my 
lord: they only beg. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You never ask for any- 
thing? 

LINA. No. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Then why do you pray? 

LINA, To remind myself that I have a soul. 

TARLETON [walking about] True. Fine. Good. 
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Beautiful. All this damned materialism; what 
good is it to anybody? Ive got a soul; dont 
tell me I havnt. Cut me up and you cant 
find it. Cut up a steam engine and you cant 
find the steam. But, by George, it makes the 
engine go. Say what you will, Summerhays, 
the divine spark is a fact. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Havc I denied it? 

TARLETON. Our wholc civilization is a denial 
of it. Read Walt Whitman. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I shall go to the billiard 
room and get the balls for you. 

LINA. Thank you. 

Lord Summerhays goes out through the vesti- 
bule door, 

TARLETON [gomg to her'] Listen to me. [SAe 
tarns quickly]. What you said just now was 
beautiful. You touch chords. You appeal to 
the poetry in a man. You inspire him. Come 
now! Youre a woman of the world; youre 
independent; you must have driven lots of 
men crazy. You know the sort of man I am, 
dont you? See through me at a glance, eh? 

LINA. Yes. [iSAe sits down quietly in the chair 
Lord Summerhays has just left], 

TARLETON. Good. Well, do you like me? 
Dont misunderstand me: Tm perfectly aware 
that youre not going to fall in love at first 
sight with a ridiculous old shopkeeper. I cant 
help that ridiculous old shopkeeper. I have 
to carry him about with me whether I like 
it or not. I have to pay for his clothes, though 
1 hate the cut of them: especially the waist- 
coat. I have to look at him in the glass while 
Vm shaving. I loathe him because he’s a 
living lie. My soul’s not like that; it’s like 
yours. I want to make a fool of myself. 
About you. Will you let me? 

LINA [very calm] How much will you pay? 

TARLETON. Nothing. But I’ll throw as many 
sovereigns as you like into the sea to shew you 
that I’m in earnest. 

LINA. Are those your usual terms? 

TARLETON. No. I nevcr made that bid 
before. 

LINA [producing a dainty little hook and pre- 
paring to write in it] What did you say your 
name was? 

TARLETON. John Tarleton. The great John 
Tarleton of Tarleton ’s Underwear. 

LINA [writing] T-a-r-l-e-t-o-n. Er — ? [iSi^ 
looks up at him inquiringly], 

TARLETON [promptly] Fifty-eight. 

LINA. Thank you. I keep a list of all my 
ofiTers. I like to know what I’m considered 


worth. 

TARLETON. Let me look. 

LINA [offering the hook to him] It’s in Polish. 

TARLETON. Thats no good. Is mine the 
lowest offer? 

LINA. No; the highest. 

TARLETON. What do most of them come to? 
Diamonds? Motorcars? Furs? Villa at Monte 
Carlo? 

LINA. Oh yes: all that. And sometimes the 
devotion of a lifetime. 

TARLETON. Fancy that! A young man offer- 
ing a woman his old age as a temptation! 

LINA. By the way, you did not say how 
long. 

TARLETON. Until you get tired of me. 

LINA. Or until you get tired of me? 

TARLETON. I never get tired. I never go on 
long enough for that. But when it becomes 
so grand, so inspiring that I feel that every- 
thing must be an anti-climax after that, then 
I run away. 

LINA. Does she let you go without a 
struggle? 

TARLETON. Ycs. Glad to get rid of me. 
When love takes a man as it takes me — 
when it makes him great — it frightens a 
woman. 

LINA. The lady here is your wife, isnt she? 
Dont you care for her? 

TARLETON. Ycs. And mind! she comes first 
always. I reserve her dignity even when I 
sacrifice my own. Youll respect that point of 
honor, wont you? 

LINA. Only a point of honor? 

TARLETON [impulsively] No, by God! a point 
of affection as well. 

LINA [smiling^ pleased fvith him] Shake hands, 
old pal [she rises and offers him her hand 
frankly], 

TARLETON [giving his ha7id rather dolefully] 
Thanks. That means no, doesnt it? 

LINA. It means something that will last 
longer than yes. I like you. I admit you to 
my friendship. What a pity you were not 
trained when you were young! Youd be 
young still. 

TARLETON. I suppose, to an athlete like 
you. I’m pretty awful, eh? 

LINA. Shocking. 

TARLETON. Too much crumb. Wrinkles. 
Yellow patches that wont come off. Short 
wind. I know. I’m ashamed of myself. I 
could do nothing on the high rope. 

LINA. Oh yes; I could put you in a wheel- 
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barrow and run you along, two hundred feet 
up. 

TARLETON [shuddering^ Ugh! Well, Fd do 
even that for you. Read The Master Builder. 

LINA. Have you learnt everything from 
books? 

TARLETON. Well, have you learnt every- 
thing from the flying trapeze? 

LINA. On the flying trapeze there is often 
another woman; and her life is in your hands 
every night and your life in hers. 

TARLETON. Lina*. I’m going to make a fool 
of myself. I’m going to cry [he crumples into 
the nearest chair\ 

LINA. Pray instead: dont cry. Why should 
you cry? Youre not the first Ive said no to. 

TARLETON. If you had said yes, should I 
have been the first then? 

LINA. What right have you to ask? Have I 
asked am I the first? 

TARLETON. Youre right: a vulgar question. 
To a man like me, everybody is the first. Life 
renews itself. 

LINA. The youngest child is the sweetest. 

TARLETON. Dont probe too deep, Lina. It 
hurts. 

LINA. You must get out of the habit of 
thinking that these things matter so much. 
It’s linendraperish. 

TARLETON. Yourc quite right. Ive often 
said so. All the same, it does matter; for I 
want to cry. [He buries his face in his arms on 
the worktable and 5065]. 

LINA [going to himi] O la la! [She slaps him 
vigorously y but not unkindly, on the shoulder\ 
Courage, old pal, courage! Have you a gym- 
nasium here? 

TARLETON. Theres a trapeze and bars and 
things in the billiard room. 

LINA. Come. You need a few exercises. I’ll 
teach you how to stop crying. takes his 
arm and leads him ojf into the vestibule\ 

A young man, cheaply dressed and strange in 
manner, appears in the garden; steals to the 
pavilion door; and looks in. Seeing that there is 
nobody, he enters cautiously until he has come 
far enough to see into the hatstand corner. He 
draws a revolver, and examines it, apparently to 
make sure that it is loaded. Then his attention is 
caught by the Turkish bath. He looks down the 
lunette, and opens the panels, 

HYPATIA [calling in the garden] Mr Percival! 
Mr Percival! Where are you? 

The young man makes for the door, hut sees 
Percival coming. He turns and bolts into the 


Turkish bath, which he closes upon himself just 
in time to escape being caught by Percival, who 
runs in through the pavilion, bareheaded. He also, 
it appears, is in search of a hiding-place; for he 
stops and turns between the two tables to take a 
survey of the room; then runs into the corner 
between the end of the sideboard and the wall, 
Hypatia, excited, mischievous, her eyes glowing, 
runs in, precisely on his trail; turns at the same 
spot; and discovers him just as he makes a dash 
for the pavilion door. She flies back and intercepts 
him. 

HYPATIA. Aha! Arnt you glad Ive caught 
you? 

PERCIVAL [illhumoredly turning away from her 
and coming towards the writing table] No I’m 
not. Confound it, what sort of girl are you? 
What sort of house is this? Must I throw all 
good manners to the winds? 

HYPATIA [following him] Do, do, do, do, do. 
This is the house of a respectable shopkeeper, 
enormously rich. This is the respectable shop- 
keeper’s daughter, tired of good manners. 
[Slipping her left hand into his right] Come, 
handsome young man, and play with the 
respectable shopkeeper’s daughter. 

PERCIVAL [withdrawing quickly from her 
touch] No, no: dont you know you mustnt go 
on like this with a perfect stranger? 

HYPATIA. Dropped down from the sky. Dont 
you know that you must always go on like this 
when you get the chance? You must come to 
the top of the hill and chase me through the 
bracken. You may kiss me if you catch me. 

PERCIVAL. I shall do nothing of the sort. 

HYPATIA. Yes, you will: you cant help your- 
self. Come along. seizes his sleeve]. Fool, 
fool: come along. Dont you want to? 

PERCIVAL. No: certainly not. I should never 
be forgiven if I did it. 

HYPATIA. Youll never forgive yourself if 
you dont. 

PERCIVAL. Nonsense. Youre engaged to 
Ben. Ben’s my friend. What do you take me 
for? 

HYPATIA. Ben’s old. Ben was bom old. 
Theyre all old here, except you and me and 
the man-woman or woman-man or whatever 
you call her that came with you. They never 
do anything: they only discuss whether what 
other people do is right. Come and give them 
something to discuss. 

PERCIVAL. I will do nothing incorrect. 

HYPATIA. Oh, dont be afraid, little boy: 
youll get nothing but a kiss; and I’ll fight like 
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the devil to keep you from getting that. But 
we must play on the hill and race through 
the heather. 

PERciVAL. Why? 

HYPATIA. Because we want to, handsome 
young man. 

PERCIVAL. But if everybody went on in this 
way — 

HYPATIA. How happy! oh how happy the 
world would be! 

PERCIVAL. But the consequences may be 
serious. 

HYPATIA. Nothing is worth doing unless the 
consequences may be serious. My father says 
so; and Fm my father’s daughter. 

PERCIVAL. Fm the son of three fathers. I 
mistrust these wild impulses. 

HYPATIA. Take care. Youre letting the 
moment slip. I feel the first chill of the wave 
of prudence. Save me. 

PERCIVAL. Really, Miss Tarleton! 
strikes him across theface\ Damn you! [Recover- 
ing himselfy horrified at his lapse] I beg your 
pardon; but since weve both forgotten our- 
selves, youll please allow me to leave the 
house. [He turns towards the inner door, having 
left his cap in the hedroom\ 

HYPATIA [standing in his way] Are you 
ashamed of having said “Damn you” to me? 

PERCIVAL. I had no right to say it. Fm very 
much ashamed of it. I have already begged 
your pardon. 

HYPATIA. And youre not ashamed of having 
said “Really, Miss Tarleton!”? 

PERCIVAL. Why should I? 

HYPATIA. O man, man! mean, stupid, 
cowardly, selfish masculine male man! You 
ought to have been a governess. I was 
expelled from school for saying that the 
very next person that said “Really, Miss 
Tarleton!” to me, I would strike across the 
face. You were the next. 

PERCIVAL. I had no intention of being 
offensive. Surely there is nothing that can 
wound any lady in — [He hesitates, not quite 
convinced]. At least — er — I really didnt mean 
to be disagreeable. 

HYPATIA. Liar. 

PERCIVAL. Of course if youre going to insult 
me, I am quite helpless. Youre a woman: you 
can say what you like. 

HYPATIA. And you can only say what you 
dare. Poor wretch: it isnt much. [He bites his 
lip, and sits down, very much annoyed]. Really, 
Mr Percival! You sit down in the presence 


of a lady and leave her standing. [He rises 
hastily], Ha, ha! Really, Mr Percival! Oh 
really, really, really, really, really, Mr Perci- 
val! How do you like it? Wouldnt you rather 
I damned you? 

PERCIVAL. Miss Tarleton — 

HYPATIA [caressingly] Hypatia, Joey. Patsy, 
if you like. 

PERCIVAL. Look here: this is no good. You 
want to do what you like? 

HYPATIA. Dont you! 

PERCIVAL. No. Ive been too well brought up. 
Ive argued all through this thing; and I tell 
you Fm not prepared to cast off the social 
bond. It’s like a corset: it's a support to the 
figure even if it does squeeze and deform 
it a bit. I want to be free. 

HYPATIA. WelljFm tempting you to be free. 

PERCIVAL. Not at all. Freedom, my good 
girl, means being able to count on how other 
people will behave. If every man who dislikes 
me is to throw a handful of mud in my face, 
and every woman who likes me is to behave 
like Potiphar’s wife, then I shall be a slave: 
the slave of uncertainty: the slave of fear: 
the worst of all slaveries. How would you 
like it if every laborer you met in the road 
were to make love to you? No. Give me 
the blessed protection of a good stiff conven- 
tionality among thoroughly well-brought up 
ladies and gentlemen. 

HYPATIA. Another talker! Men like con- 
ventions because men made them. I didnt 
make them: I dont like them: I wont keep 
them. Now, what will you do? 

PERCIVAL. Bolt. [He runs out through the 
pavilion]. 

HYPATIA. Fll catch you. dashes ojfi in 

pursuit]. 

During this conversation the head of the 
scandalized man in the Turkish hath has repeat- 
edly risen from the lunette, with a strong ex- 
pression of moral shock. It vanishes abruptly as 
the two turn toivards it in their fight. At the 
same moment Tarleton comes hack through the 
vestibule door, exhausted by severe and unaccus- 
tomed exercise. 

TARLETON [hoking after the fiying figures 
with amazement] Hallo, Patsy: whats up? 
Another aeroplane? [They are far too pre- 
occupied to hear him; and he is left staring after 
them as they rush away through the garden. He 
goes to the pavilion door and looks up; but the 
heavens are empty. His exhaustion disables him 
from further inquiry. He dabs his brow with his 
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handkerchief y and walks stiffly to the nearest 
convenient supporty which happens to he the 
Turkish hath. He props himself upon it with 
his elbow y and coners his eyes with his hand for 
a moment. After a few sighing breaths y he feels 
a little better y and uficovers his eyes. The mans 
head rises from the lunette a few inches from his 
nose. He recoils from the bath with a violent 
start\. Oh Lord! My brain s gone. [Calling 
piteously^ Chickabiddy! [He staggers down to 
ike writing tahle\ 

THE MAN [coming out of the bath, pistol in 
hand] Another sound; and youre a dead man. 

TARLETON [braced] Am I? Well, youre a live 
one: thats one comfort. I thought you were a 
ghost. [He sits downy quite undisturbed by the 
pistol] Who are you; and what the devil were 
you doing in my new Turkish bath? 

THE MAN [with tragic intensity] I am the son 
of Lucinda Titmus. 

TARLETON [the name conveying nothing to 
him] Indeed? And how is she? Quite well, I 
hope, eh? 

THE MAN. She is dead. Dead, my God! and 
you are alive. 

TARLETON [unimpresscd by the tragedy, but 
sympathetic] Oh! Lost your mother? Thats 
sad. I’m sorry. But we cant all have the luck 
to die before our mothers, and be nursed out 
of the world by the hands that nursed us 
into it. 

THE MAN. Much you care, damn you! 

TARLETON. Oh, dont cut up rough. Face it 
like a man. You see I didnt know your 
mother; but Ive no doubt she was an excel- 
lent woman. 

THE MAN. Not know her! Do you dare to 
stand there by her open grave and deny that 
you knew her? 

TARLETON [trying to recollect] What did you 
say her name was? 

THE MAN. Lucinda Titmus. 

TARLETON. Well, I ought to remember a 
rum name like that if I ever heard it. But I 
dont. Have you a photograph or anything? 

THE MAN. Forgotten even the name of your 
victim! 

TARLETON. Oh! she was my victim, was she? 

THE MAN. She was. And you shall see her 
face again before you die, dead as she is. I 
h a V e a photograph. 

TARLETON. Good. 

THE MAN. Ive two photographs. 

TARLETON. Still better. Treasure the 
mother's pictures* Good boy! 


THE MAN. One of them as you knew her. 
The other as she became when you flung her 
aside, and she withered into an old woman. 

TARLETON. She’d have done that anyhow, 
my lad. We all grow old. Look at me! 
[Seeing that the man is embarrassed by his 
pistol in fumbling for the photographs with his 
left hand in his breast pocket] Let me hold the 
gun for you. 

THE MAN [retreating to the worktable] Stand 
back. Do you take me for a fool? 

TARLETON. Well, youre a little upset, 
naturally. It does you credit. 

THE MAN. Look here, upon this picture 
and on this. [He holds out the two photographs 
like a hand at cards, and points to them with the 
pistol], 

TARLETON. Good. Read Shakespear: he 
has a word for every occasion. [He takes the 
photographs, one in each hand, and looks from 
one to the other, pleased and interested, hut rvith^ 
out any sign of recognition] What a pretty girl! 
Very pretty. I can imagine myself falling in 
love with her when I was your age. I wasnt 
a bad-looking young fellow myself in those 
days. [Lookirig at the other] Curious that we 
should both have gone the same way. 

THE MAN. You and she the same way! 
What do you mean? 

TARLETON. Both got stout, I mean. 

THE MAN. Would you have had her deny 
herself food? 

TARLETON. Not it wouldnt have been any 
use. It’s constitutional. No matter how little 
you eat you put on flesh if youre made that 
way. [He resumes his study of the earlier 
photograph], 

THE MAN. Is that all the feeling that rises 
in you at the sight of the face you once 
knew so well? 

TARLETON [too much absorbed in the portrait 
to heed him] Funny that I cant remember! 
Let this be a lesson to you, young man. I 
could go into court tomorrow and swear I 
never saw that face before in my life if it 
wasnt for that brooch [jpointing to the photo- 
graph], Have you got that brooch, by the 
way? [The man again resorts to his breast 
pocket]. You seem to carry the whole family 
property in that pocket. 

THE MAN [producing a broocK] Here it is to 
prove my bona fides. 

TARLETON [pcnsivcly putting the photographs 
on the table and taking the brooch] I bought that 
brooch in Cheapside from a man with a 
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yellow wig and a cast in his left eye. Ive 
never set eyes on him from that day to this. 
And yet I remember that man; and I cant 
remember your mother. 

THE MAN. Monster! Without conscience! 
without even memory! You left her to her 
shame — 

TARLETON \throwtng the brooch on the table 
and rising pepperily\ Come, come, young man! 
none of that. Respect the romance of your 
mother's youth. Dont you start throwing 
stones at her. I dont recall her features just 
at this moment; but Ive no doubt she was 
kind to me and we were happy together. If 
you have a word to say against her, take 
yourself out of my house and say it elsewhere. 

THE MAN. What sort of a joker are you? 
Are you trying to put me in the wrong, when 
you have to answer to me for a crime that 
would make every honest man spit at you 
as you passed in the street if I were to make 
it known? 

TARLETON. You read a good deal, dont you? 

THE MAN. What if I do? What has that to 
do with your infamy and my mother s doom? 

TARLETON. There, you see! Doom! Thats 
not good sense; but it’s literature. Now it 
happens that I’m a tremendous reader: 
always was. When I was your age I read 
books of that sort by the bushel: the Doom 
sort, you know. It’s odd, isnt it, that you and 
I should be like one another in that respect? 
Can you account for it in any way? 

THE MAN. No. What are you driving at? 

TARLETON. Well, do you know who your 
father was? 

THE MAN. I see what you mean now. You 
dare set up to be my father! Thank heaven 
Ive not a drop of your vile blood in my veins. 

TARLETON \sitting down again with a shm^ 
Well, if you wont be civil, theres no pleasure 
in talking to you, is there? What do you 
want? Money? 

THE MAN. How dare you insult me? 

TARLETON. Well, what do you want? 

THE MAN. Justice. 

TARLETON. Yourc quite sure thats all? 

THE MAN. It’s enough for me. 

TARLETON. A modest sort of demand, isnt 
it? Nobody ever had it since the world began, 
fortunately for themselves; but you must 
have it, must you? Well, youve come to the 
wrong shop for it: youll get no justice here: 
we dont keep it. Human nature is what we 
stock. 


THE MAN. Human nature! Debauchery! 
gluttony! selfishness! robbery of the poor! Is 
that what you call human nature? 

TARLETON. No*. thats what you call it. 
Come, my lad! Whats the matter with you? 
You dont look starved; and youve a decent 
suit of clothes. 

THE MAN. Forty-two shillings. 

TARLETON. They can do you a very decent 
suit for forty-two shillings. Have you paid 
for it? 

THE MAN. Do you take me for a thief? And 
do you suppose I can get credit like you? 

TARLETON. Then you were able to lay your 
hand on forty-two shillings. Judging from 
your conversational style, I should think you 
must spend at least a shilling a week on 
romantic literature. 

THE MAN. Where would I get a shilling a 
week to spend on books when I can hardly 
keep myself dcecnt? I get books at the Free 
Library. 

TARLETON [springhig to his feet] What!!! 

THE MAN [recoiling before his vehemence] The 
Free Library. Theres no harm in that. 

TARLETON. Ingratc! I supply you with free 
books; and the use you make of them is to 
persuade yourself that it’s a fine thing to 
shoot me. [lie throws himself doggedly back 
into his chair]. I’ll never give another penny 
to a Free Library. 

THE MAN. Youll never give another penny 
to anything. This is the end: for you and me. 

TARLETON. Pooli! Come, come, man! talk 
business. Whats wrong? Are you out of 
employment? 

THE MAN. No. This is my Saturday after- 
noon. Dont flatter yourself that I’m a loafer 
or a criminal. I’m a cashier; and I defy you 
to say that my cash has ever been a farthing 
wrong. Ive a right to call you to account 
because my hands are clean. 

TARLETON. Well, Call away. What have I 
to account for? Had you a hard time with 
your mother? Why didnt she ask me for 
money? 

THE MAN. She’d have died first. Besides, 
who wanted your money? Do you suppose 
we lived in the gutter? My father maynt 
have been in as large a way as you; but he 
was better connected; and his shop was as 
respectable as yours. 

TARLETON. I suppose your mother brought 
him a little capital. 

1 THE MAN. I dont know. Whats that got to 
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do with you? 

TARLETON. Well, you say she and I knew 
one another and parted. She must have had 
something off me then, you know. One doesnt 
get out of these things for nothing. Hang it, 
young man: do you suppose Ive no heart? 
Of course she had her due; and she found a 
husband with it, and set him up in business 
with it, and brought you up respectably; so 
what the devil have you to complain of? 

THE MAN. Are women to be ruined with 
impunity? 

TARLETON. I havnt ruined any woman that 
Fm aware of. Ive been the making of you 
and your mother. 

THE MAN. Oh, I’m a fool to listen to you 
and argue with you. I came here to kill you 
and then kill myself. I 

TARLETON. Begin with yourself, if you dont 
mind. Ive a good deal of business to do still 
before I die. Havnt you? 

THE MAN. No. Thats just it: Ive no business 
to do. Do you know what my life is? I spend 
my days from nine to six — nine hours of day- 
light and fresh air — in a stuffy little den 
counting another man’s money. Ive an in- 
tellect: a mind and a brain and a soul; and 
the use he makes of them is to fix them on 
his tuppences and his eighteenpences and 
his two pound seventeen and tenpences and 
see how much they come to at the end of the 
day and take care that no one steals them. 

I enter and enter, and add and add, and take 
money and give change, and fill cheques and 
stamp receipts; and not a penny of that 
money is my own: not one of those trans- 
actions has the smallest interest for me or 
anyone else in the world but him; and even 
he couldnt stand it if he had to do it all him- 
self. And I’m envied: aye, envied for the 
variety and liveliness of my job, by the poor 
devil of a bookkeeper that has to copy all 
my entries over again. Fifty thousand entries 
a year that poor wretch makes; and not ten 
out of the fifty thousand ever has to be re- 
ferred to again; and when all the figures are 
counted up and the balance sheet made out, 
the boss isnt a penny the richer than he’d 
be if bookkeeping had never been invented. 
Of all the damnable waste of human life that 
ever was invented, clerking is the very worst. 

TARLETON. Why not join the territorials? 

THE MAN. Because the boss wont let me. He 
hasnt the sense to see that it would pay him 
to get some cheap soldiering out of me. How 


can a man tied to a desk from nine to six be 
anything — ^be even a man, let alone a soldier? 
But I’ll teach him and you a lesson. Ive had 
enough of living a dog’s life and despising 
myself for it. Ive had enough of being talked 
down to by hogs like you, and wearing my 
life out for a salary that wouldnt keep you 
in cigars. Youll never believe that a clerk’s 
a man until one of us makes an example of 
one of you. 

TARLETON. Dcspotism tempered by assas- 
sination, eh? 

THE MAN. Yes. Thats what they do in 
Russia. Well, a business office is Russia as far 
as the clerks are concerned. So dont you take 
it so coolly. You think I’m not going to do it; 
but I am. 

TARLETON \rising and facing him] Come, 
now, as man to man! It’s not my fault that 
youre poorer than I am; and it’s not your 
fault that I’m richer than you. And if you 
could undo all that passed between me and 
your mother, you wouldnt undo it; and 
neither would she. But youre sick of your 
slavery; and you want to be the hero of a 
romance and to get into the papers. Eh? A 
son revenges his mother’s shame. Villain 
weltering in his gore. Mother: look down 
from heaven and receive your unhappy son’s 
last sigh. 

THE MAN. Oh, rot! do you think I read 
novelettes? And do you suppose I believe 
such superstitions as heaven? I go to church 
because the boss told me I’d get the sack if 
I didnt. Free England! Ha! [Lina appears at 
the pavilion door, and cojnes STvifily and noise- 
lessly forward on seeing the man with a pistol in 
his hand], 

TARLETON. Yourc afraid of getting the sack; 
but youre not afraid to shoot yourself. 

THE MAN. Damn you! youre trying to keep 
me talking until somebody comes. [He raises 
the pistol desperately, hut not very resolutely], 

LINA [at his right elbow] Somebody has come. 

THE MAN [turning on her] Stand off. I’ll shoot 
you if you lay a hand on me. I will, by God. 

LINA. You cant cover me with that pistol. 
Try. 

He tries, presenting the pistol at her face. She 
moves round him in the opposite direction to the 
hands of a clock rvith a light dancing step. He 
finds it impossible to cover her with the pistol: she 
is always too far to his left, Tarleton, behind 
him, grips his wrist and drags his arm straight 
up, so that the pistol points to the ceiling. As Ae 
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tries to turn on his assailant, Lina grips his 
other wrist. 

LINA. Please stop. I cant bear to twist any- 
one’s wrist; but I must if you dont let the 
pistol go. 

THE MAN [letting Tarleton take it from him] 
All right: Fm done. Couldnt even do that 
job decently. Thats a clerk all over. Very 
well: send for your damned police and make 
an end of it. Fm accustomed to prison from 
nine to six: I daresay I can stand it from six 
to nine as well. 

TARLETON. Dont swear. Thats a lady. [He 
throws the pistol on the writing tahl^. 

THE MAN [looking at Lina in amazement] 
Beaten by a female! It needed only this. 
[He collapses in the chair near the worktable, 
and hides his face. They cannot help pitying 
him]. 

LINA. Old pal: dont call the police. Lend 
him a bicycle and let him get away. 

THE MAN. I cant ride a bicycle. I never 
could afford one. Fm not even that much 
good. 

TARLETON. If I gave you a hundred pound 
note now to go and have a good spree with, 
I wonder would you know how to set about 
it. Do you ever take a holiday? 

THE MAN. Take! I g o t four days last August. 

TARLETON. What did you do? 

THE MAN. I did a cheap trip to Folkestone. 
I spent sevenpence on dropping pennies into 
silly automatic machines and peepshows of 
rowdy girls having a jolly time. I spent a 
penny on the lift and fourpence on refresh- 
ments. That cleaned me out. The rest of the 
time I was so miserable that I was glad to get 
back to the office. Now you know. 

LINA. Come to the gymnasium: Fll teach 
you how to make a man of yourself. [The man 
is about to rise irresolutely , from the mere habit 
of doing what he is told, when Tarleton stops 
him]. 

TARLETON. Young man: dont. Youve tried 
to shoot me; but Fm not vindictive. I draw 
the line at putting a man on the rack. If you 
want every joint in your body stretched until 
it’s an agony to live — until you have an un- 
natural feeling that all your muscles are 
singing and laughing with pain — then go to 
the gymnasium with that lady. But youll be 
more comfortable in jail. 

LINA [greatly amused] Was that why you 
went away, old pal? Was that the telegram 
you said you had forgotten to send? 


Mrs Tarleton comes in hastily through the 
inner door. 

MRS TARLETON [on the stcps] Is anything the 
matter, John? Nurse says she heard you 
calling me a quarter of an hour ago; and that 
your voice sounded as if you were ill. 
comes between Tarleton and the man]. Is any- 
thing the matter? 

TARLETON. This is the son of an old friend 
of mine. Mr — er — Mr Gunner. [To the man, 
who rises atvkwardly]. My wife. 

MRS TARLETON. Good evening to you. 

GUNNER. Er — [He is too nervous to speak, and 
makes a shambling bow]. 

Bentley looks in at the pavilion door, very 
peevish, and too preoccupied with his own affairs 
to pay any attention to those of the company. 

BENTLEY. I say. lias anybody seen Hypatia? 
She promised to come out with me; and I 
cant find her anywhere. And wheres Joey? 

GUNNER [suddenly breaking out aggressively, 
being incapable of any middle' way between sub- 
missiveness and violence] I can tell you where 
Hypatia is. I can tell you where Joey is. And 
I say it’s a scandal and an infamy. If people 
only knew what goes on in this so-called re- 
spectable house it would be put a stop to. 
These are the morals of our pious capitalist 
class! This is your rotten bourgeoisie! This — 

MRS TARLETON. Dont you dare use such 
language in company. I wont allow it. 

TARLETON. All right. Chickabiddy: it’s not 
bad language: it’s only Socialism. 

MRS TARLETON. Well, I wont have any 
Socialism in my house. 

TARLETON [to Gunner] You hear what Mrs 
Tarleton says. Well, in this house everybody 
does what she says or out they go. 

GUNNER. Do you suppose I want to stay? 
Do you think I would breathe this polluted 
atmosphere a moment longer than I could 
help? 

BENTLEY [running forward between Lina and 
Guiiner] But what did you mean by what you 
said about Miss Tarleton and Mr Percival, 
you beastly rotter, you? 

GUNNER [to Tarleton] Oh! is Hypatia your 
daughter? And Joey is M i s t e r Percival, is he? 
One of your set, I suppose. One of the smart 
set! One of the bridge-playing, eighty-horse- 
power, week-ender set! One of the johnnies 
I slave for! Well, Joey has more decency than 
your daughter, anyhow. The women are the 
worst. I never believed it til I saw it with my 
own eyes. Well, it wont last for ever. The 
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writing is on the wall. Rome fell. Babylon 
fell. Hindhead's turn will come. 

MRS TARLETON [jiaively looking at the wall for 
the writing Whatever are you talking about, 
young man? 

GUNNER. I know what Tm talking about. 

I went into that Turkish bath a boy: I came 
out a man. 

MRS TARLETON. Good gracious! he’s mad. 
[To Lind] Did John make him take a Turkish 
bath? 

LINA. No. He doesnt need Turkish baths: 
he needs to put on a little flesh. I dont under- 
stand what it’s all about. I found him trying 
to shoot Mr Tarleton. 

MRS TARLETON [7vith a scream] Oh! and John 
encouraging him, I’ll be bound! Bunny: you 
go for the police. [To Gunner] I’ll teach you 
to come into my house and shoot my husband. 

GUNNER. Teach away. I never asked to be 
let off. I’m ashamed to be free instead of 
taking my part with the rest. Women — 
beautiful women of noble birth — are going 
to prison for their opinions. Girl students in 
Russia go to the gallows; let themselves be 
cut in pieces with the knout, or driven through 
the frozen snows of Siberia, sooner than stand 
looking on tamely at the world being made 
a hell for the toiling millions. If you were not 
all skunks and cowards youd be suffering 
with them instead of battening here on the 
plunder of the poor. 

MRS TARLETON [much vcxed] Oh, did you 
ever hear such silly nonsense? Bunny: go and 
tell the gardener to send over one of his men 
to Grayshott for the police. 

GUNNER. I’ll go with him. I intend to give 
myself up. I’m going to expose what Ive 
seen here, no matter what the consequences 
may be to my miserable self. 

TARLETON. Stop. You Stay where you are, 
Ben. Chickabiddy: youve never had the 
police in. If you had, youd not be in a hurry 
to have them in again. Now, young man: cut 
the cackle; and tell us, as short as you can, 
what did you see? 

GUNNER. I cant tell you in the presence of 
ladies. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, you are tiresome. 
As if it mattered to anyone what you saw. 
Me! A married woman that might be your 
mother. [To Lind] And I’m sure youre not 
particular, if youll excuse my saying so. 

TARLETON. Out with it. What did you see? 

GUNNER. I saw your daughter with my own 


eyes — oh well, never mind what I saw. 

BENTLEY [almost Crying with anxiety] You 
beastly rotter. I’ll get Joey to give you such 
a hiding — 

TARLETON. You Cant Icavc it at that, you 
know. What did you see my daughter doing? 

GUNNER. After all, why shouldnt she do it? 
The Russian students do it. Women should 
be as free as men. I’m a fool. I’m so full of 
your bourgeois morality that I let myself be 
shocked by the application of my own revolu- 
tionary principles. If she likes the man why 
shouldnt she tell him so? 

MRS TARLETON. I do wondcr at you, John, 
letting him talk like this before everybody. 
[Turning rather tartly to Lind] Would you 
mind going away to the drawing room just 
for a few minutes. Miss Chipenoska. This is 
a private family matter, if you dont mind. 

LINA. I should have gone before, Mrs 
Tarleton, if there had been anyone to protect 
Mr Tarleton and the young gentleman. [She 
goes out through the inner door], 

GUNNER. There you are! It’s all of a piece 
here. The men effeminate, the women un- 
sexed — 

TARLETON. Dont begin again, old chap. 
Keep it for Trafalgar Square. 

Hypatia’s voice outside. No, no. [5Ae 
breaks off in a stifled half laughs half scream, 
and is seen darting across the garden with Per- 
cival in hot pursuit. Immediately afterwards she 
appears again, and runs into the pavilion. Find- 
ing it full of people, including a stranger, she 
stops; but Percival, flushed and reckless, rushes 
in and seizes her before he, too, realizes that they 
are ?iot alone. He releases her in confusion]. 

Dead silence. They are all afraid to look at 
one another except Mrs Tarleton, who stares 
sternly at Hypatia, Hypatia is the first to re- 
cover her presence of mind, 

HYPATIA. Excuse mc rushing in like this. 
Mr Percival has been chasing me down the 
hill. 

gunner. Who chased him up it? Dont be 
ashamed. Be fearless. Be truthful. 

tarleton. Gunner: will you go to Paris for 
a fortnight? I’ll pay your expenses. 

HYPATIA. What do you mean? 

GUNNER. There was a silent witness in the 
Turkish bath. 

tarleton. I found him hiding there. What- 
ever went on here, he saw and heard. Thats 
what he means. 

PERCIVAL [sternly approaching Gunner^ afid 
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speaking with deep hut contained indignaiio 7 i\ 
Am I to understand you as daring to put 
forward the monstrous and blackguardly lie 
that this lady behaved improperly in my 
presence? 

GUNNER [turning whits'] You know what I 
saw and heard. 

Hypatitty with a gleam of triumph in her eyes, 
slips noiselessly into the swing chair, and 
watches Percival and Gunner, swinging slightly, 
hut otherivise motionless. 

PERCIVAL. I hope it is not necessary for me 
to assure you all that there is not one word 
of truth — not one grain of substance — in 
this rascally calumny, which no man with a 
spark of decent feeling would have uttered 
even if he had been ignorant enough to be- 
lieve it. Miss Tarle ton’s conduct, since I have 
had the honor of knowing her, has been, I 
need hardly say, in every respect beyond 
reproach. [To Gunner] As for you, sir, youll 
have the goodness to come out with me im- 
mediately. I have some business with you 
which cant be settled in Mrs Tarleton’s pre- 
sence or in her house. 

GUNNER [painfully frightened] Why should 
I go out with you? 

PERCIVAL. Because I intend that you shall. 

GUNNER. I wont be bullied by you. [Per- 
cival makes a threatening step towards him]. 
Police! [He tries to holt; but Percival seizes him]. 
Leave me go, will you? What right have you 
to lay hands on me? 

TARLETON. IvCt him run for it, Mr Percival. 
He’s very poor company. We shall be well 
rid of him. Let him go. 

PERCIVAL. Not until he has taken back and 
made the fullest apology for the abominable 
lie he has told. He shall do that, or he shall 
defend himself as best he can against the 
most thorough thrashing I’m capable of 
giving him. [Releasing Gunner, hut facing him 
ominously] Take your choice. Which is it to 
be? 

GUNNER. Give me a fair chance. Go and 
stick at a desk from nine to six for a month, 
and let me have your grub and your sport 
and your lessons in boxing, and I’ll fight you 
fast enough. You know I’m no good or you 
darent bully me like this. 

PERCIVAL. You should have thought of that 
before you attacked a lady with a dastardly 
slander. I’m waiting for your decision. I’m 
rather in a hurry, please. 

GUNNER. I never said anything against the 


lady. 

MRS TARLETON 'I f Oil, listen to that! 

BENTLEY What a liar! 

HYPATIA Oh! 

TARLETON I Oh, come! 

PERCIVAL. We’ll have it in writing, if you 
dont mind. [Pointing to the writing table] Sit 
down; and take that pen in your hand. 
[Gunner looks irresolutely a little way round; 
then obeys]. Now write. “I,” whatever your 
name is — 

GUNNER [after a vain attempt] I cant. My 
hand’s shaking too much. You see it’s no 
use. I’m doing my best. I cant. 

PERCIVAL. Mr Summerhays will write it: 
you can sign it. 

BENTLEY [insolently to Gunner] Get up. 
[Gunner obeys; and Bentley, shouldering him 
aside towards Percival, takes his place and 
prepares to write]. 

PERCIVAL. Whats your name? 

GUNNER. John Brown. 

TARLETON. Oil come! Couldnt you make it 
Horace Smith? or Algernon Robinson? 

GUNNER [agitatedly] But my name is John 
Brown. There are really John Browns. How 
can I help it if my name’s a common one? 

BENTLEY. Shew us a letter addressed to 
you. 

GUNNER. How can I? I never get any letters: 
I’m only a clerk. I can shew you J. B. on my 
handkerchief. [He takes out a not very clean 
one]. 

BENTLEY [ivith disgust] Oh, put it up again. 
Let it go at John Bro\vn. 

PERCIVAL. Where do you live? 

GUNNER. 4- Chesterfield Parade, Kentish 
Town, N.W. 

PERCIVAL [dictating] I, John Brown, of 4 
Chesterfield Parade, Kentish Town, do here- 
by voluntarily confess that on the 31st May 
1909 1 — [ To Tarleton] What did he do exactly? 

TARLETON [dictating] — I trespassed on the 
land of John Tarleton at Hindhead, and 
effected an unlawful entry into his house, 
where I secreted myself in a portable Turkish 
bath — 

BENTLEY. Go slow, old man. Just a moment, 
‘^Turkish bath” — yes? 

TARLETON [continuing — with a pistol, with 
which I threatened to take the life of the 
said John Tarleton — 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, Jolin! You might have 
been killed. 

TARLETON. — and was prevented from doing 
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so only by the timely arrival of the cele- 
brated Miss Lina Szczepanowska. 

MRS TARLETON. Is shc Celebrated? [Apolo- 
getically] I never dreamt — 

BENTLEY. Look here: I’m awfully sorry; 
but I cant spell Szczepanowska. 

PERciVAL. I think it’s S, z, c, z — Better say 
the Polish lady. 

BENTLEY [writing] ‘'the Polish lady”? 
TARLETON [to Percival] Now it’s your turn. 
PERCIVAL [dictating I further confess that 
I was guilty of uttering an abominable 
calumny concerning Miss Hypatia Tarleton, 
for which there was not a shred of founda- 
tion. 

Impressive silence whilst Bentley writes, 
BENTLEY, “foundation”? 

PERCIVAL, I apologize most humbly to the 
lady and her family for my conduct — [he 
waits for Bentley to write], 

BENTLEY, “conduct”? 

PERCIVAL. — and I promise Mr Tarleton not 
to repeat it, and to amend my life — 
BENTLEY, “amend my life”? 

PERCIVAL. — and to do what in me lies to 
prove worthy of his kindness in giving me 
another chance — 

BENTLEY, “another chance”? 

PERCIVAL. — and refraining from deliver- 
ing me up to the punishment I so richly 
deserve, 

BENTLEY, “richly deserve.” 

PERCIVAL [to Hypatia] Does that satisfy 
you, Miss Tarleton? 

HYPATIA. Yes; that will teach him to tell 
lies next time. 

BENTLEY [rising to make place for Gunner 
and handing him the pen] You mean it will 
teach him to tell the truth next time. 
TARLETON. Ahem! Do you, Patsy? 
PERCIVAL. Be good enough to sign. [Gunner 
sits down helplessly and dips the pen in the ink]. 
I hope what you are signing is no mere form 
of words to you, and that you not only say 
you are sorry, but that you are sorry. 

Lord Summerhays and Johnny come in 
through the pavilion door, 

MRS TARLETON. Stop. Mr Percival*. I think, 
on Hypatia’s account. Lord Summerhays 
ought to be told about this. 

Lord Summerhays^ wondering what the matter 
is, comes forward between Percival and Lina, 
Johnny stops beside Hypatia, 

PERCIVAL. Certainly. 

TARLETON [uneasUy] Take my advice and 


cut it short. Get rid of him. 

MRS TARLETON. Hypatia ought to have 
her character cleared. 

TARLETON. You let Well alonc. Chickabiddy. 
Most of our characters will bear a little care- 
ful dusting; but they wont bear scouring. 
Patsy is jolly well out of it. What does it 
matter, anyhow? 

PERCIVAL. Mr Tarleton: we have already 
said either too much or not enough. Lord 
Summerhays; will you be kind enough to 
witness the declaration this man has just 
signed? 

GUNNER. I havnt yet. Am I to sign now? 

PERCIVAL. Of course. [Gunner, who is now 
incapable of doing anything on his own initiative. 
Now stand up and read your declara- 
tion to this gentleman. [Gunner makes a vague 
movement and looks stupidly round, Percival 
adds peremptorily] Now, please. 

GUNNER [rising apprehensively and reading 
without punctuation in a hardly audible voice, 
like a very sick man] I John Brown of 4 Chester- 
field Parade Kentish Town do hereby volun- 
tarily confess that on the Slst May 1909 I 
trespassed on the land of John Tarleton at 
Hindhead and effected an unlawful entry 
into his house where I secreted myself in a 
portable Turkish bath with a pistol with 
which I threatened to take the life of the 
said John Tarleton and was prevented from 
doing so only by the timely arrival of the 
Polish lady I further confess that I was guilty 
of uttering an abominable calumny concern- 
ing Miss Hypatia Tarleton for which there 
was not a shred of foundation I apologize 
most humbly to the lady and her family for 
my conduct and I promise Mr Tarleton not 
to repeat it and to amend my life and to do 
what in me lies to prove worthy of his kind- 
ness in giving me another chance and re- 
fraining from delivering me up to the punish- 
ment I so richly deserve. 

A short and painful silence follows. Then 
Percival speaks, 

PERCIVAL. Do you consider that sufficient, 
Lord Summerhays? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Oh quite, quite. 

PERCIVAL [to Hypatia] Lord Summerhays 
would probably like to hear you say that you 
are satisfied. Miss Tarleton. 

HYPATIA [coming out of the swing, and ad- 
vancing between Percival and Lord Summerhays] 
I must say that you have behaved like a per- 
fect gentleman, Mr Percival. 
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PERciVAL [first bowing to Hypatia, and then | 
turning with cold contempt to Gunner, who is ! 
standing helpless^ We need not trouble you 
any further. [Gunner turns vaguely towards the 
pavilion\ 

JOHNNY [with less refined offensiveness, point- 
ing to the pavilion^ Thats your way. The 
gardener will shew you the shortest way into 
the road. Go the shortest way. 

GUNNER [oppressed and disconcerted, hardly 
knows how to get out of the room] Yes, sir. I — 
[He turns again, appealing to Tarleton] Maynt 
I have my mother’s photographs back again? 
[Mrs Tarleton pricks up her ears\ 

TARLETON. Eh? What? Oh, the photographs! 
Yes, yes, yes: take them. [Gunner takes them 
from the table, and is creeping away, when Mrs 
Tarleton puts out her hand and stops him]. 

MRS TARLETON. Whats this , J ohn? What were 
you doing with his mother’s photographs? 

TARLETON. Nothing, nothing. Never mind. 
Chickabiddy: it’s all right. 

MRS TARLETON [snatching the photographs 
from Gunner s irresolute fingers, and recogniz- 
ing them at a glance'] Lucy Titmus! Oh John, 
John! 

TARLETON [grimly, to Gunner] Young man: 
youre a fool; but youve just put the lid on 
this job in a masterly manner. I knew you 
would. I told you all to let well alone. You 
wouldnt; and now you must take the con- 
sequences — or rather I must take them. 

MRS TARLETON [maternally] Are you Lucy’s 
son? 

GUNNER. Yes! 

MRS TARLETON. And why didnt you come 
to me? I didnt turn my back on your mother 
when she came to me in her trouble. Didnt 
you know that? 

GUNNER. No. She never talked to me about 
anything. 

TARLETON. How could she talk to her own 
son? Shy, Summerhays, shy. Parent and 
child. Shy. [He sits down at the end of the ivrit- 
ing table nearest the sideboard like a man re- 
signed to anything that fate may have in store 
for him]. 

MRS TARLETON. Then how did you find out? 

GUNNER. From her papers after she died. 

MRS TARLETON [shocked] Is Lucy dead? And 
I never knew! [With an effusion of tenderness] 
And you here being treated like that, poor 
orphan, with nobody to take your part! Tear 
up that foolish paper, child; and sit down and 
make friends with me. 


JOHNNY "I /Hallo, mother: this is all very 
well, you know — 

PERCIVAL But may I point out, Mrs 
Tarleton, that — 

► y ' 

BENTLEY Do you mean that after what 
he said of — 

HYPATIA Oh, look here, mamma: this 
J [ is really — 

MRS TARLETON. Will you plcasc speak one 
at a time? 

Silence. 

PERCIVAL [in a very gentlemanly manner] 
Will you allow me to remind you, Mrs Tarle- 
ton, that this man has uttered a most serious 
and disgraceful falsehood concerning Miss 
Tarleton and myself? 

MRS TARLETON. I dont belicvc a word of it. 
If the poor lad was there in the Turkish bath, 
who has a better right to say what was going 
on here than he has? You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself, Patsy; and so ought you too, Mr 
Percival, for encouraging her. [Hypatia re- 
treats to the pavilion, and exchanges grimaces 
7vith Johnny, shamelessly enjoying PercivaVs 
sudden reverse. They knorv their mother]. 

PERCIVAL [gasping] Mrs Tarleton: I give 
you my word of honor — 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, go along with you and 
your word of honor. Do you think I’m a fool? 
I wonder you can look the lad in the face 
after bullying him and making him sign 
those wicked lies; and all the time you carry- 
ing on with my daughter before youd been 
half an hour in my house. Fie, for shame! 

PERCIVAL. Lord Summerhays: I appeal to 
you. Have I done the correct thing or not? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Youvc donc your best, 
Mr Percival. But the correct thing depends 
for its success on everybody playing the 
game very strictly. As a single-handed game, 
it’s impossible. 

BENTLEY [suddenly breaking out lamentably] 
Joey: have you taken Hypatia away from 
me? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [severely] Bentley! Bent- 
ley! Control yourself, sir. 

TARLETON. Come, Mr Percival! the shutters 
are up on the gentlemanly business. Try the 
truth. 

PERCIVAL. I am in a wretched position. If 
I tell the truth nobody will believe me. 

TARLETON. Oh yes they will. The truth 
makes everybody believe it. 

PERCIVAL. It also makes everybody pretend 
not to believe it. Mrs Tarleton: youre not 
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playing the game. 

MRS TARLETON. I dont think youve behaved 
at all nicely, Mr Percival. 

BENTLEY. I wouldnt havc played you such 
a dirty trick, Joey. [Struggling with a sob] 
You beast. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Bentley*, you must 
control yourself. Let me say at the same j 
time, Mr Percival, that my son seems to have 
been mistaken in regarding you either as his 
friend or as a gentleman. 

PERCIVAL. Miss Tarleton: Fm suffering this 
for your sake. I ask you just to say that I am 
not to blame. Just that and nothing more. 

HYPATIA [gloating mischievously over his 
distress] You chased me through the heather 
and kissed me. You shouldnt have done that 
if you were not in earnest. 

PERCIVAL. Oh, this is really the limit. [Turn- 
ing desperately to Gunner] Sir: I appeal to y o u. 
As a gentleman! as a man of honor! as a man 
bound to stand by another man! You were in 
that Turkish bath. You saw how it began. 
Could any man have behaved more correctly 
than I did? Is there a shadow of foundation 
for the accusations brought against me? 

GUNNER [sorely perplexed] Well, what do 
you want me to say? 

JOHNNY. He has said what he had to say 
already, hasnt he? Read that paper. 

GUNNER. When I tell the truth, you make 
me go back on it. And now you want me to 
go back on myself! What is a man to do? 

PERCIVAL [patiently] Please try to get your 
mind clear, Mr Brown. I pointed out to you 
that you could not, as a gentleman, dispar- 
age a lady's character. You agree with me, 

I hope. 

GUNNER. Yes: that sounds all right. 

PERCIVAL. But youre also bound to tell the 
truth. Surely youll not deny that. 

GUNNER. Who’s denying it? I say nothing 
against it. 

PERCIVAL. Of course not. Well, I ask you 
to tell the truth simply and unaffectedly. 
Did you witness any improper conduct on 
my part when you were in the bath? 

GUNNER. No, sir. 

JOHNNY ^ /"Then what do you mean by 
saying that — 

HYPATIA W Do you mean to say that I — 

BENTLEY Oh, you are a rotter. Youre 
, afraid — 

TARLETON [rmwg] Stop. [Silence], Leave it 
at that. Enough said. You keep quiet, 


Johnny. Mr Percival: youre whitewashed. 
So are you, Patsy. Honors are easy. Lets 
drop the subject. The next thing to do is to 
open a subscription to start this young man 
on a ranch in some far country thats accus- 
tomed to be in a disturbed state. He — 

MRS TARLETON. Now stop joking the poor 
lad, John: I wont have it. He’s been worried 
to death between you all. [To Gunner] Have 
you had your tea? 

GUNNER. Tea? No: it’s too early. I’m all 
right; only I had no dinner: I didnt think I’d 
want it. I didnt think I’d be alive. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, what a thing to say! 
You mustnt talk like that. 

JOHNNY. He’s out of his mind. He thinks 
it’s past dinnertime. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, youvc no scnsc, Johnny. 
He calls his lunch his dinner, and has his tea 
at half-past six. Havnt you, dear? 

GUNNER [timidly] Hasnt everybody? 

JOHNNY [laughing Well, by George, thats 
not bad. 

MRS TARLETON. Now dont be rude, Johnny: 
you know I dont like it. [To Gunner] A cup 
of tea will pick you up. 

GUNNER. I’d rather not. I’m all right. 

TARLETON [going to the sideboard] Here! try 
a mouthful of sloe gin. 

GUNNER. No, thanks. I’m a teetotaler. I 
cant touch alcohol in any form. 

TARLETON. Nonsensc! This isnt alcohol. 
Sloe gin. Vegetarian, you know. 

GUNNER [hesitating] Is it a fruit beverage? 

TARLETON. Of coursc it is. Fruit beverage. 
Here you are. [He gives him a glass of sloe gin], 

GUNNER [going to the sideboard] Thanks. [He 
begins to drink it confidently; but the first mouth-^ 
ful startles and almost chokes him]. It’s rather 
hot. 

TARLETON. Do you good. Dont be afraid of 
it. 

MRS TARLETON [going to him] Sip it, dear, 
Dont be in a hurry. 

Gunner sips slowly y each sip making his eyes 
water, 

JOHNNY [coming forward into the place left 
vacant by Gunner s visit to the sideboard] Well, 
now that the gentleman has been attended 
to, I should like to know where we are. It 
may be a vulgar business habit; but I confess 
I like to know where I am. 

TARLETON. I dont. Wherever you are, youre 
there anyhow. I tell you again, leave it at 
that. 
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BENTLEY. I Want to know too. Hypatia’s 
engaged to me. 

HYPATIA. Bentley: if you insult me again: 
if you say another word, I’ll leave the house 
and not enter it until you leave it. 

JOHNNY. Put that in your pipe and smoke 
it, my boy. 

BENTLEY \inarticulate with fury and sup- 
pressed tears^ Oh! Beasts! Brutes! 

MRS TARLETON. Now dont hurt his feelings, 
poor little lamb! 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [pery siemly'\ Bentley: 
you are not behaving well. You had better 
leave us until you have recovered yourself. 

Bentley goes out in disgrace, hut gets no 
further than halfway to the pavilion door^ when, 
with a wild sob, he throws himself on thefioor 
and begins to yell. 

MRS TARLETON^ ([running to him] Oh, poor 
child, poor child! Dont 
cry, duckie: he didnt 
mean it: dont cry. 

LORD SUMMER- Stop that infernal noise, 
HAYS sir: do you hear? Stop 

it instantly. 

JOHNNY Thats the game he tried 

on me. There you are! 
Now, mother! Now, 
Patsy! You see for 
yourselves. 

HYPATIA [covering her ears'] Oh you 

little wretch! Stop him, 
Mr Percival. Kick him. 

TARLETON Steady on, steady on. 

j Easy, Bunny, easy. 

LINA [appearing at the door] Leave him to 
me, Mrs Tarleton. [Clear and authoritative] 
Stand clear, please. 

She quickly lifts the upper half of Bentley 
from the ground; dives under him; rises with his 
body hanging cun^oss her shoulders; and ru?is out 
. with him. 

BENTLEY [in scared, sobered, humble tones as 
he is borne off] Wliat are you doing? Let me 
down. Please, Miss Szczepanowska — [they 
pass out of hearing]. 

An awestruck silmce falls on the company as 
they speculate on Bentley's fate. 

JOHNNY. I wonder what she’s going to do 
with him. 

HYPATIA. Spank him, I hope. Spank him 
hard. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I hope SO. I hope SO. 

Tarleton: I’m beyond measure humiliated 
and annoyed by my son’s behavior in your 


house. I had better take him home. 

TARLETON. Not at all: not at all. Now, 
Chickabiddy: as Miss Lina has taken away 
Ben, suppose you take away Mr Brown for 
a while. 

GUNNER [ivith unexpected aggressiveness] My 
name isnt Brown. [They stare at him: he meets 
their stare defiantly, pugnacious with sloe gin; 
drains the last drop from his glass; throws it on 
the sideboard; and advances to the writing table]. 
My name’s Baker: Julius Baker. Mister 
Baker. If any man doubts it, I’m ready for 
him. 

MRS TARLETON. John*, you shouldnt have 
given him that sloe gin. It’s gone to his head. 

GUNNER. Dont you think it. Fruit beverages 
dont go to the head; and what matter if they 
did? I say nothing to you, maam: I regard 
you with respect and affection. [Lachry- 
mosely] You were very good to my mother: 
my poor mother! [Relapsing into his daring 
mood] But I say my name’s Baker; and I’m 
not to be treated as a child or made a slave 
of by any man. Baker is my name. Did you 
think I was going to give you my real name? 
Not likely! Not me! 

TARLETON. So you thought of John Brown. 
That was clever of you. 

GUNNER. Clever! Yes: we’re not all such 
fools as you think: we clerks. It was the 
bookkeeper put me up to that. It’s the only 
name that nobody gives as a false name, he 
said. Clever, eh? I should think so. 

MRS TARLETON. Come now, Julius — 

GUNNER [reassuring her gravely] Dont you 
be alarmed, maam. I know what is due to 
you as a lady and to myself as a gentleman. 
I regard you with respect and affection. If 
you had been my mother, as you ought to 
have been, I should have had more chance. 
But you shall have no cause to be ashamed 
of me. The strength of a chain is no greater 
than its weakest link; but the greatness of 
a poet is the greatness of his greatest 
moment. Shakespear used to get drunk. 
Frederick the Great ran away from a battle. 
But it was what they could rise to, not what 
they could sink to, that made them great. 
They werent good always; but they were good 
on their day. Well, on my day — on my day, 
mind you — I’m good for something too. I 
know that Ive made a silly exhibition of 
myself here. I know I didnt rise to the occa- 
sion. I know that if youd been my mother, 
youd have been ashamed of me. I lost my 
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presence of mind: I was a contemptible 
coward. But [slapping himself on the chest] Tm 
not the man I was then. This is my day. Ive 
seen the tenth possessor of a foolish face 
carried out kicking and screaming by a 
woman. [To Percival] You crowed pretty big 
over me. You hypnotized me. But when you 
were put through the fire yourself, you were 
found wanting. I tell you straight I dont give 
a damn for you. 

MRS TARLETON. Not thats naughty. You 
shouldnt say that before me. 

GUNNER. I would cut my tongue out sooner 
than say anything vulgar in your presence; 
for I regard you with respect and affection. 
I was not swearing. I was affirming my man- 
hood. 

MRS TARLETON. What an idea! What puts 
all these things into your head? 

GUNNER. Oh, dont think, because Tm only 
a clerk, that Tm not one of the intellectuals. 
I’m a reading man, a thinking man. I read 
in a book — a high class six shilling book — 
this precept: Affirm your manhood. It ap- 
pealed to me. Ive always remembered it. I 
believe in it. I feel I must do it to recover 
your respect after my cowardly behavior. 
Therefore I affirm it in your presence. I tell 
that man who insulted me that I dont give 
a damn for him. And neither I do. 

TARLETON. I say, Summcrhays: did you 
have chaps of this sort in Jinghiskahn? 

LORD suMMERHAYS. Oh ycs: they exist 
everywhere: they are a most seriolis modern 
problem. 

GUNNER. Yes. Youre right. [Conceitedly] 
I’m a problem. And I tell you that when we 
clerks realize that we’re problems! well, 
look out: thats all. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [suavely, to Gunncr] You 
read a great deal, you say? 

GUNNER. Ive read more than any man in 
this room, if the truth were known, I expect. 
Thats whats going to smash up your Capital- 
ism. The problems are beginning to read. 
Ha! We’re free to do that here in England. 
What would you do with me in Jinghiskahn 
if you had me there? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Well, since you ask me 
so directly. I’ll tell you. I should take advan- 
tage, of the fact that you have neither sense 
enough nor strength enough to know how to 
behave yourself in a difficulty of any sort. I 
should warn an intelligent and ambitious 
policeman that you are a troublesome person. 


The intelligent and ambitious policeman 
would take an early opportunity of upsetting 
your temper by ordering you to move on, 
and treading on your heels until you were 
provoked into obstructing an officer in the 
discharge of his duty. Any trifle of that sort 
would be sufficient to make a man like you 
lose your self-possession and put yourself in 
the wrong. You would then be charged and 
imprisoned until things quieted down. 

GUNNER. And you call that justice! 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. No. Justice was not my 
business. I had to govern a province; and I 
took the necessary steps to maintain order in 
it. Men are not governed by justice, but by 
law or persuasion. When they refuse to be 
governed by law or persuasion, they have to 
be governed by force or fraud, or both. I used 
both when law and persuasion failed me. 
Every ruler of men since the world began has 
done so, even when he has hated both fraud 
and force as heartily as I do. It is as well that 
you should know this, my young friend; so 
that you may recognize in time that anar- 
chism is a game at which the police can beat 
you. What have you to say to that? 

GUNNER. What have I to say to it! Well, I 
call it scandalous: thats what I have to say 
to it. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Precisely, thats all any- 
body has to say to it, except the British 
public, which pretends not to believe it. And 
now let me ask you a sympathetic personal 
question. Havnt you a headache? 

GUNNER. Well, since you ask me, I have. 
Ive over-excited myself. 

MRS TARLETON. Poor lad! No wonder, after 
all youve gone through! You want to eat a 
little and to lie down. You come with me. I 
want you to tell me about your poor dear 
mother and about yourself. Come along with 
me. [She leads the way to the inner door], 

GUNNER [following her obediently] Thank you 
kindly, madam. [5^^ goes out. Before passing 
out after her^ hd partly closes the door and 
lingers for a irfSment to whisper] Mind: I’m not 
knuckling down to any man here. I knuckle 
down to Mrs Tarleton because she’s a 
woman in a thousand. I affirm my manhood 
all the same. Understand: I dont give a damn 
for the lot of you. [He hurries out, rather afraid 
of the consequences of this defiance, which has 
provoked Johnny to an impatient movement to- 
wards hirri], 

HYPATIA. ’Thank goodness he’s gone! Oh, 
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what a bore! WHAT a bore!!! Talk! talk! i 
talk! I 

TARLETON. Patsy*. it’s no good. We’re going 
to talk. And we’re going to talk about you. 

JOHNNY. It’s no use shirking it, Pat. We’d 
better know where we are. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Come, Miss Tarleton. 
Wont you sit down? I’m very tired of stand- 
ing. [Hypatia comes from the pavilion and takes 
a chair at the worktable. Lord Summerhays takes 
the opposite chair ^ on her right. Percival takes the 
chair Johnny placed for Lina on her arrival. 
Tarleton sits down at the end of the writing table. 
Johnny remains standing. Lord Summerhays 
continues^ with a sigh of relief at being seated] 
We shall now get the change of subject we 
are all pining for. 

JOHNNY [puzzled] Whats that? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. The great question. 
The question that men and women will 
spend hours over without complaining. The 
question that occupies all the novel readers 
and all the playgoers. The question they 
never get tired of. 

JOHNNY. But what question? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. The question which 
particular young man some young woman 
will mate with. 

PERCIVAL. As if it mattered! 

HYPATIA [sharply] Whats that you said? 

PERCIVAL. I said: As if it mattered. 

HYPATIA. I call that ungentlemanly. 

PERCIVAL. Do you care about that? you 
who are so magnificently unladylike! 

JOHNNY. Look here, Mr Percival: youre 
not supposed to insult my sister. 

HYPATIA. Oh, shut up, Johnny. I can take 
care of myself. Dont you interfere. 

JOHNNY. Oh, very well. If you choose to 
give yourself away like that — to allow a man 
to call you unladylike and then to b e unlady- 
like, Ive nothing more to say. 

HYPATIA. I think Mr Percival is most un- 
gentlemanly; but I wont be protected. I’ll 
not have my affairs interfered with by men 
on pretence of protecting me. I’m not your 
baby. If I interfered between you and a 
woman, you would soon tell me to mind my 
own business. 

TARLETON. Children: dont squabble. Read 
Dr Watts. Behave yourselves. 

JOHNNY. Ive nothing more to say; and as 
I dont seem to be wanted here, I shall take 
myself off. [He goes out rvith affected calm 
through the pavilion]. 


TARLETON. Summerhays*. a family is an 
awful thing, an impossible thing. Cat and 
dog. Patsy: I’m ashamed of you. 

HYPATIA. I’ll make it up with Johnny 
afterwards; but I really cant have him here 
sticking his clumsy hoof into my affairs. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. The question is, Mr 
Percival, are you really a gentleman, or are 
you not? 

PERCIVAL. Was Napoleon really a gentle- 
man or was he not? He made the lady get 
out of the way of the porter and said, “Re- 
spect the burden, madam.’’ That was behav- 
ing like a very fine gentleman; but he kicked 
Volney for saying that what France wanted 
was the Bourbons back again. That was be- 
having rather like a navvy. Now I, like 
Napoleon, am not all one piece. On occasion, 
as you have all seen, I can behave like a 
gentleman. On occasion, I can behave with 
a brutal simplicity which Miss Tarleton her- 
self could hardly surpass. 

TARLETON. Gentleman or no gentleman, 
Patsy: what are your intentions? 

HYPATIA. My intentions! Surely it’s the 
gentleman who should be asked his intentions. 

TARLETON. Comc now, Patsy! none of that 
nonsense. Has Mr Percival said anything to 
you that I ought to know or that Bentley 
ought to know? Have you said anything to 
Mr Percival? 

HYPATIA. Mr Percival chased me through 
the heather and kissed me. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. As a gentleman, Mr 
Percival, what do you say to that? 

PERCIVAL. As a gentleman, I do not kiss and 
tell. As a mere man: a mere cad, if you like, 
I say that I did so at Miss Tarleton ’s own 
suggestion. 

HYPATIA. Beast! 

PERCIVAL. I dont deny that I enjoyed it. 
But I did not initiate it. And I began by 
running away. 

TARLETON. So Patsy can run faster than 
you, can she? 

PERCIVAL. Yes, when she is in pursuit of 
me. She runs faster and faster. I run slower 
and slower. And these woods of your^ are 
full of magic. There was a confounded fern 
owl. Did you ever hear the churr of a fern 
owl? Did you ever hear it create a sudden 
silence by ceasing? Did you ever hear it call 
its mate by striking its wings together twice 
I and whistling that single note that no night- 
1 ingale can imitate? That is what happened 
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in the woods when I was running away. So 
I turned; and the pursuer became the pur- 
sued. 

HYPATIA. I had to fight like a wild cat. 

LORD suMMERHAYS. Pleasc dont tell us this. 
It’s not fit for old people to hear. 

TARLETON. Comei how did it end? 

HYPATIA. It’s not ended yet. 

TARLETON. How is it going to end? 

HYPATIA. Ask him. 

TARLETON. How is it going to end, Mr 
Percival? 

PERCivAL. I cant afford to marry, Mr Tarle- 
ton. Ive only a thousand a year until my 
father dies. Two people cant possibly live on 
that. 

TARLETON. Oh, Cant they? When / married, 
I should have been jolly glad to have felt 
sure of the quarter of it. 

PERCIVAL, No doubt; but I am not a cheap 
person, Mr Tarleton. I was brought up in a 
household which cost at least seven or eight 
times that; and I am in constant money 
difficulties because I simply dont know how 
to live on the thousand a year scale. As to 
ask a woman to share my degrading poverty, 
it’s out of the question. Besides, I’m rather 
young to marry. I’m only 28. 

HYPATIA. Papa: buy the brute for me. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [shrinking My dear 
Miss Tarleton: dont be so naughty. I know 
how delightful it is to shock an old man; but 
there is a point at which it becomes barbar- 
ous. Dont. Please dont. 

HYPATIA. Shall I tell Papa about you? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Tarlcton: I had better 
tell you that I once asked your daughter to 
become my widow. 

TARLETON [to H^patio] Why didnt you 
accept him, you young idiot? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I WaS tOO old. 

TARLETON. All this has been going on under 
my nose, I suppose. You run after young 
men; and old men run after you. And I’m 
the last person in the world to hear of it. 

HYPATIA. How could I tell you? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Parents and children, 
Tarleton. 

TARLETON. Oh, the gulf that lies between 
them! the impassable, eternal gulf! And so 
I’m to buy the brute for you, eh? 

HYPATIA. If you please, papa. 

TARLETON. Whats the price, Mr Percival? 

PERCIVAL. We might do with another fifteen 
himdred if my father would contribute. But 


I should like more. 

TARLETON. It’s purely a question of money 
with you, is it? 

PERCIVAL [after a moment's consideration^ 
Practically yes: it turns on that. 

TARLETON. I thought you might have some 
sort of preference for Patsy, you know. 

PERCIVAL. Well, but does that matter, do 
you think? Patsy fascinates me, no doubt. I 
apparently fascinate Patsy. But, believe me, 
all that is not worth considering. One of my 
three fathers (the priest) has married hun- 
dreds of couples: couples selected by one, 
another, couples selected by the parents, 
couples forced to marry one another by 
circumstances of one kind or another; and 
he assures me that if marriages were made 
by putting all the men’s names into one sack 
and the women’s names into another, and 
having them taken out by a blindfolded 
child like lottery numbers, there would be 
just as high a percentage of happy marriages 
as we have here in England. He said Cupid 
was nothing but the blindfolded child: pretty 
idea that, I think! I shall have as good a 
chance with Patsy as with anyone else. 
Mind: I’m not bigoted about it. I’m not a 
doctrinaire: not the slave of a theory. You 
and Lord Summerhays are experienced 
married men. If you can tell me of any 
trustworthy method of selecting a wife, I 
shall be happy to make use of it. I await 
your suggestions. [He looks with polite atten- 
tion to Lord Summerhays, who, having nothing 
to say, avoids his eye. He looks to Tarleton, who 
purses his lips glumly and rattles his money in 
his pockets without a word]. Apparently neither 
of you has anything to suggest. Then Patsy 
will do as well as another, provided the 
money is forthcoming. 

HYPATIA. Oh, you beauty! you beauty! 

TARLETON. When I married Patsy’s mother, 
I was in love with her. 

PERCIVAL. For the first time? 

TARLETON. Yes*. for the first time. 

PERCIVAL. For the last time? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS [rcvoltcd] Sir: you are in 
the presence of his daughter. 

HYPATIA. Oh, dont mind me. I dont care, 
I’m accustomed to Papa’s adventures. 

TARLETON [hlushing painfully] Patsy, my 
child; that was not — not delicate. 

HYPATIA. Well, papa, youve never shewn 
any delicacy in talking to me about my con- 
duct; and I really dont see why I shouldnt 
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talk to you about yours. It’s such nonsense! 
Do you think young people dont know? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I’m sure they dont feel. 
Tarleton: this is too horrible, too brutal. If 
neither of these young people have any — 
any — any — 

PERCiVAL. Shall we say paternal senti- 
mentality? I’m extremely sorry to shock you; 
but you must remember that Ive been edu- 
cated to discuss human affairs with three 
fathers simultaneously. I’m an adult person. 
Patsy is an adult person. You do not inspire 
me with veneration. Apparently you do not 
inspire Patsy with veneration. That may sur- 
prise you. It may pain you. I’m sorry. It cant 
be helped. What about the money? 

TARLETON. You dont inspire me with 
generosity, young man. 

HYPATIA [laughing with genuine amusement] 
He had you there, Joey. 

TARLETON. I havnt been a bad father to 
you, Patsy. 

HYPATIA. I dont say you have, dear. If only 
I could persuade you Ive grown up, we 
should get along perfectly. 

TARLETON. Do you remember Bill Burt? 

HYPATIA. Why? 

TARLETON [to the Others] Bill Burt was a 
laborer here. I was going to sack him for 
kicking his father. He said his father had 
kicked him until he was big enough to kick 
back. Patsy begged him off. I asked that 
man what it felt like the first time he kicked 
his father, and found that it was just like 
kicking any other man. He laughed and said 
that it was the old man that knew what it felt 
like. Think of that, Summerhays! think of 
that! 

HYPATIA. I havnt kicked you, papa. 

TARLETON. Youvc kicked me harder than 
Bill Burt ever kicked. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. It’s no usc, Tarleton. 
Spare yourself. Do you seriously expect these 
young people, at their age, to sympathize 
with what this gentleman calls your paternal 
sentimentality ? 

TARLETON [wistfully] Is it nothing to you 
but paternal sentimentahty, Patsy? 

HYPATIA. Well, I greatly prefer your super- 
abundant vitality, papa. 

TARLETON [violaitly] Hold your tongue, you 
young devil. The young are all alike: hard, 
coarse, shallow, cruel, selfish, dirty-minded. 
You can clear out of my house as soon as you 
can coax him to take you; and the sooner the 


better. [To Percival] I think you said your 
price was fifteen hundred a year. Take it. 
And I wish you joy of your bargain. 

PERCIVAL. If you wish to know who I am — 

TARLETON. I dont care a tinker’s curse who 
you are or what you are. Youre willing to 
take that girl off my hands for fifteen hun- 
dred a year: thats all that concerns me. Tell 
her who you are if you like: it’s her affair, 
not mine. 

HYPATIA. Dont answer him, Joey: it wont 
last. Lord Summerhays, I’m sorry about 
Bentley; but Joey’s the only man for me. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. It may — 

HYPATIA. Please dont say it may break your 
poor boy’s heart. It’s much more likely to 
break yours. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Oh! 

TARLETON [springing to his feet] Leave the 
room. Do you hear: leave the room. 

PERCIVAL. Arnt we getting a little cross? 
Dont be angry, Mr Tarleton. Read Marcus 
Aurelius. 

TARLETON. Doiit you dare make fun of me. 
Take your aeroplane out of my vinery and 
yourself out of my house. 

PERCIVAL [rising, to Hypatia] I’m afraid I 
shall have to dine at the Beacon, Patsy. 

HYPATIA [rising] Do. I dine with you. 

TARLETON. Did you hear me tell you to 
leave the room? 

HYPATIA. I did. [2’o Percival] You see what 
living with one’s parents means, Joey. It 
means living in a house where you can be 
ordered to leave the room. Ive got to obey: 
it’s his house, not mine. 

TARLETON. Who pays for it? Go and sup- 
port yourself as I did if you want to be inde- 
pendent. 

HYPATIA. I wanted to and you wouldnt let 
me. How can I support myself when I’m a 
prisoner? 

TARLETON. Hold your tongue. 

HYPATIA. Keep your temper. 

PERCIVAL [coming between them] Lord Sum- 
merhays: youll join me. I’m sure, in pointing 
out to both father and daughter that they 
have now reached that very common stage 
in family life at which anything but a blow 
would be an anticHmax. Do you seriously 
want to beat Patsy, Mr Tarleton? 

TARLETON. Ycs. I Want to thrash the Hfe 
out of her. If she doesnt get out of my reach. 
I’ll do it. [He sits down and grasps the writing 
table to restrain himself], 

Y 
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HYPATIA [coolly going to him and leaning with 
her breast on his writhing shoulders'] Oh, if you 
want to beat me just to relieve your feelings 
— just really and truly for the fun of it and 
the satisfaction of it, beat away. I dont 
grudge you that. 

TARLETON [almost in hysterics] I used to 
think that this sort of thing went on in other 
families but that it never could happen in 
ours. And now — [He is broken with emotion^ 
and continues lamentably] I cant say the right 
thing. I cant do the right thing. I dont know 
what is the right thing. I’m beaten; and she 
knows it. Summerhays: tell me what to do. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. When my council in 
Jinghiskahn reached the point of coming to 
blows, I used to adjourn the sitting. Let us 
postpone the discussion. Wait until Monday: 
we shall have Sunday to quiet down in. 
Believe me. I’m not making fun of you; but 
I think theres something in this young 
gentleman’s advice. Read something. 

TARLETON. I’ll read King Lear. 

HYPATIA. Dont. I’m very sorry, dear. 

TARLETON. Youre not. Youre laughing at 
me. Serve me right! Parents and children! 
No man should know his own child. No child 
should know its own father. Let the family 
be rooted out of civilization! Let the human 
race be brought up in institutions! 

HYPATIA. Oh yes. How jolly! You and I 
might be friends then; and Joey could stay 
to dinner. 

TARLETON. Let him stay to dinner. Let him 
stay to breakfast. Let him spend his life here. 
Dont you say I drove him out. Dont you say 
I drove you out. 

PERCivAL. I really have no right to inflict 
myself on you. Dropping in as I did — 

TARLETON. Out of the sky. Ha! Dropping 
in. The new sport of aviation. You just see 
a nice house; drop in; scoop up the man's 
daughter; and off with you again. 

Bentley comes back, with his shoulders hang- 
ing as if he too had been exercised to the last 
fitch of fatigue. He is very sad. They stare at 
him as he gropes to PercivaVs chair. 

BENTLEY. I’m sorry for making a fool of 
myself. I beg your pardon. Hypatia; I’m 
a^ully sorry; but Ive made up my mind that 
I’ll never marry. [He sits down in deep depres- 
sion]. 

HYPATIA [running to him] How nice of you, 
Bentley! Of course you guessed I wanted to 
marry Joey, What did the Polish lady do to 


you? 

BENTLEY [turning his head away] I’d rather 
not speak of her, if you dont mind. 

HYPATIA. Youve fallen in love with her. 
[SAe laughs]. 

BENTLEY. It’s beastly of you to laugh. ’ 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. You are not the first 
to fall today under the lash of that young 
lady’s terrible derision, Bentley. 

Lina, her cap on, and her goggles in her hand, 
comes impetuously through the inner door. 

LINA [on the steps] Mr Percival: can we get 
that aeroplane started again? [She cornes 
down and runs to the pavilion door]. I must get 
out of this into the air: right up into the blue. 

PERCIVAL. Impossible. The frame’s t>visted. 
The petrol has given out: thats what brought 
us down. And how can we get a clear run to 
start with among these woods? 

LINA [swooping hack through the middle of the 
pavilion] We can straighten the frame. We 
can buy petrol at the Beacon. With a few 
laborers we can get her out on to the Ports- 
mouth Road and start her along that. 

TARLETON [rising] But why do you want to 
leave us, Miss Szcz? 

LINA. Old pal: this is a stuffy house. You 
seem to think of nothing but making love. 
All the conversation here is about love-mak- 
ing. All the pictures are about love-making. 
The eyes of all of you are sheep’s eyes. You 
are steeped in it, soaked in it: the very texts 
on the walls of your bedrooms are the ones 
about love. It is disgusting. It is not healthy. 
Your women are kept idle and dressed up for 
no other purpose than to be made love to. 
I have not been here an hour; and already 
everybody makes love to me as if because I 
am a woman it were my profession to be 
made love to. First you, old pal. I forgave 
you because you were nice about your wife. 

HYPATIA. Oh! oh! oh! Oh, papa! 

LINA. Then you. Lord Summerhays, come 
to me; and all you have to say is to ask me 
not to mention that you made love to me in 
Vienna two years ago. I forgave you because 
I thought you were an ambassador; and all 
ambassadors make love and are very nice and 
useful to people who travel. 'Then this young 
gentleman. He is engaged to this young lady; 
but no matter for that: he makes love to me 
because I carry him off in my arms when he 
cries. All these I bore in silence. But now 
comes your Johnny and tells me I'm a rip- 
ping fine woman, and asks bae to marry him. 
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I, Lina Szczepanowska, MARRY him!!!!! I 
do not mind this boy; he is a child: he loves 
me: I should have to give him money and 
take care of him: that would be foolish, but 
honorable. I do not mind you, old pal: you 
are what you call an old — ouf ! but you do not 
offer to buy me: you say until we are tired — 
until you are so happy that you dare not ask 
for more. That is foolish too, at your age; but 
it is an adventure: it is not dishonorable. I do 
not mind Lord Summerhays: it was in 
Vienna: they had been toasting him at a great 
banquet: he was not sober. That is bad for 
the health; but it is not dishonorable. But 
your Johnny! Oh, your Johnny! with his 
marriage. He will do the straight thing by 
me. He will give me a home, a position. He 
tells me I must know that my present posi- 
tion is not one for a nice woman. This to me, 
Lina Szczepanowska! I am an honest woman: 
I earn my living. I am a free woman: I live 
in my own house. I am a woman of the world: 
I have thousands of friends: every night 
crowds of people applaud me, delight in me, 
buy my picture, pay hard-earned money to 
see me. I am strong: I am skilful: I am brave: 
I am independent: I am unbought: I am all 
that a woman ought to be; and in my family 
there has not been a single drunkard for four 
generations. And this Englishman! this linen- 
draper! he dares to ask me to come and live 
with him in this rrrrrrrabbit hutch, and take 
my bread from his hand, and ask him for 
pocket money, and wear soft clothes, and 
be his woman! his wife! Sooner than that, I 
would stoop to the lowest depths of my pro- 
fession. I would stuff lions with food and pre- 
tend to tame them. I would deceive honest 
people’s eyes with conjuring tricks instead 
of real feats of strength and skill. I would be 
a clown and set bad examples of conduct to 
little children. I would sink yet lower and be 
an actress or an opera singer, imperilling my 
soul by the wicked lie of pretending to be 
somebody else. All this I would do sooner 
than take my bread from the hand of a man 
and make him the master of my body and 
soul. And so you may tell your Johnny to 
buy an Englishwoman: he shall not buy Lina 
Szczepanowska; and I will not stay in the 
house where such dishonor is offered me. 
Adieu. [SAe turns precipitately to go, but is 
faced in the pavilion doorway by Johnny, who 
* comes in slowly, his hands in his pockets, medi- 
tating deeply"]. 


JOHNNY \conJldentially to Lind] You wont 
mention our little conversation, Miss Shepa- 
noska. It’ll do no good; and I’d rather you 
didnt. 

TARLETON. Weve just heard about it, 
Johnny. 

JOHNNY [shortly, but without ill-temper] Oh: 
is that SO? 

HYPATIA. The cat's out of the bag, Johnny, 
about everybody. They were all beforehand 
with you: papa, Lord Summerhays, Bentley 
and all. Dont you let them laugh at you. 

JOHNNY [a grin slowly overspreading his 
countenance] Well, theres no use my pretend- 
ing to be surprised at you, Governor, is 
there? I hope you got it as hot as I did. Mind, 
Miss Shepanoska: it wasnt lost on me. I’m 
a thinking man. I kept my temper. Youll 
admit that. 

UNA [frankly] Oh yes. I do not quarrel. 
You are what is called a chump; but you are 
not a bad sort of chump. 

JOHNNY. Thank you. Well, if a chump may 
have an opinion, I should put it at this. You 
make, I suppose, ten pounds a night off your 
own bat. Miss Lina? 

LINA [scornfully] Ten pounds a night! I 
have made ten pounds a minute. 

JOHNNY [7vith increased respect] Have you 
indeed? I didnt know: youll excuse my mis- 
take, I hope. But the principle is the same. 
Now I trust you wont be offended at what 
I’m going to say; but Ive thought about this 
and watched it in daily experience; and you 
may take it from me that the moment a 
woman becomes pecuniarily independent, 
she gets hold of the wrong end of the stick 
in moral questions. 

LINA. Indeed! And what do you conclude 
from that. Mister Johnny? 

JOHNNY. Well, obviously, that independ- 
ence for women is wrong and shouldnt be 
allowed. For their own good, you know. And 
for the good of morality in general. You 
agree with me, Lord Summerhays, dont 
you? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. It’s a Very moral moral, 
if I may so express myself. 

Mrs Tarleion comes in softly through the 
inner door. 

MRS TARLETON. Dont make too much noise. 
The lad’s asleep. 

TARLETON. Chickabiddy, we have some 
news for you. 

JOHNNY [apprehensively] Now theres no 

Y2 
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need, you know, Governor, to worry mother 
with everything that passes. 

MRS TARLETON [comiug to Tcrleton] Whats 
been going on? Dont you hold anything 
back from me, John. What have you been 
doing? 

TARLETON. Patsy isnt going to marry 
Bentley. 

MRS TARLETON. Of course not. Is that your 
great news? I never believed she*d marry 
him. 

TARLETON. Thcrcs Something else. Mr 
Percival here — 

MRS TARLETON [to Perctval] Are you going 
to marry Patsy? 

PERCIVAL [diplomatically] Patsy is going to 
marry me, with your permission. 

MRS TARLETON. Oh, she has my permission: 
she ought to have been married long ago. 

HYPATIA. Mother! 

TARLETON. Miss Lina here, though she has 
been so short a time with us, has inspired a 
good deal of attachment in — I may say in 
almost all of us. Therefore I hope she’ll stay 
to dinner, and not insist on flying away in 
that aeroplane. 

PERCIVAL. You must stay. Miss Szczepa- 
nowska. I cant go up again this evening. 

LINA. Ive seen you work it. Do you think 
I require any help? And Bentley shall come 
with me as a passenger. 

BENTLEY [terrified] Go up in an aeroplane! 
1 darent. 

LINA. You must learn to dare. 

BENTLEY [pale but heroic] All right. I’ll come. 


LORD SUMMER- 
HAYS 


MRS TARLETON 


'No, no, Bentley, impos- 
sible. I shall not allow 
it. 

Do you want to kill the 
^ child? He shant go, 

BENTLEY. I will. I’ll lie down and yell until 
you let me go. I’m not a coward. I wont be a 
coward. 

LORD suMMERHAYS. Miss SzczepaDowska: 
my son is very dear to me. I implore you to 
wait until tomorrow morning. 

LINA. There may be a storm tomorrow. 
And I’ll go: storm or no storm. I must risk 
my life tomorrow. 

BENTLEY. I hope there will be a storm. 

LINA [grasping his arm] You are trembling. 

BENTLEY. Yes: it’s terror, sheer terror, I 
can hardly see. I can hardly stand. But I'll 
go with you. 

LINA [slapping him on the back and knocking 
a ghastly white smile into his face] You shall. 
I like you, my boy. We go tomorrow, to- 
gether. 

BENTLEY. Yes: together: tomorrow. 

TARLETON, Well, Sufficient unto the day is 
the evil thereof. Read the old book. 

MRS TARLETON. Is there anything else? 

TARLETON. Well, I — er [he addresses Lina, 
and stops], I — er [he addresses Lord Summer- 
hays, and stops], I — er [he gives it up]. Well, 
I suppose — er — I suppose theres nothing 
more to be said. 

HYPATIA [fervently] Thank goodness! 


THE END 


XIX 

THE DARK LADY OF THE SONNETS 

1910 


Fin de sikcle 15-1600. Midsummer night on 
the terrace of the Palace at Whitehall, overlooks 
ing the Thames, The Palace clock chimes four 
quarters and strikes eleven, 

A Beefeater on guard. A Cloaked Man 
approaches, 

THE BEEFEATER. Stand. Who goes there? 
Give the word? 

THE MAN. Marry! I cannot. I have clean 
forgotten it. 

THE BEEFEATER. Then cannot you pass 


here. What is your business? Who are you? 
Are you a true man? 

THE MAN. Far from it. Master Warder, I 
am not the same man two days together: 
sometimes Adam, sometimes Benvolio, and 
anon the Ghost. 

THE BEEFEATER [recoiUn^ A ghost! Angels 
and ministers of grace defend us! 

THE MAN. Well said. Master Warder. With 
your leave I will set that dovm in writing; 
for I have a very poor and unhappy brain for 
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remembrance. [He takes out his tablets and 
writes], Methinl^ this is a good scene, with 
you on your lonely watch, and I approaching 
like a ghost in the moonlight. Stare not so 
amazedly at me; but mark what I say. I keep 
tryst here tonight with a dark lady. She 
promised to bribe the warder. I gave her 
the wherewithal: four tickets for the Globe 
Theatre. 

THE BEEFEATER. Plague on her! She gave 
me two only. 

THE MAN. [detaching a tablet] My friend: 
present this tablet, and you will be welcomed 
at any time when the plays of Will Shake- 
spear are in hand. Bring your wife. Bring 
your friends. Bring the whole garrison. There 
is ever plenty of room. 

THE BEEFEATER. I care not for these new- 
fangled plays. No man can understand a 
word of them. They are all talk. Will you 
not give me a pass for The Spanish Tragedy? 

THE MAN. To see The Spanish Tragedy one 
pays, my friend. Here are the means. [He 
gives him a piece of gold], | 

THE BEEFEATER [overwhelmed] Gold! Oh, 
sir, you are a better paymaster than your 
dark lady. 

THE MAN. Women are thrifty, my friend. 

THE BEEFEATER. Tis SO, sir. And you have 
to consider that the most open handed of us 
must een cheapen that which we buy every 
day. This lady has to make a present to a 
warder nigh every night of her life. 

THE MAN [turning pale] I’ll not believe it. 

THE BEEFEATER. Now you, sir, I dare be 
sworn, do not have an adventure like this 
twice in the year. 

THE MAN. Villain: wouldst tell me that my 
dark lady hath ever done thus before? that 
she maketh occasions to meet other men? 

THE BEEFEATER. Now the Lord bless your 
innocence, sir, do you think you are the only 
pretty man in the world? A merry lady, sir: 
a warm bit of stuff. Go to: I’ll not see her 
pass a deceit on a gentleman that hath given 
me the first piece of gold I ever handled. 

THE MAN. Master Warder: is it not a 
strange thing that we, knowing that all 
women are false, should be amazed to find 
our own particular drab no better than the 
rest? 

THE BEEFEATER. Not all, sfr. Decent bodies, 
many of them. 

THE MAN [intolerantly] No. All false. All. If 
thou deny it, thou liest. 


THE BEEFEATER. You judge too much by 
the Court, sir. There, indeed, you may say 
of frailty that its name is woman. 

THE MAN [pulUng out his tablets again] Pri- 
thee say that again: that about frailty: the 
strain of music. 

THE BEEFEATER. What strain of music, sir? 
Fm no musician, God knows. 

THE MAN. There is music in your soul: 
many of your degree have it very notably. 
[Writing] ‘‘Frailty: thy name is woman!” 
[Repeating it affectionately] ‘‘Thy name is 
woman.” 

THE BEEFEATER. Well, sir, it is but four 
words. Are you a snapper-up of such uncon- 
sidered trifles? 

THE MAN [eagerly] Snapper-up of— [he gasps] 
Oh! Immortal phrase! [He writes it down]. 
This man is a greater than I. 

THE BEEFEATER. You havc my lord Pem- 
broke’s trick, sir. 

THE MAN. Like enough: he is my near friend. 
But what call you his trick? 

THE BEEFEATER. Making sonncts by moon- 
light. And to the same lady too. 

THE MAN. No! 

THE BEEFEATER. Last night he stood here 
on your errand, and in your shoes. 

THE MAN. Thou, too, Brutus! And I called 
him friend! 

THE BEEFEATER. TiS ever SO, sir. 

THE MAN. Tis ever so. Twas ever so. [He 
turns away^ overcome]. Two Gentlemen of 
Verona! Judas! Judas!! 

THE BEEFEATER. Is he SO bad as that, sir? 

THE MAN [recovering his charity and self- 
possession] Bad? O no. Human, Master 
Warder, human. We call one another names 
when we are offended, as children do. That 
is all. 

THE BEEFEATER. Ay, sir: words, words, 
words. Mere wind, sir. We fill our bellies 
I with the east wind, sir, as the Scripture hath 
it. You cannot feed capons so. 

THE MAN. A good cadcncc. By your leave. 
[He makes a note of if]. 

THE BEEFEATER. What manner of thing is a 
cadence, sir? I have not heard of it. 

THE MAN. A thing to rule the world with, 
friend. 

THE BEEFEATER. You Speak Strangely, sir: 
no offence. But, an’t like you, you are a very 
civil gentleman; and a poor man feels drawn 
to you, you being, as twere, willing to share 
your thought with him. 
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THE MAN. Tis my trade. But alas! the world 
for the most part will none of my thoughts. 

Lamplight streams from the palace door as it 
opens from within, 

THE BEEFEATER. Here comes your lady, sir. 
ril to t’other end of my ward. You may een 
take your time about your business: I shall 
not return too suddenly unless my sergeant 
comes prowling round. Tis a fell sergeant, sir: 
strict in his arrest. Good een, sir; and good 
luck! [He goes\ 

THE MAN. “Strict in his arrest”! “ Fell 
sergeant” ]\^As if tasting a ripe plum^ O-o-o-h! 
[lie makes a note of them\ 

A Cloaked Lady gropes her way from the 
palace and wanders along the terrace^ walking in 
her sleep, 

THE LADY [rubbing her hands as if washing 
them] Out, damned spot. You will mar all 
with these cosmetics. God made you one 
face; and you make yourself another. Think 
of your grave, woman, not ever of being 
beautified. All the perfumes of Arabia will 
not whiten this Tudor hand. 

THE MAN. “All the perfumes of Arabia”! 
“Beautified”! “Beautified”! a poem in a 
single word. Can this be my Mary? [To the 
Lady] Why do you speak in a strange voice, 
and utter poetry for the first time? Are you 
ailing? You walk like the dead. Mary! Mary! 

THE LADY [echoing him] Mary! Mary! Who 
would have thought that woman to have had 
so much blood in her! Is it my fault that my 
counsellors put deeds of blood on me? Fie! 
If you were women you would have more 
wit than to stain the floor so foully. Hold 
not up her head so: the hair is false. I tell 
you yet again, Mary’s buried: she cannot 
come out of her grave. I fear her not: these 
cats that dare jump into thrones though they 
be fit only for men’s laps must be put away. 
Whats done cannot be undone. Out, I say. 
Fie! a queen, and freckled! 

THE MAN [shaking her arm] Mary, I say: art 
asleep? 

The Lady wakes; starts; and nearly faints. 
He catches her on his arm, 

THE LADY. Where am I? What art thou? 

THE MAN. I cry your mercy. I have mistook 
your person all this while. Methought you 
were my Mary: my mistress. 

THE LADY [outraged] Profane fellow: how do 
you dare? 

THE MAN. Be not wroth with me, lady. My 
mistress is a marvellous proper woman. But 


she does not speak so well as you. “All the 
perfumes of Arabia”! That was well said: 
spoken with good accent and excellent dis- 
cretion. 

THE LADY. Have I been in speech with you 
here? 

THE MAN. Why, yes, fair lady. Have you 
forgot it? 

THE LADY. I have walked in my sleep. 

THE MAN. Walk ever in your sleep, fair 
one; for then your words drop like honey. 

THE LADY [with cold majesty] Know you to 
whom you speak, sir, that you dare express 
yourself so saucily? 

THE MAN [unabashed] Not I, not care neither. 
You are some lady of the Court, belike. To 
me there are but two sorts of women: those 
with excellent voices, sweet and low, and 
cackling hens that cannot make me dream. 
Your voice has all manner of loveliness in it. 
Grudge me not a short hour of its music. 

THE LADY. Sir: you are overbold. Season 
your admiration for a while with — 

THE MAN [holding up his hand to stop her] 
“Season your admiration for a while — ” 

THE LADY. Fellow: do you dare mimic me 
to my face? 

THE MAN. Tis music. Can you not hear? 
When a good musician sings a song, do you 
not sing it and sing it again till you have 
caught and fixed its perfect melody? “Season 
your admiration for a while”: God! the history 
of man’s heart is in that one word admiration. 
Admiration! [Taking up his tablets] What was 
it: “Suspend your admiration for a space — ” 

THE LADY. A Very vile jingle of esses. I 
said “Season your — 

THE MAN [hastily] Season: ay, season, 
season, season. Plague on my memory, 
my wretched memory! I must een write 
it down. [He begins to write, but stops, 
his memory failing him]. Yet tell me which 
was the vile jingle? You said very justly: 
mine own ear caught it even as my false 
tongue said it. 

THE LADY. You said “for a space.” I said 
“for a while.” 

THE MAN. “For a while” [he corrects it]. 
Good! [Ardently] And now be mine neither 
for a space nor a while, but for ever. 

THE LADY. Odds my life! Are you by chance 
making love to me, knave? 

THE MAN. Nay: tis you who have made the 
love; I but pour it out at your feet. I cannot 
but love a lass that sets such store by an apt 
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word. Therefore vouchsafe, divine perfection 
of a woman — no; I have said that before 
somewhere; and the wordy garment of my 
love for you must be fire-new — 

THE LADY. You talk too much, sir. Let me 
warn you; I am more accustomed to be 
listened to than preached at. 

THE MAN. The most are like that that do talk 
well. But though you spake with the tongues 
of angels, as indeed you do, yet know that 
I am the king of words — 

THE LADY. A king, ha! 

THE MAN. No less. We are poor things, we 
men and women — 

THE LADY. Dare you call me woman.^ 

THE MAN. What nobler name can I tender 
you? How else can I love you? Yet you may 
well shrink from the name; have I not said 
we are but poor things? Yet there is a power 
that can redeem us. 

THE LADY. Gramercy for your sermon, sir. 

I hope I know my duty. 

THE MAN. This is no sermon, but the living 
truth. The power I speak of is the power of 
immortal poesy. For know that vile as this 
world is, and worms as we are, you have but 
to invest all this vileness with a magical 
garment of words to transfigure us and uplift 
our souls til earth flowers into a million 
heavens. 

THE LADY. You spoil your heaven with your 
million. You are extravagant. Observe some 
measure in your speech. 

THE MAN. You Speak now as Ben does. 

THE LADY. And who, pray, is Ben? 

THE MAN. A learned bricklayer who thinks 
that the sky is at the top of his ladder, and 
so takes it on him to rebuke me for flying. 
I tell you there is no word yet coined and no 
melody yet sung that is extravagant and 
majestical enough for the glory that lovely 
words can reveal. It is heresy to deny it; 
have you not been taught that in the begin- 
ning was the Word? that the Word was with 
God? nay, that the Word was God? 

THE LADY. Beware, fellow, how you pre- 
sume to speak of holy things. The Queen is 
the head of the Church. 

THE MAN. You are the head of my Church 
when you speak as you did at first. “All the 
perfumes of Arabia*'! Can the Queen speak 
thus? They say she playeth well upon the 
virginals. Let her play so to me; and 111 kiss 
h^r hands. But until then, you are my 
Queen; and I *11 kiss those lips that have dropt 


music on my heart. [He puts his arms about 
her]. 

THE LADY. Unmeasured impudence! On 
your life, take your hands from me. 

The Dark Lady comes stooping along the 
terrace behind them like a running thrush. When 
she sees how they are employed, she rises angrily 
to her full height, and listens jealously, 

THE MAN [unaware of the Dark L^y] Then 
cease to make my hands tremble with the 
streams of life you pour through them. You 
hold me as the lodestar holds the iron; I can- 
not but cling to you. We are lost, you and I; 
nothing can separate us now. 

THE DARK LADY. We shall scc that, false 
lying hound, you and your filthy trull. [With 
two vigorous cuffs, she knocks the pair asunder, 
sending the man, who is unlucky enough to 
receive a righthanded blow, sprawling on the 
fiags\ Take that, both of you! 

THE CLOAKED LADY [in towering wrath, throw- 
ing off her cloak and turning in outraged majesty 
on her assailant] High treason! 

THE DARK LADY [recognizing her and falling 
on her knees in abject terror] Will: I am lost; I 
have struck the Queen. 

THE MAN [sitting up as majestically as his 
ignominious posture allows] Woman; you have 
struck WILLIAM SHAKESPEARII!!!! 

QUEEN ELIZABETH [stupent] Marry, come 
up!!! Struck William Shakespear quotha! 
And who in the name of all the sluts and 
jades and light-o'-loves and fly-by-nights 
that infest this palace of mine, may William 
Shakespear be? 

THE DARK LADY. Madam*, he is but a player. 
Oh, I could have my hand cut off — 

QUEEN ELIZABETH. Belike you will, mistress. 
Have you bethought you that I am like to have 
your head cut off as well? 

THE DARK LADY. Will: savc mc. Oh, save me. 

ELIZABETH. Save you! A likely savior, on 
my royal word! I had thought this fellow at 
least an esquire; for I had hoped that even 
the vilest of my ladies would not have dis- 
honored my Court by wantoning with a base- 
born servant. 

SHAKESPEAR [indignantly scrambling to his 
feet] Baseborn! I, a Shakespear of Stratford! 
I, whose mother was an Arden! baseborn! 
You forget yourself, madam. 

ELIZABETH [futious] S'blood! do I so? I will 
teach you — 

THE DARK LADY [Hsing from her knees and 
throwing herself between therri] Will; in God's 
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name anger her no further. It is death. 
Madam: do not listen to him. 

SHAKESPEAR. Not Were it een to save your 
life, Mary, not to mention mine own, will I 
flatter a monarch who forgets what is due to 
my family. I deny not that my father was 
brought down to be a poor bankrupt; but 
twas his gentle blood that was ever too 
generous for trade. Never did he disown his 
debts. Tis true he paid them not; but it is 
an attested truth that he gave bills for them; 
and twas those bills, in the hands of base 
hucksters, that were his undoing. 

ELIZABETH [grimly] The son of your father 
shall learn his place in the presence of the 
daughter of Harry the Eighth. 

SHAKESPEAR [swelUng with intolerant import- 
ance] Name not that inordinate man in the 
same breath with Stratford’s worthiest aider- 
man. John Shakespear wedded but once: 
Harry Tudor was married six times. You 
should blush to utter his name. 

THE DARK LADvl Crying /Will: for pity’s 
\ out \ sake — 

ELIZABETH ) together I Insolent dog — 

SHAKESPEAR [cutting them short] How know 
you that King Harry was indeed your father? 

ELIZABETH Zounds! Now by — [she 

stops to grind her teeth with 
rage]. 

THE DARK LADY | She will have me whip- 
ped through the streets. 
I^Oh God! Oh God! 

SHAKESPEAR. Leam to know yourself better, 
madam. I am an honest gentleman of un- 
questioned parentage, and have already sent 
in my demand for the coat-of-arms that is 
lawfully mine. Can you say as much for your- 
self? 

ELIZABETH [olmost heside herself] Another 
word; and I begin with mine own hands the 
work the hangman shall finish. 

SHAKESPEAR. You are no true Tudor: this 
baggage here has as good a right to your 
royal seat as you. What maintains you on 
the throne of England? Is it your renovm6d 
wit? your wisdom that sets at nought the 
craftiest statesmen of the Christian world? 
No. Tis the mere chance that might have 
happened to any milkmaid, the caprice of 
Nature that made you the most wondrous 
piece of beauty the age hath seen. [Eliza- 
beth's raised fists, on the point of striking him, 
fall to her side]. That is what hath brought 
all men to your feet, and founded your throne 


on the impregnable rock of your proud heart, 
a stony island in a sea of desire. There, 
madam, is some wholesome blunt honest 
speaking for you. Now do your worst. 

ELIZABETH [fvitk dignity] Master Shake- 
spear: it is well for you that I am a merciful 
prince. I make allowance for your rustic 
ignorance. But remember that there are- 
things which be true, and are yet not seemly 
to be said (I will not say to a queen; for 
you will have it that I am none), but to a 
virgin. 

SHAKESPEAR \hluntly] It is no fault of mine 
that you are a virgin, madam, albeit tis my 
misfortune. 

THE DARK LADY [terrified agairi] In mercy, 
madam, hold no further discourse with him. 
He hath ever some lewd jest on his tongue. 
You hear how he useth me! calling me 
baggage and the like to your Majesty’s face. 

ELIZABETH. As for you, mistress, I have 
yet to demand what your business is at this 
hour in this place, and how you come to be 
so concerned with a player that you strike 
blindly at your sovereign in your jealousy of 
him. 

THE DARK LADY. Madam: as I live and hope 
for salvation — 

SHAKESPEAR [sardonically] Ha! 

THE DARK LADY [angrily] — ay, I’m as like 
to be saved as thou that believest naught 
save some black magic of words and verses — 
I say, madam, as I am a living woman I came 
here to break with him for ever. Oh, madam, 
if you would know what misery is, listen to 
this man that is more than man and less at 
the same time. He will tie you down to ana- 
tomize your very soul: he will wring tears of 
blood from your humiliation; and then he will 
heal the wound with flatteries that no woman 
can resist. 

SHAKESPEAR. Flatteries! [Kneeling Oh, 
madam, I put my case at your royal feet. I 
confess to much. I have a rude tongue: I am 
unmannerly: I blaspheme against the holi- 
ness of anointed royalty; but oh, my royal 
mistress, AM I a flatterer? 

ELIZABETH. I absolve you as to that. You 
are far too plain a riealer to please me. [He 
rises gratefully], 

THE DARK LADY. Madam: he is flattering 
you even as he speaks. 

ELIZABETH [a terrible fiash in her eye] Ha! Is 
it so? 

SHAKESPEAR. Madam: she is jealous; and, 
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heaven help me! not without reason. Oh, you 
say you are a merciful prince; but that was 
cruel of you, that hiding of your royal dignity 
when you found me here. For how can I ever 
be content with this black-haired, black- 
eyed, black-avised devil again now that I 
have looked upon real beauty and real 
majesty? 

THE DARK LADY [wouTided and desperate\ He 
hath swore to me ten times over that the 
day shall come in England when black 
women, for all their foulness, shall be more 
thought on than fair ones. \To Skakespear, 
scolding at him] Deny it if thou canst. Oh, he 
is compact of lies and scorns. I am tired of 
being tossed up to heaven and dragged down 
to hell at every whim that takes him. I am 
ashamed to my very soul that I have abased 
myself to love one that my father would not 
have deemed fit to hold my stirrup — one 
that will talk to all the world about me — 
that will put my love and my shame into his 
plays and make me blush for myself there — 
that will write sonnets about me that no 
man of gentle strain would put his hand to. 
I am all disordered: I know not what I am 
saying to your Majesty: I am of all ladies 
most deject and wretched — 

SHAKESPEAR. Ha! At last sorrow hath struck 
a note of music out of thee. ^'Of all ladies 
most deject and wretched.’* [He makes a note 
of it]. 

THE DARK LADY. Madam! I implore you 
give me leave to go. I am distracted with 
grief and shame. I — 

ELIZABETH. Go [The Dark Lady tries to kiss 
her hand]. No more. Go. [The Dark Lady goeSy 
convulsed]. You have been cruel to that poor 
fond wretch, Master Shakespear. 

SHAKESPEAR. I am not cruel, madam; but 
you know the fable of Jupiter and Semele. I 
could not help my lightnings scorching her. 

ELIZABETH. You have an overweening con- 
ceit of yourself, sir, that displeases your 
Queen. 

SHAKESPEAR. Oh, madam, can I go about 
with the modest cough of a minor poet, be- 
littling my inspiration and making the 
mightiest wonder of your reign a thing of 
nought? I have said that “not marble nor the 
gilded monuments of princes shall outlive” 
the words with which I make the world 
glorious or foolish at my will. Besides, I 
would have you think me great enough to 
grant me a l^on. 


ELIZABETH. I hope it is a boon that may be 
asked of a virgin Queen without offence, sir. 

I mistrust your forwardness; and I bid you 
remember that I do not suffer persons of 
your degree (if I may say so without offence 
to your father the alderman) to presume too 
far. 

SHAKESPEAR. Oh, madam, I shall not forget 
myself again; though by my life, could I 
make you a serving wench, neither a queen 
nor a virgin should you be for so much longer 
as a flash of lightning might take to cross 
the river to the Bankside. But since you are 
a queen and will none of me, nor of Philip of 
Spain, nor of any other mortal man, I must 
een contain myself as best I may, and ask 
you only for a boon of State. 

ELIZABETH. A boon of State already! You 
are becoming a courtier like the rest of them. 
You lack advancement. 

SHAKESPEAR. “Lack advancement.” By 
your Majesty’s leave: a queenly phrase. [He 
is about to write it down], 

ELIZABETH, [striking the tablets from his hand] 
Your tables begin to anger me, sir. I am not 
here to write your plays for you. 

SHAKESPEAR. You are here to inspire them, 
madam. For this, among the rest, were you 
ordained. But the boon I crave is that you 
do endow a great playhouse, or, if I may 
make bold to coin a scholarly name for it, a 
National Theatre, for the better instruction 
and gracing of your Majesty’s subjects. 

ELIZABETH. Why, sir, are there not theatres 
enow on the Bankside and in Blackfriars? 

SHAKESPEAR. Madam*, these are the adven- 
tures of needy and desperate men that must, 
to save themselves from perishing of want, 
give the sillier sort of people what they best 
like; and what they best like, God knows, is 
not their own betterment and instruction, as 
we well see by the example of the churches, 
which must needs compel men to frequent 
them, though they be open to all without 
charge. Only when there is a matter of a 
murder, or a plot, or a pretty youth in petti- 
coats, or some naughty tale of wantonness, 
will your subjects pay the great cost of good 
players and their finery, with a little profit 
to boot. To prove this I will tell you that I 
have written two noble and excellent plays 
setting forth the advancement of women of 
high nature and fruitful industry even as 
your Majesty is: the one a skilful physician, 
the other a sister devoted to good works. 
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I have also stole from a book of idle wanton 
tales two of the most damnable foolishnesses 
in the world, in the one of which a woman 
goeth in man’s attire and maketh impudent 
love to her swain, who pleaseth the ground- 
lings by overthrowing a wrestler: whilst, in 
the other, one of the same kidney sheweth 
her wit by saying endless naughtinesses to a 
gentleman as lewd as herself. I have writ 
these to save my friends from penury, yet 
shewing my scorn for such follies and for 
them that praise them by calling the one 
As You Like It, meaning that it is not as / 
like it, and the other Much Ado About 
Nothing, as it truly is. And now these two 
filthy pieces drive their nobler fellows from 
the stage, where indeed I cannot have my 
lady physician presented at all, she being 
too honest a woman for the taste of the 
town. Wherefore I humbly beg your Majesty 
to give order that a theatre be endowed out 
of the public revenue for the playing of those 
pieces of mine which no merchant will touch, 
seeing that his gain is so much greater with 
the worse than with the better. Thereby you 
shall also encourage other men to undertake 
the writing of plays who do now despise it 
and leave it wholly to those whose counsels 
will work little good to your realm. For this 
writing of plays is a great matter, forming 
as it does the minds and affections of men in 
such sort that whatsoever they see done in 
show on the stage, they will presently be 
doing in earnest in the world, which is but a 
larger stage. Of late, as you know, the 
Church taught the people by means of plays; 
but the people flocked only to such as were 
full of superstitious miracles and bloody 
martyrdoms; and so the Church, which also 
was just then brought into straits by the 
policy of your royal father, did abandon and 
discountenance the art of playing; and thus 
it fell into the hands of poor players and 
greedy merchants that had their pockets to 
look to and not the greatness of this your 
kingdom. Therefore now must your Majesty 
take up that good work that your Church 
hath abandoned, and restore the art of play- 
ing to its former use and dignity. 

ELIZABETH. Master Shakespear: I will speak 
of this matter to the Lord Treasurer. 

SHAKESPEAR. Then I am undone madam; for 
there was never yet a Lord Treasurer that 
could find a penny for anything over and above 
the necessary expenses of your government. 


save for a war or a salary for his own 
nephew. 

ELIZABETH. Master Shakespear: you speak 
sooth; yet cannot I in any wise mend it. I 
dare not offend my unruly Puritans by making 
so lewd a place as the playhouse a public 
charge; and there be a thousand things to be 
done in this London of mine before your 
poetry can have its penny from the general 
purse. I tell thee. Master Will, it will be 
three hundred years and more before my 
subjects learn that man cannot live by bread 
alone, but by every word that cometh from 
the mouth of those whom God inspires. By 
that time you and I will be dust beneath the 
feet of the horses, if indeed there be any 
horses then, and men be still riding instead 
of flying. Now it may be that by then your 
works will be dust also. 

SHAKESPEAR. They will stand, madam: fear 
not for that. 

ELIZABETH. It may prove so. But of this I 
am certain (for I know my countrymen) that 
until every other country in the Christian 
world, even to barbarian Muscovy and the 
hamlets of the boorish Germans, have its 
playhouse at the public charge, England will 
never adventure. And she will adventure 
then only because it is her desire to be ever 
in the fashion, and to do humbly and duti- 
fully whatso she seeth everybody else doing. 
In the meantime you must content yourself 
as best you can by the playing of those two 
pieces which you give out as the most damn- 
able ever writ, but which your countrymen, 
I warn you, will swear are the best you have 
ever done. But this I will say, that if I could 
speak across the ages to our descendants, I 
should heartily recommend them to fulfil 
your wish; for the Scottish minstrel hath well 
said that he that maketh the songs of a nation 
is mightier than he that maketh it§ laws; and 
the same may well be true of plays and inter- 
ludes. [The clock chimes the first quarter. The 
warder returns on his round]. And now, sir, we 
are upon the hour when it better beseems a 
virgin queen to be abed than to converse 
alone with the naughtiest of her subjects. 
Ho there! Who keeps ward on the queen’s 
lodgings tonight? 

THE WARDER. I do, an’t pleasc your 
majesty. 

ELIZABETH. See that you keep it better in 
future. You have let pass a most dangerous 
gallant even to the very door of our royal 
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chamber. Lead him forth; and bring me 
word when he is safely locked out; for I shall 
scarce dare disrobe until the palace gates 
are between us. 

8HAKESPEAR [kissing kcT hand] My body 
goes through the gate into the darkness, 
madam; but my thoughts follow you. 

ELIZABETH. How! to my bed! 

siiAKESPEAR. No, madam, to your prayers, 
in which I beg you to remember my 
theatre. 


ELIZABETH. That is my prayer to posterity. 
Forget not your own to God; and so good- 
night, Master Will. 

8HAKESPEAR. Goodnight, great Elizabeth. 
God save the Queen! 

ELIZABETH. Amen. 

Exeunt severally: she to her chamber: he, in 
custody of the warder, to the gate nearest Blacks 
friars. 

THE END 










